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CHRISTMAS  PAST. 


IT  may  be  that  the  belief  in  Shake- 
speare’s time,  the  story  that  Hamlet 
did  “ in  part  believe,”  that  the  cock  crows 
all  night  long  on  the  eve  of  Christmas, 
had  its  origin  in  the  crowing  of  the  cock 
in  that  gray  dawn  when  Peter  denied  his 
Lord.  The  crowing  was  a sign  that  gra- 
cious influences  prevailed,  with  which 
the  bird  was  in  sympathy.  The  ghost  in 
Hamlet  “faded  on  the  crowing  of  the 
cock,”  but  we  are  led  to  think  that  it  was 
owing  to  its  connection  with  this  holy  fes- 
tival that  the  “bird  of  daw’ning”  had  its 
charm  against  evil. 

Some  matter-of-fact  writers  say  that 
the  cock  is  deceived  by  the  abundant 
lights  of  the  festival,  for  Christmas  is 
sometimes  called  in  the  Latin  Church  the 
Feast  of  Lights,  so  many  candles  are  used. 
In  Belgium,  from  Christmas  to  Epiphany 
the  children  go  about  carrying  paper  stars 
with  a lighted  candle  in  the  centre,  com- 
memorating the  appearance  of  the  star  in 
Bethlehem.  Whether  it  is  the  artificial 
light  or  sympathy  with  the  season  that 
keeps  the  cocks  awake  all  night,  their 
crowing  at  such  unseasonable  hours  was 
sometimes  regarded  as  an  unfavorable 
omen.  The  story  is  told  in  a country  par- 
ish in  England  of  a poor  woman  in  a 
dangerous  illness,  who  was  greatly  de- 
pressed by  this  overture  of  Chanticleer  to 
the  dawn,  believing  that  it  was  a sign  of 
death.  But  when  the  well-known  pas- 
sage from  Hamlet  was  read  to  her,  and 
she  was  told  that  it  was  written  by  the 
cleverest  man  in  England,  she  brightened 
up,  and  began  to  recover  immediately.  It 
was  the  child  like  faith  of  the  Middle  Ages 
that  all  created  things  were  in  sympathy 
with  the  Nativity ; the  cocks  crew,  tlie  bees 
in  their  hives  made  a more  melodious 
noise,  and  the  cattle  in  their  stalls  went 
down  on  their  knees.  In  the  western 
part  of  Devonshire,  at  twelve  o’clock  at 
night  on  Christmas-eve,  the  oxen  in  their 


stalls  were  always  found  on  their  knees, 
as  in  an  attitude  of  devotion,  and  making 
“a  cruel  moan  like  Christian  creatures.” 
And  it  was  remarked  as  singular  that  aft- 
er the  alteration  of  the  old  style  to  the  new 
they  continued  to  do  this  only  on  the  eve^ 
of  the  old  Christmas-day,  which  was  proof' 
of  the  faithfulness  of  the  ox  and  his  dis- 
regard of  style. 

It  w'as  indeed  a “gracious  time,”  and 
as  we  read  of  the  revels  and  ceremonies 
and  fond  foolish  beliefs  of  Christmas  Past, 
we  might  regret  what  we  have  lost  in  this 
tamer  and  less  picturesque  age,  if  we  did 
not  know  that  never  before  in  history 
W’as  Christmas  kept  so  truly  and  heartily 
in  the  spirit  of  the  day  as  it  is  now. 
We  have  dropped  a good  many  rude  and 
some  pretty  customs,  but  we  have  gained 
a broadening  spirit  of  almost  universal 
charity,  a feeling  of  real  brotherhood, 
that  is  perhaps  none  the  less  real  that  it  is 
held  in  check  a good  deal  during  the  rest 
of  the  year. 

In  the  old  time  the  Christmas  season 
properly  began  on  the  16th  of  December 
(described  in  the  Prayer-book  calendar  as 
O Sapient ia),  and  ended  January  6,  with 
Twelfth-night.  When  the  learned  Dr. 
Parr  was  asked  what  day  in  December  it 
was  proper  to  begin  eating  mince-pie,  he 
said,  ‘ ‘ Begin  on  O Sapientia ; but  please  to 
say  Christmas  pie,  not  mince-pie — mince- 
pie  is  Puritanical.”  If  there  is  any  merit 
in  eating  mince-pie,  as  this  association  of 
it  with  the  holy  season  seems  to  imply, 
then  we  have  a certain  test  of  the  piety  of 
the  Pilgrims  to  New  England,  for  they 
and  their  descendants  did  not  hesitate  to 
eat  mince-pie  any  day  in  tlie  year  they 
could  get  it,  and  had  so  much  grace  that 
they  could  take  it  with  impunity  for 
breakfast  on  a summer  morning. 

In  the  lifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries 
this  whole  season  was  given  up  to  revels 
and  jollity,  in  which  eating  and  drinking 
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Another  dish,  common  in  Shakespeare’s 
day,  which  added  at  least  to  the  show  of 
the  feast,  was  the  “stately  pye,”  that  is,  a 
peacock  or  pheasant  pie.  In  the  days  of 
chivalry  the  knights  took  their  vows  at  a 
solemn  feast,  on  presentation  of  a roasted 
peacock  in  a golden  dish.  This  custom 
was  kept  up  at  Christmas  by  the  bringing 
in,  on  the  most  magnificent  dish  the  house 
could  afford,  of  a peacock  in  a pie,  pre- 
.serving  as  much  as  possible  the  form  of 
the  bird,  with  the  head  elevated  above 
the  crust,  the  beak  richly  gilt,  and  the 
beautiful  tail  spread  out  to  its  full  ex- 
tent. It  was  from  this  superb  dish  that 
the  oath  came,  “By  cock  and  pye,  sir.” 
At  the  supper  two  servants  attended  bear- 
ing fair  torches  of  wax  next  before  the 
musicians  and  the  trumpeters,  and  they 
stood  above  the  fire  (the  fire  of  sea-coal 
being  originally  in  the  middle  of  the  room) 
with  the  musicians  till  the  first  course 
was  served,  when  they  retired,  with  the 
music,  to  the  buttery.  After  supper,  as 
well  as  before,  there  were  revels  and  dan- 
cing during  the  twelve  days  of  Christ- 
mas, and  games  in  which  all  classes  join- 
ed. One  of  the  favorite  games  was  known 
as  snapdragon.  Brandy  was  set  on  fire, 
and  raisins  thrown  into  it.  The  diversion 
consisted  of  adventures  to  pluck  out  the 
raisins.  The  Master  of  the  Revels  sang  a 
song  or  carol,  in  which  the  gentlemen 
took  part  at  his  command. 

The  requisites  for  good  Christmas  fare 
were  plenty  of  good  drink,  a blazing  fire 
in  the  hall,  brawn,  pudding,  and  souse, 
and  mustard  with  all  (mustard  is  your 
great  provoker  of  a noble  thirst),  beef, 
mutton,  and  pork,  shred  or  minced  pies  of 
the  best,  pig,  veal,  goose,  capon,  turkey, 
cheese,  apples,  and  nuts,  with  jolly  carols. 
When  the  company  tii*ed  of  games  and 
romping  sports,  itgathei*ed  about  the  rud- 
dy fire,  and  had  tales  of  legendary  lore,  ad- 
ventures of  knights  and  ladies  and  friar.s, 
of  strange  apparitions  and  ghosts,  of  coach- 
es on  lonely  moors  drawn  by  a team  of 
headless  horses  driven  by  a headless  coach- 
man, with  grave  yard  passengers,  of  won- 
derful portents  in  iiatun*,  stoi'ies  of  true 
love  wrapped  in  mystery  and  ending  in 
grief,  and  all  sorts  of  ghostly  reininis- 
cenec*s,  which  seemed  as  real  as  the  dan- 
cing shadows  which  the  light  of  the  Yule- 
log  cast  upon  the  dusky  timbers  of  the 
hall.  Such  tales,  we  read,  formed  a prin- 
cipal part  of  the  rural  conversation  at  all 
such  assemblies  as  this  at  Christmas  time. 


So  abundant  has  been  the  Christmas 
literature  in  the  past  dozen  years,  and  so 
fully  have  the  chief  ancient  Christmas 
customs  and  sports  been  described  over 
and  over  again  in  the  newspapers,  that  it 
is  unneceasar^'  to  more  than  allude  to 
them  in  this  paper.  The  use  of  the 
Christmas  ti*ee,  with  itsfruitof  pi^esents,  is 
recent  in  England,  and  was  introduced 
from  Germany  a few  years  ago.  There 
is  great  dispute  about  its  origin,  whether 
in  India,  or  whether  it  does  not  represent 
the  tree  Yggdrasil,  or  world  tree — the  ash- 
tree  of  existence  of  Scandinavian  mythol- 
ogy. But  the  use  of  evergi*eens  in  Eng- 
land is  as  old  as  the  days  when  the  Druids 
brought  the  mistletoe  from  the  woods  with 
solemn  ceremony.  In  Stowe's  time  every 
man’s  house,  and  also  the  parish  church- 
es, wei’e  decked  with  holm,  ivy,  bays,  and 
whatever  the  season  of  the  year  afforded 
to  be  green,  and  the  conduits  and  stand- 
ards in  the  streets  (a  hint  for  the  present 
telegraph  companies)  were  likewise  gar- 
nished. In  the  year  1444  he  says  them 
was  on  the  1st  of  February  a great  tem- 
pest of  thunder  and  lightning,  which  set 
Paul's  steeple  on  fire;  and  at  Leadenhall, 
in  Cornhill,  a standard  of  wood  which  was 
set  up  in  the  pavement  and  nailed  full  of 
holm  and  ivy  was  torn  up  and  cast  down, 
by  the  malignant  spirit  (as  was  thought). 
On  Christmas-eve,  at  the  time  the  Yule-log 
was  brought  in  and  lighted  with  the  last 
year  s bmnd,  it  was  customary  to  decorate 
the  windows  of  every  house,  in  cottage 
and  hall,  with  bay,  laurel,  ivy,  and  holly 
leaves.  An  English  gypsy  told  Mr.  Charles 
G.  Leland  the  reason  for  using  evergreens 
on  Christmas.  It  is  this:  “The  ivy  and 
holly  and  pine-tree  never  told  a word 
where  our  Saviour  was  hiding  Himself, 
and  so  they  keep  alive  all  winter,  and 
look  groen  all  the  year.  But  the  ash,  like 
the  oak,  told  of  Him  when  He  was  hiding, 
so  they  have  to  romain  dead  through  the 
winter.  And  so  we  gypsies  always  burn 
an  ash  fire  every  Great  Day.” 

The  custom  of  decoration  by  green 
plants  and  flowers  in  all  .sorts  of  festivals 
is  as  old  as  history,  and  of  course  the  use 
of  evergreens  at  Christmas  needs  no  ex- 
])laiiatioii,  nor  is  the  custom  any  leSvS- 
Christiaii  because  it  is  of  immemorial  use 
among  pagan  iiations.  The  mistletoe, 
however,  had  a unique  ])lace.  TJie  Cel- 
tic peoples  and  the  Druids  lield  it  in  the 
same  veneration  that  the  Romans  did. 
It  was  u.sed  by  the  Romans  in  religious. 
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ceremonies,  and  it  may  have  been  the 
“golden  bough’'  of  the  infernal  regions. 
The  Druids  gathered  it  against  the  festival 
of  the  winter  solstice  with  great  solemnity, 
the  prince  of  the  Druids  cutting  it  him- 
self with  a golden  sickle.  It  was  used  as 
a charm  against  evil  spirits,  and  excellent 
medical  properties  are  ascribed  to  it.  It 
was  supposed  to  possess  the  power  to  pre- 
serve from  jioison,  and  the  mystic  proper- 
ty of  giving  fertility.  “ Kissing  under  the 
mistletoe”  may  have  had  reference  to  this 
ancient  belief.  There  was  a tradition 
that  the  maid  who  was  not  kissed  under 
a bough  of  mistletoe  at  Christmas  would 
not  be  married  during  the  following  year. 
There  was  once  a notion  that  its  heathen 
origin  should  exclude  it  from  the  Christ- 
mas decorations;  but  this  found  no  favor 
with  the  young  people  at  any  period.  On 
the  contrary,  they  took  good  care  that  it 
should  be  hung,  and  that  it  should  have 
plenty  of  berries,  for  the  ceremony  under 
it  was  not  duly  perfonne<l  if  a berry  was 
not  plucked  off  with  each  kiss,  and  conse- 
quently the  supply  of  berries  determined 
the  number  of  kisses.  It  did  not  need  the 
Roman  use  of  the  plant  to  recommend 
9uch  a preventive  of  the  state  of  old- 
maidism.  Some  trace  the  use  of  green 
bush  decoration  to  the  original  branches 
of  vervain  amongst  the  Romans.  With 
Romans  and  Druids  the  vervain  was  a 
panacea  for  every  ill,  and  they  believed, 
above  all,  that  it  “conciliated  hearts 
which  were  at  variance” — another  good 
office  of  any  plant  in  the  Christmas  sea- 
son. The  Druids  only  venerated  the  mis- 
tletoe that  grew  on  the  oak,  but  the  com- 
mon mistletoe  {Viacua  album) ^ with  its 
pearly  berries,  is  gathered  from  the  haw- 
thorn, the  old  apple-tree,  the  lime,  and  the 
fir,  and  from  other  trees.  Of  late  yeai*s 
this  parasite  has  been  scarcer  than  for- 
merly, and  efforts  have  been  made  to  prop- 
agate it.  This  is  done  by  cleaning  off 
the  bark  under  any  joint  of  a young  tree 
with  the  moistened  thumb,  and  then  press- 
ing the  glutinous  berry  on  the  cleaned 
place  till  it  adheres  to  the  bark;  it  will 
begin  to  show  growth  in  about  fifteen 
months.  It  is  an  obvious  suggestion  that 
in  sections  of  the  country  where  the  sUi- 
tistics  show  a falling  off  in  marriages  Uiis 
plant  ought  not  to  be  let  die  out. 

The  carols  which  were  sung  all  through 
the  Christmas  season  were  of  two  kinds. 
Scriptural  and  convivial;  the  first  was 
sung  morning  and  evening  until  the 


twelfth  day,  and  the  latter  at  the  feasts 
and  carouses.  The  pious  chansons  con- 
tained some  Scriptural  history  thrown  into 
loose  rhymes,  and  in  Shakespeare’s  day 
were  sung  every  night  about  the  streets, 
and  were  the  pretext  for  collecting  money 
from  house  to  house.  One  of  the  best  of 
the  carols,  and  one  of  the  most  ancient,  is 
of  Scottish  origin : 

ANE  SANG  OF  THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 

WITH  THE  TUNE  OF  BAW  LULA  LAW. 

{Angelus,  ut  opinor,  loquitur,) 

“ I come  from  lievin  to  tell 
The  best  nowellis  that  ever  befell ; 

To  yow  tWiR  tythinges  trew  I bring. 

And  I will  of  them  say  and  sing. 

“ This  day  to  yow  is  borne  ane  childe 
Of  Marie  meike  and  Virgine  mylde, 

That  blessit  barne,  bining  and  kynde, 

Sail  yow  rejoyce  baith  heart  and  mynd. 

“ My  saull  and  lyfe,  stand  up  and  see 
Qiiha  lyes  in  ane  cribe  of  tree, 

Quhat  babe  is  that,  so  glide  and  faire? 

It  is  Christ,  God’s  sonne  and  aire. 

“ 0 God,  that  made  all  creature. 

How  ai  t Thow  becum  so  pure. 

That  on  the  hay  and  stray  will  lye, 

Amang  the  asses,  oxin,  and  kye ! 

“ 0 my  deir  hert,  young  Jesus  sweit, 

Prepare  Thy  crcddill  in  my  spreit. 

And  I sail  rocke  Thee  in  my  hert, 

And  never  mair  from  Thee  depart. 

“ But  I sail  praise  Thee  evermoir, 

With  sangs  sweit  unto  Thy  glolr, 

The  knees  of  my  hert  sail  I bow, 

And  sing  that  right  Balululow.” 

During  the  sixteenth  century  cai*ols  of 
this  sort  were  sung  through  every  town 
and  village  in  the  kingdom.  It  w’as  a 
very  early  practice  for  itinerant  minstrels 
to  go  about  to  the  houses  of  the  wealthy 
in  this  season  and  sing  drinking  or  was- 
sail songs.  The  earliest  preserved  is  in 
Norman  French,  and  insists  uix)n  the  love 
that  Christmas  has  for  the  “jolly  crew” 
that  “drain  the  flowing  bowl.”  Indeed, 
it  would  appear  from  the  chronicles  that 
Christmas,  ivy-crowned,  wfith  song  and 
games  and  license  generally,  went  reeling 
around  from  dinner  to  dinner  for  twelve 
mortal  days  of  joll  ity.  But  they  were  days 
of  some  profit  to  the  poor  and  to  the  Church. 
The  object  of  the  common  people  in  chant- 
ing the  nightly  camls  w^as  to  collect  mon- 
ey, or  “Christmas-boxes.”  This  term 
was  derived  from  the  usage  of  the  priests, 
who  ordered  masses  at  times  to  be  made 
to  the  saints  for  the  sins  of  the  people. 
The  mass  was  called  Christ  mass,  and  the 
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boxes  in  which  the  money  was  cullecteci  In  the  north  of  England  the  Christmas 
to  pay  for  it  wein?  called  GhrivStmas-boxes.  pie  was  made  of  goose.  The  Christmas 
The  pe<:>ple  wei'e  permittetl  to  gather  this  pic%  which  was  about  the  only  sort  of  des- 
money  in  oixler  to  be  able  to  fi’ee  them-  sect  attaiiiable  during  this  barren  .season, 
selves  from  the  consequences  of  the  de-  when  there  was  a scarcity  of  fruit  and 
baucherujs  iu  Which  the  hospiUility  of  ilte  milk  to  make  larks,  custards,  and  such  like 
rich  at  this  season  enabled  them  to  in-  triih^s^  ^yas  a pye  of  abomitialiorr’ to  the 
dulge.  Thus  the  sann*  charity  that  led  a Puritans,  probably  because  it  had  u sort  of 
man  into  the  sin  of  overdndulgcnce  pro-  religious  association  witli  the  festivah  like 
viih^l  him  the  means  of  wiping  out  the  the  ivy  and  mistleb^e;  and  the  good  Quak- 
.scoro  against  his  souL  In  time  ‘'Christ-  ers,  who  dktinguished  their  feasts  by  a 
mas  Ikjx'’  <.'ame  to  mciui  any  gift  to  a de-  liereticnl  sort  of  pudding  kn<>wii  by  their 
pimdenl  or  jKior  person,  and  was  distin-  name,  inveighed  against  it  as  an  invention 
guished  until  a recejit  period  from  the  of  tlxe  scarJet  wotnan  of  Babjdoruahokdi- 
gifts  excJjkiUJged  bid.weeTi  (M|uals.  In  con-  |K>lch  of  supei^tition,  |K>pery,  the  devil, 
sequetuH!  of  the  multiplicity  of  busiuess  . and  all  iiis  works.  TheK> might  be  a die- 
on  Oh  ri.sttrujs-day,  the  giving  of  tlieChrist-  tetic  reijuson  for  tliis  pi^ejudice.,  fora  iKU’SOn 
mas-boxers  was  postponed  to  the  26th,  St.  wlio  imluigos  in  this  luxury  at  night  some* 
Stephen's  V:l\\  which  became  the  estab-  tiines  thinks  ho  has  taken  tlie devil  to  l>ed 
Hshed  Boxing  day.  It  was  a privileged  vvitli  him.  But  tlie  fam«:)ns  Bicktu’siali' 
day  for  all  .sorts  of  beggars,  when  the  Indl-  rose  up  in  his  wralli  against  those  who 
nieji,  the  beadle.s,  the  .'Street-sweepers,  the  would  cut  off  this  s\Yeet  momd  from  the 
chimney- sweeps,  the  charity -boys,  the  clergy  Uike  those  to-tlay  who  insist  that 
lam[hJighters,  and  the  waits— sing'crs  of  the  brandy  peach,  with  its  juice,  is  the 
inoi-e  or  less  doleful  carols --'Nveiitalxiut  to  natural  frH>d  of  the  Christian  minister), 
all  dooj*s  and  rapped  for  a Christmas  box.  the  Christmas  pye,  which  is  in  its  own 
Old  Pepy.s  relates  (166S)  that  he  was  called  luitum  a kind  of  consecrated  cake,  and  a 
up  by  drums  ivud  trumpets,  ‘ ’ These  things  badge  of  distinction.  ’*  This  ])ie  was  baked 
and  Ijoxes,”  he  ad<ls,  “ have  cost  me  rnueii  in  a '*col!in’'--a  dish  in  slmpe  long,  in  im 
money  this  Christmas,  and  will  do  more.  ” itation  of  t)je  ‘'  cratch, '"that  is,  the  nuinger 
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in  which  the  infant  Jesus  was  laid.  It 
was  this  sort  of  dish  that  Jack  Horner 
held  on  his  knee  when  he  got  the  self- 
made  reputation  of  being  a good  boy. 
The  same  religious  spirit  that  dictated  the 
form  of  this  consecrated  cake  fashioned 
the  Yule  dough  into  a kind  of  baby  or  lit- 
tle image  of  paste;  in  some  places  these 
cakes  had  the  image  of  the  infant  Jesus 
stamped  on  them.  One  of  the  characters 
in  Ben  Jonson  s Masque  is  the  Babie  Cake. 

At  a dinner  on  St.  Stephen’s  Day  in  the 
Inner  Temple,  amongst  a great  deal  of 
dreary  mummery  and  solemn  tomfoolery, 
was  this  “merry  disport, ” which  may  or 
may  not  have  been  typical  of  the  lawyers’ 
practice  in  those  days.  When  the  com- 
pany was  seated  at  the  Chancellor's  table 
“a  huntsman  cometh  into  the  hall  with 
a fox  and  a purse-net  with  a cat,  both 
bound  at  the  end  of  a staff,  and  with  these 
nine  or  ten  couple  of  hounds,  with  the 
blowing  of  Ipnting-horns.  And  the  fox 
and  cat  are  set  upon  by  the  hounds,  and 
killed  beneath  the  fire.”  There  is  a quat- 
rain of  an  old  spiritual  song  that  prob- 
ably refers  to  this  ceremony : 

“ The  hunter  is  Christ  that  hunts  in  haist, 

The  hands  are  Peter  and  Pawle, 

The  paip  is  the  fox,  Rome  is  the  Rox 
That  rubbis  us  on  the  gall.’* 

A conspicuous  character  in  these  days 
of  ancient  festivity  was  the  Lord  of  Mis- 
rule, or  Abbot  of  Unreason,  who  perform- 
ed during  the  season,  for  the  King  and  the 
great  nobles  and  societies,  the  office  of  a 
master  of  revels,  and  had  for  tlie  time  al- 
most unlimited  power,  aping  the  state  of 
royalty,  and  leading  in  all  the  mummer- 
ies and  dissipations  of  the  day.  The  uni- 
versity of  Cambridge  had  its  Imperator, 
one  of  the  Masters  of  Arts,  who  was  placed 
over  the  juniors  for  the  regulation  of  their 
games  and  diversions,  and  exercised  his 
sovereignty  for  twelve  days,  receiving  a 
fee  of  forty  shillings.  Oxford  also  had 
a Christmas  Prince,  or  Lord  of  Misrule. 
The  King  appointed  his  Lord  of  Misrule,  or 
Master  of  Merry  Disport,  as  did  the  Lord 
Mayor  and  each  of  the  sheriffs  of  London. 
These  lords  began  their  rule,  or  misrule,  on 
All-hallow  Eve,  and  continued  it  till  Can- 
dlemas-day. The  lord  was  the  promoter 
of  Bacchanalian  rites  and  preposterous 
disorders  — masking  and  mumming  and 
dancing.  “A  dance  about  the  calfe,”  says 
an  old  Puritan,  rather  “than  such  a dance 
as  David  danced  before  the  arke  with  spir- 
itual rejoicing  in  God’s  mercies.”  The 
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perfol’mance  of  this  lord  during  the  twelve 
days  of  his  license  of  disorder  recalls  in 
many  points  the  feasts  of  Saturn,  called 
Saturnalia,  which  the  Puritans  insisted 
were  copied  in  the  English  Christmas. 

The  master  and  all  his  household  must 
obey  the  Lord  of  Misrule  as  the  Romans 
obeyed  the  masters  of  the  feasts  of  Saturn, 
and  there  was  the  same  equality  of  serv- 
ants with  their  masters  that  characterized 
the  days  of  license  and  revelry  during  the 
Roman  Saturnalia.  “Christmas,”  says 
Selden,  in  his  Table-Talk,  “succeeds  the 
Saturnalia— the  same  time,  the  same  num- 
ber of  holy  days;  then  the  master  waited 
on  the  servant  like  the  Lord  of  Misrule.” 

“If  we  compare,”  says  William  Prynne, 
in  his  Histrio-Mastix,  “our  Bacchanalian 
Christmas  and  New-Year’s  tides  with  these 
Saturnalia  and  feasts  of  Janus,  we  shall 
find  such  near  affinitye  betweene  them  both 
in  regard  of  time  (they  being  both  in  the 
end  of  December  and  on  the  first  of  Jan- 
uary), and  in  their  manner  of  solemniz- 
ing (both  being  spent  in  revelling,  epi- 
curisme,  wantonnesse,  idleness,  dancing, 
drinking,  stage- plaies,  masques,  and  car- 
nall  pomps  and  jollity),  that  we  must 
needes  conclude  the  one  to  be  but  the  ape 
or  issue  of  the  other.  Hence  Polydore 
Vergil  affirmes  in  express  terms  that  our 
Christmas  Lords  of  Misrule,  which  cus- 
tom, saith  he,  is  cheefly  observed  in  Eng- 
land, together  with  dancing,  masques, 
mummeries,  stage-playes,  and  such  oth- 
er Christmas  disorders  now  in  use  with 
Christians,  were  derived  from  the  Roman 
Saturnalia  and  Bacchanalian  festivities, 
which  (concludes  he)  should  cause  all 
pious  Christians  to  abominate  them.” 

At  the  Christmas  season  of  1635  there 
was  a Lord  of  Misrule  in  the  Middle  Tem- 
ple, a mock-monarch  attended  vyth  great 
parade,  followed  by  a lord  keeper,  a lord 
treasurer,  eight  white  staves,  a captain  of 
his  band  of  pensioners,  and  two  chaplains, 
who  preached  before  him  on  the  preceding 
Sunday  in  Temple  Church,  and  gravely 
saluted  him  (as  is  done  in  the  chapel  royal 
on  preaching  before  the  King)  on  ascend- 
ing the  pulpit.  The  pole-axes  for  his  gen- 
tlemen pensioners  were  borrowed  from 
Lord  Salisbury  ; Lord  Holland,  his  tem- 
porary justice  in  eyre,  supplied  him  with 
venison ; the  Lord  Mayor  and  sheriffs  of 
London  with  wine.  On  Twelfth-day,  on 
going  to  church,  he  received  many  peti- 
tions, which  he  handed  over  to  his  master 
of  requests;  and,  like  other  kings,  he  had 
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a favorite,  whom  he  knighted,  together 
with  other  gentlemen  of  high  quality,  on 
returning  from  church.  After  he  was  de- 
posed, the  King  knighted  him  at  White- 
hall. His  expense  for  this  spree,  all  from 
his  own  pui*se,  was  two  thousand  pounds. 
In  1553,  when  Edward  VI.  kept  his  Christ- 
mas with  open  house  at  Greenwich,  George 
Ferrers,  of  Lincoln’s  Inn,  was  Lord  of 
Misrule,  and  gave  his  Majesty  gi*eat  de- 
light in  diversion.  At  one  of  the  revels 
in  the  Inner  Temple  on  St.  Stephen’s  Day, 
the  Lord  of  Misrule,  mounted  upon  a scaf- 
fold borne  by  four  men,  and  preceded  by 
drummers,  was  carried  three  times  round 
the  hearth  (the  hearth  in  great  halls  being 
often  in  the  middle,  so  that  processions 
and  dances  were  performed  “ round  about 
the  sea-coal  fire”),  to  the  cries  of  “ A lord! 
a lord  1”  Then  he  descended  and  went  to 
dance,  and  after  that  he  called  his  court 
by  name,  using  such  titles  as  “Sir  Ran- 
dle Rackabite  of  Raskall  Hall,  in  the 
County  of  Rake-hell,”  etc.,  etc.  Tlien  fol- 
lowed the  banquet,  with  minstrelsy  and 
mirth,  and  more  dancing. 

In  1666  Evelyn  saw  this  solemn  foolery 
at  Lincoln’s  Inn,  when  this  mock- king 
was  gloriously  clad  and  attended;  at  this 
revel  the  King  (Charles  II.)  and  the  Duke 
of  York  wei*e  present.  On  the  6th  of  Jan- 
uary his  Majesty  opened  the  revels  him- 
self by  throwing  the  dice  in  the  Privy 
Chamber,  and  lost  at  the  play  £100;  but 
he  could  afford  it,  for  the  year  before  he 
won  £1500.  The  ladies  also  played  very 
deep.  As  late  as  the  times  of  Kings  George 
I.  and  II.  the  revels  remained,  and  these 
gracious  Kings  played  in  public  at  the 
hazard  table. 

The  cost  of  the  dresses  and  the  expenses 
of  the  master  of  revels  were  sometimes 
enormous.  An  account  is  given  of  the 
expenses  of  the  revels  described  by  Grafton 
and  Stowe  (1551)/ a curious  paper  of  the 
time  of  Henry  VIII.,  Edward  VI.,  Mary, 
and  Elizabeth,  found  at  Losely,  near  Guil- 
ford, the  seat  of  James  More  Molyneux, 
Esq.  The  dress  of  the  Lord  of  Misrule  for 
Christmas  cost  £51  17s.  4d.  ; for  New- 
Year’s,  £34  14s.  A hunting  coat  of  cloth 
of  gold  and  a hat  cost  £19  14s.  4d. ; a pair 
of  buskins,  striped  purple  velvet,  with 
threads  of  silver,  a pair  of  hosen,  the 
breeches  of  purple  cloth  of  silver,  with 
purple  tinsel  and  gold,  cost  £26  Is.  This 
did  not  include  the  cost  of  making.  The 
charge  for  the  lord  and  his  attendants  was 
£65!  6s.  l^d.,  and  added  to  this  his  Tri- 


umph of  Mars  and  Venus  made  the  sum 
£717  10s.  9id.  There  are  not  many  men 
who  would  be  kings  the  year  round,  at 
their  own  expense,  at  that  rate. 

An  idea  of  the  authority  exercised  by 
this  Christmas  potentate  is  given  by  the 
articles  of  appointment  of  Owen  Flood, 
trumpeter,  to  be  Lord  of  Misrule  for 
twelve  days  in  the  Mansion  House  of 
Richard  Evelyn,  of  Walton,  in  Surrey, 
High  Sheriff  of  Surrey  and  Sussex  in  1634. 
The  document  said:  “I  give  free  leave  to 
said  Owen  Flood  to  command  all  and  ev- 
ery person  or  persons  whatsoever,  as  well 
servants  and  others,  to  be  at  his  command 
whenever  he  shall  sound  his  Trumpet  or 
Musick,  and  to  do  him  good  service,  as 
though  I were  present  myself,  at  their 
perils.” 

Every  person  was  commanded  to  ap- 
pear in  the  hall  at  7 a.m.  and  attend 
prayers,  on  pain  of  such  punishment  as 
the  lord  saw  fit  to  impose.  To  swear  on 
the  precincts,  to  come  into  the  hall  and 
sit  at  dinner  or  supper  more  than  once, 
to  be  drunk,  or  to  drink  more  than  is  fit, 
or  to  offer  to  sleep,  was  to  incur  punish- 
ment; while  if  a person  did  not  drink 
up  his  bowl  of  beer,  but  flung  away  his 
snuffe  (that*  is,  his  second  draught),  he 
should  drink  two  and  afterward  be  exclud- 
ed. Drinking  too  little  was  as  perilous 
as  drinking  too  much.  To  quarrel  or 
use  ill  language  within  the  twelve  days 
was  to  incur  the  lord’s  displeasure : ‘ ‘ Item : 
If  any  one  shall  come  into  the  kitchen 
whiles  meat  is  a-dressing,  to  molest  the 
cooks,  he  shall  suffer  the  rigor  of  his  lord- 
ship  s law.  Item:  If  any  man  shall  kisse 
any  maid,  widdow,  or  wife,  except  to  bid 
welcome  or  farewell,  without  his  lord- 
ship’s consent,  he  shall  be  punished  as  his 
lordship  shall  think  convenient.”  And 
finally:  “I  give  full  power  and  authority 
to  his  lordship  to  brake  up  all  lockes, 
bolts,  barres,  doores,  and  latches,  and  to 
flinge  up  alle  doores  out  of  hendges  to 
come  at  all  those  who  presume  to  dis- 
obey his  lord*s  commands.  God  save  the 
king!” 

Mr.  Philip  Stubbes,  in  his  Aiiatomie  of 
Abuses  in  England  (1583),  gives  a ver3^ 
curious  account  of  the  pranks  of  “these 
hell-hounds,”  the  Lord  of  Misrule  and  his 
complices.  In  his  fiery  denunciations  we 
have  the  extreme  Puritan  point  of  view 
of  the  Christmas  mummeries  and  excesses 
of  that  day.  This  Lord  of  Misrule,  or 
captain  of  mischief,  he  says,  is  chosen  by 
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the  wild  heads  of  the  parish,  crowned  and 
adopted  as  King,  who  selects  threescore  or 
an  hundred  lusty  attendants  to  wait  upon 
his  lordly  majesty.  These  he  invests  with 
his  liveries,  green,  yellow,  or  some  other 
light  wanton  color.  “And  as  though 
that  were  not  (baudie)  gaudie  enough  I 
should  saie,  they  bedecke  themselves  with 
scarf es,  ribbons,  and  laces,  hanged  all 
over  with  golde  rynges,  precious  stones, 
and  other  jewelles:  this  doen,  they  tye 
about  either  legge  twentieor  fourtie  belles, 
with  rich  hande-kercheefes  in  their  hands, 
and  sometimes  laied  across  their  shoulders 
and  neckes,  borrowed  for  the  most  parte 
of  their  pretie  Mopsies  and  loovyng  Bes- 
sies  for  bussyng  them  in  the  darcke.  Thus 
thinges  sette  in  order,  they  have  their  hob- 
bie-horses,  dragons,  and  other  antiques,  to- 
gether with  their  baudie  pipers  and  thun- 
dery ng  drommers,  to  strike  up  the  Dev- 
ille’s  daunce  withall:  then  marche  these 
heathen  companie  towardes  the  cliurch 
and  churcheyarde,  their  pipers  pipyng, 
drommers  thundery  ng,  their  stumppes 
dauncing,  their  belles  jynglyng,  their 
hand-kerchefes  swyngiug  about  their 
heads  like  madmen,  their  hobbie-horses 
and  other  monsters  skyrmishyng  amongst 
the  throng:  and  in  this  sort  they  goe 
to  the  churche  (though  the  minister  bee 
at  praier  or  pi*eachyng)  dauncing  and 
swingyng  their  handkercheefes  over  their 
heades  in  the  churche.  like  devilles  incar- 
nate, with  such  a confused  noise  that  no 
man  can  heare  his  own  voice.  Then  tlie 
foolishe  people  they  looke,  they  stare, 
they  laugh,  they  fleere,  and  mount  upon 
formes  and  pews  to  see  these  goodly  pa- 
geauntes  solemnized  in  this  sort.  Then, 
after  this,  aboute  the  church  they  goe 
againe  and  againe,  and  so  forthe  into  the 
churche  yarde,  where  they  have  common- 
ly their  sommer  haules,  their  bowers,  ar- 
bours, and  banquettyng  houses  sett  up, 
wherin  they  feaste,  banquet,  and  daunce 
all  that  daie,  and  (perad venture)  all  that 
night  too.  And  thus  these  terrestrial 
furies  spend  their  Sabbaoth  daie.” 

It  is  plain  that  the  celebration  of  Christ- 
mas, together  with  all  the  i)rctty  liousehold 
observances  and  abundant  hospitalities, 
liad  gathered  into  its  twelve  days  a host 
of  pagan  rites  and  Bacchanalian  excess- 
es, with  a mixture  of  Christian  legends, 
mediaeval  mummeries,  and  supei'stitious 
notions  of  all  sorts,  so  that  it  is  small 
wonder  that  the  Puritans  came  to  regard 
the  season  as  a Saturnalia  of  Antichrist. 


In  France,  in  which  the  Christmas  observ- 
ances were  formally  abolished  in  the  anti- 
christian  reaction  of  1793,  there  was  a be- 
lief that  bread  baked  at  Christmas  would 
remain  incorruptible  for  ten  years,  and 
that  it  was  useful  in  diseases  of  cows.  In 
Dewsbury,  in  Yorkshire,  the  bells  used  to 
be  tolled  on  Christmas-eve,  in  token  that 
the  devil  died  when  Christ  was  born,  at 
the  very  time  when  the  Puritans  supposed 
the  devil  to  be  more  active  than  ever.  A 
curious  superstition  prevailed  in  Wilt- 
shii’e.  The  wife  of  a laborer  came  to  the 
clergyman  on  Christmas-day  to  get  a sac- 
rament shilling  (i,  c.,  one  from  the  offer- 
tory) to  hang  round  the  neck  of  her  son, 
who  was  subject  to  fits.  Twelve  pennies 
must  be  collected  from  twelve  maidens 
and  exchanged  for  an  ordinary  shilling, 
and  this  for  the  sacrament  shilling,  or  the 
charm  had  no  value.  The  twelve  pence, 
it  is  suggested,  had  some  relation  to  the 
twelve  apostles.  These  are  only  speci- 
mens of  a hundred  popular  superstitions 
that  gathered  about  the  season. 

One  of  the  most  singular  and  ludicrous 
mediaeval  ceremonies  of  the  season  was 
held  at  Beauvais,  France,  in  the  fourteenth 
century,  called  the  Feast  of  Asses.  The 
flight  into  Egypt  was  represented  in 
church.  A beautiful  young  woman,  with 
an  infant  in  her  arms,  was  seated  upon 
an  ass  elegantly  adorned.  Entering  the 
church,  the  girl  and  ass  were  placed  near 
the  altar,  on  the  Gospel  side.  High  mass 
was  then  begun,  and  the  Introit,  Kyrie, 
Gloria,  Credo,  etc.,  all  terminated  with  an 
imitation  of  the  ass's  bray — hin-haw,  or 
he-hmvn.  At  the  end  of  the  mass,  when 
the  priest  turned  to  the  people,  saying, 
“Jfe,  Miasa  est,"'*  he  actually  he-hawned^ 
or  brayed,  twice,  as  ordained  by  the  ritual. 
And  instead  of  the  usual  response,  "'Deo 
Gratias,''  the  people  he-hawned,  or  bray- 
ed, thrice,  in  like  manner.  A Latin  hymn 
was  sung  during  the  mass.  A translation 
of  a stanza  or  two  will  give  an  idea  of  it: 

“ III  an  Eastern  region 
Chanced  an  Ass  to  be. 

Beautiful  and  bravest, 

Fittest  loads  to  bear. 

Chorus.  He-liawn,  sire  Ass,  you  sing; 

Fierce  mouth  you  grin. 

Hay  enougli  yoiril  have, 

Oats  enow  to  plant. 

“ Here  he  is  with  big  ears, 

Primitive  clod-hopper. 

Ass  as  big  as  ever, 

Lord  of  all  the  asses. 

Chorus,  lle-hawn,  etc. 
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“ Now  say  Araen,  0 Ass ! 

[Here  they  fell  on  their  kneeft. 
Belly  full  of  clover, 

Amen  ! amen  ever ! 

And  away  with  fodder! 

Chorns.  He-hawn  ! he-hawu  ! He-hawn  he ! 

Beautiful,  sire  Ass,  for  you  can  trot, 
Beautiful  muzzle  is  yours  to  sing/’ 

There  was  quite  as  much  braying  on 
the  other  side.  Prynne's  Histrio  Mastix, 
the  most  verbose,  tiresome  mass  of  invec- 
tive that  the  sinful  world  ever  drew  down 
on  itself,  is  one  prolonged  bray.  He  thus 
lifts  up  his  voice  as  to  dancing,  “ which,” 
he  says,  ‘‘I  would  our  English  nation 
would  now  at  last  consider:  who  for  the 
most  part  spend  the  Christmas  season, 
with  other  solemn  festivals,  in  amorous, 
mixt,  voluptuous,  unchristian,  that  I say 
not  pagan,  dancing,  to  God’s,  to  Christ’s 
dishonor,  religion’s  scandal,  chastitie’s 
shipwracke,  sinne’s  advantage,  and  the 
eternal  ruin  of  many  precious  soules  who, 
like  those  wicked  ones,  doe  spend  their 
days  in  pleasure,  musicke,  mirth,  dancing, 
and  in  a moment  go  down  to  hell,  to  dance 
with  Devils,  with  infernal  frisking  Satyrs, 
in  eternal  flames.” 

In  the  Puritan  view  these  festivities  of 
Christmas  had  become  wholly  pagan,  or, 
what  was  worse,  popish,  and  it  was  in  the 
tide  of  such  fervid  fanaticism  as  that  of 
Prynn^  and  Stubbes  that  the  innocent 
gayeties  as  well  as  the  excesses  of  the 
time  were  swept  away,  and  swept  away 
so  completely  that  it  was  centuries  before 
many  descendants  of  the  Puritans  could 
look  upon  any  celebration  of  Christmas 
as  otherwise  than  sinful.  '‘Into  what  a 
stupendous  height  of  more  than  pagan 
impiety,”  exclaims  Prynne,  whose  rheto- 
ric is  his  only  amusing  point,  “have  we  not 
now  degenerated  r “We  can  not  sanc- 
tify a Lord's  day,  observe  a fifth  of  Novem- 
ber, or  any  other  day  of  publicke  thanks- 
giving to  our  gracious  God,  nor  yet  cele- 
brate an  Easter,  a Pentecost,  or  such  like 
solemn  feasts  (much  less  a Christmas,  as 
we  phrase  it)  in  plausible  pious  sort  (as 
too  many  paganizing  Christians  now  con- 
ceit) Avithout drinking,  roaring,  healthing, 
dicing,  carding,  dancing,  masques,  and 
stage-plays.”  “How  doe  we  Christians 
spend  or  celebrate  for  the  most  part  the 
Nativity  of  our  Saviour  but  with  such 
heathenish  sports  as  these,  which  Turkes 
and  Infidels  would  abhor  to  practice  ?” 

Prynne,  without  doubt,  did  his  best  to 
make  Christmas  what  he  said  it  ought  to 
be,  “ rather  a day  of  mourning  than  of  re- 


joicing.” Very  differently,  he  says,  did 
the  primitive  Christians  keep  their  holi- 
days, “when  other  men  kept  revel-rout, 
feasting  and  drinking  from  parish  to  par- 
ish, making  the  whole  citie  to  smell  like 
a taverne,  kindling  bonfires  in  every  street, 
running  by  troupes  to  playes,  to  impudent 
pranks,  to  the  incitements  of  lust,  etc.,  ac- 
counting their  licentious  deboistnesse  at 
such  seasons  their  chiefest  piety.” 

It  is  impossible  to  understand  the  re- 
action against  Christmas  without  entering 
into  these  details.  Allowing  for  the  ex- 
aggemtions  of  the  reformers,  the  excesses 
of  the  season  had,  as  Prynne  would  say, 
descended  to  a great  height.  Mr.  Philip 
Stubbes  is  more  plain-spoken,  if  possible, 
than  Prynne.  In  his  opinion,  more  mis- 
chief was  committed  in  that  season  than 
in  all  the  year  besides.  What  masking 
and  mummery,  whereby  robbery,  wan- 
tonness, murder,  and  what  not,  is  com- 
mitted! What  dicing,  carding,  eating, 
and  drinking,  what  banqueting  and  feast- 
ing, to  the  dishonor  of  God  and  the  im- 
poverishment of  the  realm  1 

Thomas  Kirchmeier,  a Dutch  traveller, 
in  his  Fourth  Book  of  the  Papal  King- 
dom  (1570)  makes  some  curious  observa- 
tions on  English  Christmas  festivities,  the 
superetitious  and  heathen  nature  of  which 
impressed  him:  “At  Advent,  three  weeks 
before  Christmas,  the  boys  and  girls  run 
in  every  place,  and  bounce  and  beat  at 
every  door,  and  cry  the  advent  of  the 
Lord,  and  wish  a happy  New-Year,  and 
receive  pears,  and  plums,  and  pence. 
These  three  nights  are  held  unfortunate, 
the  people  are  afraid  of  sprites  and  can- 
kred  witches,  and  dreadful  devils  black 
and  grim. 

“ III  these  same  days  yong  wanton  gyrles  that 
meete  for  marriage  bee 

Doc  search  to  know  the  names  of  those  that 
shall  their  husbands  bee. 

“They  take  four,  five,  or  eight  onyons, 
and  make  in  every  one  a name  they  fancy 
most  or  best  think  upon,  set  the  onyons 
near  the  chimney,  and  the  first  to  sproute 
doth  surely  bear  the  name  of  their  good 
man.  To  know  their  husband’s  nature 
they  go  after  sundown  to  the  Avood-pile 
and  pull  out  a stick;  if  straight  and  even, 
without  knots,  a gentle  husband  shall  to 
them  fall ; if  crooked  and  knotty,  a churl- 
ish, crabbed  husband  they  fear. 

“At  Christmas-day  at  midnight  up  they 
rise,  and  every  man  to  mass.  After  mass 
on  the  day  a wooden  image  of  a child  is 
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set  on  the  altar,  about  which  the  boys  and 
girls  do  dance  and  carols  sing  in  praise  of 
Christ. 

“The  organs  answere  every  verse  with  sweete  and 
solemn  cheare, 

The  priestes  do  rore  aloud,  and  rounde  about 
the  parents  stand 

To  see  the  sport,  and  with  their  voyce  do  help 
them  and  their  liande. 

Tlius  woont  the  Coribants  perhaps  upon  the 
mountain  Ide, 

The  crying  noise  of  Jupiter  new  borne  with 
song  to  hide, 

To  dance  about  him  round,  and  on  their  brazen 
pannes  to  beate, 

Least  that  his  father,  finding  him,  should  him 
desti*oy  and  eat.” 

It  may  show  bad  taste,  but  even  in  the 
light  of  these  denunciations  there  is  no- 
thing very  attractive  in  the  thought  of  a 
Christmas  spent  with  the  Stubbeses  and 
Prynnes.  We  should  for  mere  enjoy- 
ment rather  have  taken  our  chances  in  the 
gorgeous  coach  of  Samuel  Pepys,  Esq.,  a 
century  later,  rolling  round  with  him  to 
the  play-house  and  the  palace,  and  other 
places  where  gossip  was  to  be  picked  up. 
Pepys  did  not  celebrate  Christmas  with 
great  enthusiasm,  but  he  sets  down  from 
time  to  time  what  interested  him  on  that 
day.  In  1662  he  was  minded  to  receive 
the  communion  at  Whitehall  with  his 
family;  he  arrived  too  late,  but  in  time  to 
hear  the  bishop’s  sermon,  who  preached 
on  the  song  of  the  angels,  “Glory  to 
God  on  high,  on  earth  peace  and  good- 
will toward  men.”  “Methought  he 
made  but  a poor  sermon,  but  long,  and 
reprehending  the  common  jollity  of  the 
court  for  the  true  joy  that  shall  and  ought 
to  be  in  these  days.  Particularized  con- 
cerning the  excess  in  playes  and  gaming. 
Upon  which  it  was  worth  observing  how 
far  they  are  come  from  taking  the  repre- 
hensions of  a bishop  seriously,  that  they 
all  laugh  in  the  chapel  when  he  reflected 
on  their  ill  actions  and  courses.”  The  ef- 
fect of  the  bishop’s  exhortation  to  hospi- 
tality was  spoiled  for  Pepys  by  the  whis- 
per of  some  one  in  his  ear  that  the  bishop 
did  not  spend  one  groat  to  the  poor  him- 
self. The  diarist  had  better  luck  in  1665, 
for  going  to  church  in  the  morning,  he 
“ there  saw  a wedding  in  the  church,  which 
I have  not  seen  many  a day ; and  the  young 
people  so  merry  one  with  another;  and 
strange  to  see  what  delight  we  married 
people  have  to  see  these  poor  fools  decoy- 
ed into  our  condition,  every  man  and  wo- 
man gazing  and  smiling  at  them.”  Mrs. 
Pepys  never  saw  this  entry,  nor  the  one  in 


1667  in  which  is  a record  of  going  to  St. 
James  by  coach  on  Christmas-eve,  to  wit- 
ness the  ceremonies  in  the  chapel.  “ I got 
in  almost  up  to  the  rail,  and  with  a great 
deal  of  patience  staid  from  nine  at  night 
to  two  in  the  morning  in  a very  great 
crowd,  and  there  expected  but  found  no- 
thing extraordinary,  there  being  nothing 
but  a high  masse.  The  Queene  was  there 
and  some  high  ladies.  All  being  done,  I 
was  sorry  for  my  coming,  and  missing  of 
what  I expected,  which  was  to  have  had  a 
child  born  and  dressed  there,  and  a great 
deal  of  do : but  we  broke  up,  and  nothing 
like  it  done.  And  there  I left  people  re- 
ceiving the  sacrament:  and  the  Queene 
gone,  and  ladies;  only  my  Lady  Castle- 
maine,  who  looked  prettily  in  her  night 
clothes.  And  so  took  my  coach,  which 
waited,  and  drunk  some  burnt  wine  at  the 
Rose  Tavern  door,  while  the  constables 
came,  and  two  or  three  bellmen  went  by, 
it  being  a fine  light  moonshine  morning: 
and  so  home  round  the  city.”  The  next 
year  was  even  quieter.  ‘ ‘ To  dinner  alone 
with  my  wife,  who,  poor  wretch ! sat  un- 
di*essed  all  day  till  ten  at  night,  altering 
and  lacing  a noble  petticoat;  while  I sat 
by  her  making  a boy  read  to  me  the  life 
of  Julius  Caesar  and  Des  Cartes’s  book  of 
musick.” 

The  object  of  this  paper  of  scattered  de- 
tails is  attained  if  it  brings  before  the  read- 
er with  some  reality  the  Christmas  time  of 
two  and  three  centuries  ago,  in  order  that 
he  may  contrast  it  with  the  present.  We 
have  saved  out  of  the  past  nearly  all  that 
was  good  in  it,  and  the  revived  Christmas 
of  our  time  is  no  doubt  better  than  the  old. 
It  is  not  so  picturesque,  but  it  is  fuller  of 
real  charity  and  brotherly  love,  and  near- 
er the  Divine  intention.  It  is  the  tend- 
ency of  all  holidays,  the  Christian  no  less 
than  the  others,  to  go  to  excess,  and  the 
day  may  soon  become  as  burdensome  as  it 
formerly  was  by  reason  of  excessive  gifts 
and  artificial  social  observances.  Progress 
is  sometimes  likened  to  the  swinging  of 
a pendulum  forward  and  backward,  and 
Christmas  will  probably  oscillate  to  and 
fro  in  the  fervor  of  its  celebration  through 
all  the  Christian  ages.  But  at  each  revival 
it  will  no  doubt  be  nearer  the  ideal,  moi*e 
in  accord  with  the  song  of  the  angels  at 
the  Nativity.  And  I believe  that  every 
year  at  Christmas  time  the  windows  of 
heaven  open  wider  than  ever  before,  and 
more  men  and  woinen  hear  the  song. 
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A FEW  DAYS’  MORE  DRIVING. 


0/i,  were  we  ^fonng  as  we  ance  liae  been^ 
HV  sud  he  galloping  down  on  yon  green^ 
And  linking  it  ower  the  lily-white  lea — 
And  wci'ena  my  heart  light  I wad  dee^ 


F there  is  anytliiiig 

more  incorapre- 
bensible  than  a 
woman  and  her  ways 
and  fancies,  the  present 
writer  has  not  yet  met 
with  it.  When  our 
Bell  was  suddenly  ask- 
I ed  to  go  away  fora  drive 

through  the  southern 
English  counties,  and 
when  the  various  in- 
ducements and  attrac- 
tions were  briefly  and 
rapidly  put  before  her, 

! her  face  grew  strange- 

I ly  puzzled  and  bewil- 

dered, her  eyes  grew 
moist,  and  she  turned 
j away  to  the  window 

. without  a word.  And 

j then  again,  when  she 

I had  recovered  her 

1 , senses,  there  was  still  a 

c*  //  curious  and  uncertain 

^ smile  about  her  mouth, 

and  she  murmured, 
half  to  herself, 

were  we  young  as  we  ance  Imc  been/’ 

Hei'e  began  the  business  of  remonstrance. 
Was  one  generation  always  to  be  young  ? 
AVere  wc  not  to  make  room  for  the  other 
folk  coming  along  ? Did  she  want  all  the 
youth  that  was  going  \ Moreover,  had 
she  not  been  asked  to  join  this  very  trip 
ill  order  to  play  the  part  of  matron  and 
eliaperon  to  a lot  of  giddy  young  crea- 
tures i Why  should  a sentimental  look- 
ing back  Uy  the  long  driving  tour  that  had 
ended  with  her  marriage  hinder  her  from 
undertaking  any  other  such  excursion  ? 
Was  not  the  England  of  to  day  just  as 
beautiful  as  the  England  of  a dozen  years 
ago  ?— the  red  hawthorn  just  as  red,  the 
laburnum  tassels  just  as  golden,  the  clo- 
ver fields  as  sweet  ? Nay,  had  she  no  cu- 
riosity to  learn  how  the  young  people  of 
the  present  moment  behaved  themselves 
on  such  occasions  ? Great  changes,  in 
manners  as  in  other  things,  happen  in  a 
VoL.  LXX.~No.  415.-2 


dozen  years:  had  she  no  wish  to  observe 
the  ways  of  tlie  boys  and  girls  of  the  pre- 
sent time  when  sent  out  into  the  freedom 
of  the  country?  And  again,  and  fifthly 
and  lastly,  supposing  she  did  not  wish  to 
find  herself  altogether  shelved,  super- 
seded, and  put  out  of  the  running,  so  to 
speak,  was  it  not  permitted  to  a young 
grass-widow  (for  her  Prussian  husband 
is  at  this  moment  in  Colorado)  to  enjoy  a 
little  quiet  flirtation,  so  it  were  done  dis- 
creetly? 

But  all  this,  in  a second,  becomes  un- 
necessary. A small  threepenny-bit  of  a 
creature  appears— her  dignity  of  demeanor 
being  somewhat  impaired  by  the  fact  that 
her  left  arm  encircles  two  pots  of  azaleas, 
while  her  right  hand  holds  a trowel-like 
implement — and  the  moment  she  hears 
what  is  under  discussion  her  decision  is 
given,  promptly  and  concisely. 

“ Don’t  be  a fool.  Of  course  you  will 
go.” 

“ Why  should  I,”  says  Bell,  shifting  her 
ground  as  a last  resource — “ why  should  I 
go  away  on  a driving  tour  with  somebody 
else’s  husband?” 

“ You  are  welcome  to  him,  for  anything 
I care,”  says  the  Woman  with  the  Azaleas ; 
and  she  stalks  on  with  her  pots  and  her 
trowel. 

After  that  thei*e  was  no  appeal ; and  so 
it  came  about  that  on  a certain  fair  morn- 
ing in  June  we  two  found  ourselves  among 
a pretty  numerous  party  assembled  in  a 
room  in  the  Grand  Hotel,  Charing  Cross. 
Of  course  there  was  a good  deal  of  covert 
scrutiny  going  on  among  these  people;  for 
one  was  naturally  curious  to  guess  at  the 
character  of  one’s  futui’e  companions ; and 
there  were  many  introductions  and  anx- 
ious catching  of  names.  But  doubtless 
most  of  them  knew  that  there  is  nothing 
like  a driving  tour  for  sliaking  people  to- 
gether, and  enabling  them  to  pick  out  fit 
associates;  and  in  the  mean  time  the  scru- 
tiny was  mei*ely  of  an  outward  and  visi- 
ble kind.  Up  at  the  fire-place  stood  a tall 
English  - looking  girl — fresh  - eomplexion- 
ed,  blue -eyed,  serious  in  expression,  and 
yet  gentle  withal— who  wore  vl  pince-nez, 
and  was  engaged  in  earnest  conversation 
with  a long,  thiu,  round-shouldered,  gray- 
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bearded,  and  black-a-vised  man.  Him  we 
knew  well  enough  as  the  great  scientific 
Philosopher  who  can  find  you  a reason  for 
everything  that  exists  in  this  mortal  world 
— except  for  his  own  inability  to  perceive 
facts  that  won’t  square  with  his  theories; 
and  we  thought  it  unfair  that  he  should 
be  scowling  so — unintentionally,  of  course 
— at  the  gentle  young  face  that  was  regard- 
ing him  with  so  much  meek  reverence. 
Then  there  were  three  American  girls — 
very  pretty  colony  they  formed:  one  of 
them  with  a picturesque  hat,  whose  sweep 
of  brim  and  feathers  ferociously  set  the 
wrong  way  formed  one  of  the  most  con- 
spicuous objects  in  our  subsequent  travels. 
There  was  an  English  youth,  looking 
painfully  neat  and  clean  and  circumspect, 
from  his  close-cropped  yellow  head  and 
tall  white  collar  to  his  brilliantly  varnish- 
ed and  pointed  boots.  He  seemed  to  re- 
gard himself  as  a jocose  person ; we  heard 
him  called  Mr.  Percy  Smythe,  and  guessed 
that  he  was  a younger  brother  of  that  Lord 
Fitzpetre  whose  cai*eer  on  the  turf  came 
to  ail  untimely  end  the  year  that  Robert 
the  Devil  won  the  Grand  Prix.  Two  or 
three  others  we  may  pass  over;  but  surely 
it  would  be  ungrateful  to  omit  all  mention 
of  our  host  on  this  occasion — a shrewd  and 
able  Scotchman,  who  went  to  America  a 
good  many  years  ago,  and  achieved  a fair 
enough  competence  there,  which  he  mod- 
estly attributes,  not  to  his  own  brains  and 
business  capacity,  but  to  the  excellence  of 
republican  institutions,  toward  which  he 
is  proportionately  and  warmly  grateful. 
This,  it  need  hardly  be  said,  is  a most 
comforting  theory;  and  those  of  us  here 
who  have  families  to  support  are  all  bent 
on  crossing  the  Atlantic  (when  our  other 
aflPairs  are  tem|X)rarily  settled),  to  see  if 
the  Gi*eat  Republic  will  be  equally  kind  to 
us.  And  naturally  we  are  anxious  to 
know  all  about  our  future  home;  and  the 
Star-spangled  Scotchman,  as  we  have  got 
to  calling  him,  is  abundant  and  even  eager 
with  his  information,  and  hath  a pretty  gift 
of  eloquence,  moreover;  so  that  through 
the  agency  of  his  eulogies  and  paeans  and 
grateful  hymns  of  praise  we  have  come 
to  construct  in  our  imagination  a very  fine 
America  indeed — a land  of  purity  and 
peace,  of  sweetness  and  light,  of  incorrupt- 
ibility and  harmonious  aim,  where  the 
oflBce-seeker  is  not,  and  the  Wall  Street 
lion  and  lamb  lie  down  together,  and  Tam- 
many Hall  is  but  a dream  of  the  envious 
foreigner.  It  is  a fair  and  a beautiful 


country,  this  white  land  beyond  the  shin- 
ing Cyclades;  and  when  we  also  have 
sojourned  there  a space,  shall  we  not  re- 
turn similarly  grateful  and  effusive,  and 
ready  to  wave  the  Stars  and  Strij^es  as  we 
drive  our  four-in-hand  along  the  English 
lanes  ? ^ 

Meanwhile  luncheon  is  announced,  and 
we  swarm  into  the  other  room.  At  the 
same  moment  another  of  the  party,  a 
young  American  artist,  makes  his  appear- 
ance, looking  very  innocent  and  shy  and 
modest;  and  in  the  general  arrangement 
about  seats  he  seems  to  feel  that  the  eyes 
of  his  youthful  country-women  are  upon 
him  (particularly  those  of  her  who  wears 
the  hat  with  the  wild  feathers),  and  he 
manages  to  get  a place  as  far  away  from 
them  as  he  conveniently  can.  The  Phi- 
losopher pays  no  further  heed  to  his  gen- 
tle and  serious  scholar;  he  is  a hungry- 
looking  animal,  and  his  gaze  is  fixed  on  a 
distant  rabbit  pie.  The  English  youth  with 
the  collar,  on  the  other  hand,  considers 
this  ceremony  a bore,  and  informs  our 
Bell,  who  is  seated  next  him,  that  a lemon 
squash  and  a couple  of  biscuits  are  the  ut- 
most he  permits  himself  in  the  way  of 
lunch.  And  indeed  most  of  us  ai*e  glad 
enough  when  the  meal  is  over,  for  we 
want  to  make  a start  in  good  weather, 
and  the  warm  June  sun  is  streaming  in  at 
the  windows,  and  we  know  that  the  coach 
is  already  at  tlie  door. 

Well,  there  was  a goodly  crowd  to  wit- 
ness our  departure;  for  this  was  a Whit- 
Monday, and  there  were  many  idlers  about. 
In  fact,  Mr.  Percy  Smythe  rather  gloom- 
ily remarked  to  his  neighbor  (again  our 
Bell)  that  if  we  drove  along  Piccadilly, 
every  one  would  think  we  were  going  to 
spend  a day  at  happy  Hampstead,  though, 
to  be  sure,  there  was  nothing  about  the 
smart-looking  team — three  blacks  and  a 
brown — or  the  light  and  shapely  drag,  or 
the  neatly  appointed  grooms,  that  smacked 
of  a Hampstead  holiday.  Anyhow,  we 
slowly  swung  along  now,  the  horses’  hoofs 
pattering  on  the  wood  pavement,  by  Pall 
Mall,  and  St.  James's  Street,  and  Picca- 
dilly, and  Kensington ; the  mild  air  blow- 
ing warm,  the  sunlight  shining  on  the 
shimmering  trees  of  the  beautiful  London 
parks.  Acquaintancc.sliips  had  been  made 
by  this  time;  there  was  a general  feeling 
of  expectation  and  pleasure;  tlie  Ameri- 
can girls,  in  especial,  were  delighted  with 
everything  they  saw — the  abundant  flow- 
er decoration  of  tlie  house  fronts;  the  sub- 
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urban  gardens,  rich  in  red  hawthorns  and  Arid  in  this  wnjr,  toward  st'vevt  o'clock  of 
yellow  laburnnins  and  resplendent  rhodo-  the  stunnior  evening,  we  came  in  sight  of 
dendrons;  and,  still  further  ont  into  the  the  ruddy  houses  of  Guildford  scattered 
country,  the  wide  cortmions  golden  with  about  in  a wuh^.  bollow;  and  hero,  when 
fum\  and  the  noble  parks  with  their  utn-  sat  down  to  dinner,  about  lialf  past 
brageous  limes  and  beeches  all  trembling  eight  or  so,  at  a table  brighi].y  lit  arjd  am- 
iii  a world  of  grecm.  The  air  was  sweeter  ply  furnished  vrith  dowers,  it  si)eedilY  ap- 
now  ; the  sun  warm^  but  not  scorching;  peared  that  the  first  constraint  of  the  party 
aridever  the  variegated  English  laiid.sc>}ipe,  bad  eonsiderabiy  worn  ofl\  and  tliere  was 
so  steeped  in  verdure,  so  clear  and  cool  in  quite  as  much  talking  and  laughing  and 
its  colors^  growing  (piieter  and  quieter  as  joking  as  was  eon^»isient  with  the  sovcre 
we  away  down  into  Surrey,  by  Esher  presence  of  the  Philosopher, 
tiiid  Claremontv  by  Fair  Mile  and  Cole  And  wa.s  our  good  Bell  anxious  to  know 
ham,  by  Pain's  Hill  Park,  and  Ocki)am  wliat  the  young  folk  f»f  the  present  day 
with  its  silver-gray  |)ondsu  Hour  after  were  interested  in,  a n<i  liow  tlicy  would 
hour  went  by  of  the  golden  afternoon;  conduct  thein.se) ves  oti  a driving  trip? 
every  turn  of  the  road,  every  bill  attain-  The  English  lad,  who  paid  no  attehlion 
ed,  brought  a new  picture  into  view;  but  whatever  to  the  girls,  but  wbo  followed 
alwayi^  there  wei-e  certain  pennaJient  fea-  this  young  mati'on  about  with  a most  as- 
tiires — wide  roads,  luxuriant  hedges,  l»anks  .$iduous  CMUirtesy,  aguiii  sat  beside  her  at 
hanging  wdtli  wild  flowers,  deep  woo<ls,  dinner;  and  thus  lie  spake: 
stretchers  of  far  chainjiaign  countr}',  and  '^Jollyg]ad(obiwpn't(>flastvveek,any- 
the  breezy,  blue  and  wliite  of  the  Eng-  how.  The  dullest  Derby  Week  I ev  er 
lish  sky  growing  gradually  warmer  in  knew.  Fancy!— it  dead  Iveat^  and  t bey- 
tone  as  the  sun  went  over  to  the  west.  Wouldn't  run  it  off.  The  Derby- end  in  a 
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draw ! — ^and  not  a single  horse  in  the  race 
within  twenty-one  pounds  of  the  best  form. 
Then  the  Gaiety  closed;  and  even  if  it 
were  open,  what  would  it  be  without  Jin- 
ny Eden  ? Are  you  going  to  her  mati- 
nee r 

“I’m  afraid  not,”  says  Bell,  who  had 
never  heard  of  Miss  Eden  before. 

“ Ridiculous  stuff  to  make  the  best  dan- 
cer on  the  English  stage  into  a third-rate 
actress.  But  everything’s  stupid  in  Lon- 
don just  now ; nothing  worth  going  to  see. 
There’s  Mary  away  somewhere  in  the 
provinces.” 

“ I beg  your  pardon,”  says  Bell,  with  a 
sudden  and  startling  coldness,  “are  you 
speaking  of  Miss  Anderson  ?” 

He  is  somewhat  disconcerted;  but  only 
for  a moment. 

“Oh  yes,”  he  says ; “every  one  calls  her 
Mary,  don’t  you  know  ; but  it’s  because  she 
is  such  a favorite;  it  isn’t  impertinence  at 
all.” 

And  then  he  proceeds: 

“There  was  a very  good  Pink  tin, 
though,  on  Saturday.  Came  out  strong 
for  the  Derby  week.  Perhaps  you  don't 
read  the  Pink  un 

“I  really  don’t  quite  undei’stand.” 

‘ ‘ The  Sporting  Times,  don’t  you  know,  ” 
he  says,  lightly.  “ Why,  the  other  sport- 
ing papei*s  ain’t  in  it  now.  If  you  don't 
read  it,  you  should ; you’ll  make  the  ac- 
quaintance of  some  merry  youths— Peter 
Blobbs,  the  Shifter,  Gubbins,  and  the  rest. 
Best  paper  going;  no  gammon  about  it; 
talks  about  what  you  really  want  to  know. 
I can’t  say  I’ve  landed  a fortune  over  its 
tips;  but  who  could  have  expected  Har- 
vester to  come  in  like  that  ? Were  you  at 
the  Derby?’’ 

And  while  he  is  thus  pleasantly  getting 
along,  the  English  girl  with  the  innce-nez 
is  being  severely  lectured  by  the  Pliiloso- 
pher  on  the  iniquity  of  state-enforced  vac- 
cination, she  having  innocently  mention- 
ed M.  Pasteur’s  experiments;  and  the  Star- 
spangled  Scotchman  is  declaring  that  the 
purity  of  American  courts  of  law  is  a 
thing  that  we  have  no  conception  of  in 
this  God -forsaken  land;  and  the  three 
pretty  American  maidens  are  having  a 
quiet  confabulation  about  Paris ; while 
their  young  countryman,  the  artist,  is 
sketching  on  an  envelope  a rough  plan  of 
the  house  that  he  is  about  to  build  in  Mel- 
bury  Road. 

“ But  it  is  all  studio,”  I say  to  him. 

“Why,  yes.  That's  just  what  I want. 


I want  a studio,  with  a couple  of  rooms  at- 
tached for  living  in  — that’s  about  all  I 
want.” 

“ And  when  you  marry, of  what  use  will 
a place  like  that  be  to  you  ?” 

“Oh,  I couldn’t  afford  to  marry,”  he 
says. 

“But  you  can  afford  to  spend  £6000  on 
this  fantastic  building.” 

“It’s  for  my  work;  I must  have  a big 
studio,”  he  says,  evasively. 

So  far  well ; and  now  our  first  evening 
together  is  drawing  to  a close.  The  wo- 
men-folk  troop  away  upstairs;  two  or 
three  of  the  men  seek  out  the  smoking- 
room;  others  go  off  for  a stroll  and  a 
breath  of  cool  air.  The  streets  are  almost 
deserted  now ; the  night  is  quiet  and  clear; 
and  the  stai’s  are  shining  peacefully  over 
Guildford  town. 

71i£  blithest  lass. 
Than  primrose  sweeter,  or  the  clover-grass. 
Pair  is  the  kingcup  that  in  meadow  blows. 
Fair  is  the  daisy  that  beside  her  grows  ; 

Fair  is  the  giUyjtower,  of  gardens  sweet, 

Fair  is  the  marigold,  for  pottage  meet  : 

But  Blouzelind's  than  gillyjlowtr  more  fair. 
Than  daisy,  marigold,  or  kingcup  rare.^' 

It  was  most  neglectful  of  those  of  us  who 
were  familiar  with  this  old  town  and  its 
antiquities  to  omit  giving  any  guidance 
in  that  direction  to  our  American  cousins. 
But  the  fact  is  that  English  people  have 
got  into  the  way  of  taking  old  castles,  ab- 
beys, and  similar  things  for  granted — that 
is,  in  their  own  country ; and  so  it  hapiien- 
ed  that  not  one  of  our  party  went  to  see 
the  ruins  of  Guildford  Castle,  with  its 
Norman  keep,  nor  yet  Archbishop  Abbot’s 
Hospital,  nor  yet  the  old  Grammar  School, 
nor  the  Guildliall.  Our  young  artist 
friend,  it  is  true,  went  away  for  an  early 
stroll,  note -book  in  hand,  through  the 
quaint  quiet  streets,  jotting  down  here 
and  there  a bit  of  a gable,  or  a curious 
archway,  or  Elizabethan  house  front;  and 
perhaps  wondering  whether  the  original 
owner  of  one  of  those  odd  small  houses, 
as  he  sat  in  the  bay-windo\v  there  and 
read  the  last  news-letter  sent  down  from 
London,  may  have  heard  tell  of  a young 
man  recently  come  from  Stratford-on- 
Avon  who  was  x^roving  himself  a most 
industrious  and  shifty  x^laywright,  and 
had  already  won  the  favor  of  the  ’pren- 
tices in  quite  an  unusual  degree.  But 
these  artistic  and  archaeological  studies 
suddenly  cease.  Our  American  youth 
finds  before  him  a bric-a-brac  sliop,  the 
shutters  just  taken  down,  and  that  is 
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self,  al)»ently,  the  ‘^Glouglou'^  air  from  La  he  dieil  at  Normarnly  Farm,  wliicli  we  can 
Mascot Hce  (h>\vn  tlieiv  on  our  ri^ht.  And  so  we 
This  Back  is  certainly’  one  of  the  aloujLiT  this  lii^h  and  narrow 

most  singular  features  of  the  Rouiliern  plateau — the  cold  air  scented  hy  the  lux- 
counties.  It  is  a raised  ridge  of  chalk  nriant  hawthorn  hedges— until  tlie  drag 
.some  fseveii  miles  lorjg,  never  more  than  is  put  on,  and  we  get  slowly  down  into 
half  a mile  in  breialth.  and  rising  to  no  Farnham. 

grf*aler  height  than  live  Imndrod  feet;  but  Farnhani : as  we  stop  to  water  the 
its  slopes  are  steep,  aiid  a.s  tlie  woode<l  horses,  it  occurs  to  some  of  us  that  the 
country  around  it  is  comparatively  level,  name  sounds  familiar.  Was  it  not  lun*e 
it  appears;  as  you  drive  along  the  high  that  a certain  Capiaiu  Esmond,  riding 
plateau,  as  if  all  England  were  spread  out  down  from  London  on  a memoiuhie  occa- 
on  both  sides  of  you.  The  view  is  uiag'  sion,  stopped  for  the  night,  wuth  the  lioj[>e 
nificent  even  on  sue) i a dull  gray  morn-  of  seeing  tiis  dear  mistiness  at  Walctde  on 
ing  iis  this  is;  dark  and  intense  are  the  tlie  morrow?  Farnham:  is  not  Moor  Park 
greens  of  the  wood.s  ami  the  heilges,  ami  close  by,  wliere  in  former  days  an  '*un- 
the  reds  and  purple-reds  of  the  iields;  and  couth,  disagreeable  young  Irishman,  who 
as  the  landscape  stretches  out  and  out  and  had  narrowly  escaped  plucking  at  Dub- 
up  and  lip  to  the  high  horizon  line,  the  at-  lin.  attended  Sir  William  a.s  atnauuensLs, 
mo.spheric  blue  deepeiis  an<l  di'epeiiis  initil  for  hoard  and  twenty  |KHiuds  a year, 
it  becomes  sv  faint  aerial  indigo  where  it  dined  at  the  second lalde,  vvrote  bad  verses 
meets  the  leaden  gray  sky.  But  w lioever  in  praise  of  his  cinploytT,  and  made  love 
wants  to  know  what  tliis  country  is  like  to  a very  pretty  dark  eyetl  young  girl  who 
may  turn  to  Cobbctt'.s  Ruyrtl  7?/V/c,s.  Wilb  waited  on  Lady  Gitfoi'ii"?  And  when  the 
jam  Cobheit  vva.s  born  at  Farnliarn,  a cou  jrisli  sei^ivtary  and  the  dark -eyed  waiiing- 
ple  of  miles  beyond  the  Hog's  Back^  and  maid— that  is  to  say,  when  Swift  and 
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self,  two  a j^loss  of  water,  two  or 

three  cherries,  and  a cigarette  his 

modest  minirfinent^;  and  when  lie  Imd 
done  all  he  could  in  the  way  of  lielping 
the  wonien-folk,  he  endeavored  t#>  enter- 
tain them  witli  a little  playful  fui.*elion»- 
ness.  It  was  not  much,  hut  it  was  well 
meant,  and  it  was  well  received,  for  all 
of  the  i^rty  seemed  in  excellent  spirit^- 
The  Stiir-vspaiigled  Scotchinaii  sang  ' An- 
nie L^nirie/’  Even  oitr  American  artist 
friend  had  got  over  something  of  his  shy- 
ness, and  was  become  almost  friendly,  in  a 
timid  way,  with  the  girl  of  the  feathers. 

Tlie  country  l>et\veen  Alton  and  AJrea- 
foi*d  is  exceedingly  beautiful  and  very 


(iDciudlng  her  of  the  ferocious  feathers) 
wont  on  by  tliemseives,  and  the  English 
youth  lit  a moody  cigarette,  and  the  Amer- 
icati  artist  had  his  eye  on  the  shop  win- 
dows, lest  peradveniui^  he  might  spy  out 
some  brass  candlesticks  there  ; ami  the 
Euglish  maiden  was  prox>ouriding  to  tlie 
Philosopher  all  kinds  of  distressing  conun- 
drums aboai  the  storage  of  electricity. 

Hdwver^  oar  good-looking  English  lad 
iiBdl  bis  wnmgH,  as  he  himself  would  have 
said.  Hi  lunch,  Thai  ceremony  took  place 
in  a ihcadttW  mile  or  two  south  of 
when  the  great  white  taWe- 
eloth  Was  but  on  the  rich  grc^en 

||^rasa»  and  wbea  the  grooms  liod  brc>ught 
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lonely.  The  roads  are  unusually  wide  for 
the  most  part,  and  bordered  with  a wilder- 
ness of  hawthorn  and  fir  and  elm  and 
hazel,  and  they  wind  on  and  on  through 
a wooded  and  undulating  landscape,  with 
nothing  in  the  shape  of  a village  to  be 
seen.  Some  of  us  set  out  to  walk  this  dis- 
tance, the  hoi’ses  still  resting  at  Alton; 
and  far  ahead  of  us  went  two  together — 
one  a gaunt,  thin,  tall  figure  in  a black 
frock-coat,  the  other  in  gray,  with  a white 
feather  in  her  felt  hat.  Science  hath 
charms  to  soothe  the  gentle  breast,  and  we 
knew  that  the  English  maiden  was  enjoy- 
ing transport  as  the  Philosopher  discoursed 
to  her  of  the  future  triumphs  of  the  doc- 
trine of  evolution.  And  as  for  him  ? 

“ IV^/rf  joi/  to  wind  along  tJie  cool  retreat^ 

To  stop  and  gaze  on  Delia  as  I go^ 

To  mingle  sweet  discourse  with  kisses  sweety 
And  teach  mg  lovely  scholar  all  I know 

But,  alas!  we  knew  there  was  no  such  sol- 
ace for  the  man  of  molecules.  An  obsta- 
cle existed,  a substantial  obstacle  weigh- 
ing fifteen  stone — a Mrs.  Philosopher,  liv- 
ing at  Clapham,  and  the  mother  of  three 
young  men  in  business  in  the  City.  Nev- 
ertheless the  two  figures  away  along  the 
road  there  were  picturesque  enough,  and 
never  were  the  groves  of  Academe  so  quiet 
for  the  conversation  of  master  and  pupil ; 
wliile  as  for  the  rest  of  us,  who  dare  not 
venture  into  these  wilds  of  speculation — 
well,  the  Star-spangled  Scotchman,  al- 
ways the  life  and  the  soul  of  the  party, 
was  now  singing  (with  the  whole  of  the 
American  colony  for  chorus)  a cheerful 
ditty  about  the  soul  of  John  Brown,  which 
unfortunate  ghost  seems  to  have  been  vis- 
ited with  the  curse  that  fell  on  the  Wan- 
dering Jew.  Anyhow,  we  marched  along. 

We  got  on  the  coach  again  to  drive 
through  the  richly  wooded  Tichborne 
country,  and  on  by  Ovington  Gate  and 
Magdalen  Hill.  In  the  clear  glow  of  the 
summer  evening  we  came  in  sight  of  Win- 
chester, the  ruddy  mass  of  houses  lying 
in  the  hollow  dominated  by  the  massive 
toVver  of  the  cathedral ; and  when  we  drove 
down  into  the  vale,  and  then  up  into  the 
steep  High  Street,  be  sure  it  was  at  the  old 
George  Inn  that  we  stopped.  And  here 
there  was  a hurried  descent,  for  we  had  to 
troop  away  to  the  great  cathedral  ere  the 
gates  should  be  closed  for  the  night.  For- 
tunately we  were  just  in  time.  And  in- 
deed it  was  a strange  kind  of  thing,  this 
sudden  forsaking  of  the  busy  and  noisy 
outer  world,  and  the  finding  one's  self  in 


the  solemn  silence  of  this  noble  and  state- 
ly building,  confronted  everywhere  by  the 
records  and  monuments  of  an  almost  im- 
memorial past.  I am  afraid  that  we  were 
a dreadfully  ignorant  lot  of  people,  that 
our  acquaintance  wuth  the  history  of  the 
kingdom  of  Wessex,  and  our  recollection 
of  Kynegils,  and  of  Kynewalch  the  son  of 
Kynegils,  and  even  of  St.  Swithin  and 
Ethel wald,  were  of  a meagre  and  nebulous 
description;  but  even  the  most  ignorant 
of  us  could  not  but  be  struck  by  the  sight 
of  those  young  American  girls,  with  their 
pretty  knickknacks  of  Parisian  finery, 
standing  by  the  dark  tombstone  of  Will- 
iam Rufus  in  the  solemn  and  hushed  twi- 
light of  this  great  building.  And  they 
themselves  were  impressed,  as  any  one 
could  see,  and  were  overcome  with  a kind 
of  awe,  when  they  came  to  the  Mortuary 
Chests,  and  read  the  names  of  those  whose 
remains  are  preserved  there — Ethelwulf 
the  father  of  Alfred,  Hardyknut,  and  oth- 
ers. The  party  split  up,  and  strayed  about 
a good  deal.  Information  sounds  barren 
inside  a cathedral ; it  should  be  acquired 
before  you  go  there.  The  verger’s  voice  is  a 
disturbing  element  in  the  strange  stillness. 

And  perhaps  some  of  us,  wandering  away 
into  the  solitudes  of  the  twilit  building, 
were  thinking  of  auotlier  afternoon,  not 
quite  so  far  back  as  the  days  of  the  red  king, 
the  afternoon  that  Captain  Esmond,  not 
quite  sure  of  his  reception  by  the  lady  of 
Castle  wood,  had  ridden  down  to  Winches- 
ter, and  left  his  horse  at  the  George,  and 
come  over  to  the  cathedral  liere,  where  he 
knew  he  should  at  least  see  lier.  They 
walked  home  together  in  the  dusk  toward 
Walcote,  which  was  but  a mile  off,  and 
surely  one  may  be  permitted  to  quote  here 
the  beautiful  passage  that  follows: 

“ ‘ But  I knew  you  would  come  back — I 
own  that.  That  is  no  one's  fault.  And 
to-day,  Henry,  in  the  anthem,  when  they 
sang  it,  “ When  the  Lord  turned  the  cap- 
tivity of  Zion,  we  were  like  them  that 
dream,”  I thought,  “Yes,  like  them  that 
dream — them  that  dream.”  And  then  it 
went,  “They  that  sow  in  tears  shall  reap 
in  joy  ; and  he  that  goeth  forth  and  weep- 
eth  shall  doubtless  come  home  again  with 
rejoicing,  bringing  his  sheaves  with  him.»’ 

I looked  up  from  the  book  and  saw  you. 

I was  not  surprised  when  I saw  you.  I 
knew  you  would  come,  my  dear,  and  saw 
the  gold  sunsliine  round  your  head.’ 

“She  smiled  an  almost  wild  smile  as  she 
looked  up  at  him.  The  moon  was  up  by 
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this  time,  glittering  keen  in  the  frosty  sky.  young  man’s  heart,  crying  out  wildly, 
He  could  see  for  the  first  time  now  clear-  ‘ bringing  your  sheaves  with  you— your 
ly  her  sweet  care-worn  face.  sheaves  with  you.’  ” 

“ *Do  you  know  what  day  it  is?’  she 

continued.  ‘It  is  the  29th  of  December — Well,  we  got  home  from  the  gray  old 
it  is  your  birthday ! But  last  year  we  did  building  through  the  quiet  of  the  twilit 
not  drink  it — no,  no.  My  loi*d  was  cold,  streets,  and  had  a sufficiently  merry  din- 
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and  my  Harry  was  likely  to  die;  and  my 
brain  was  in  a fever,  and  we  had  no  wine. 
But  now — now  you  are  come  again,  bring- 
ing your  sheaves  with  you,  my  dear.’ 
She  burst  into  a wild  flood  of  weeping  as 
she  spoke ; she  laughed  and  sobbed  on  the 


ner  party  at  the  George,  though  it  was 
continued  to  a shockingly  late  hour. 

There  had  been  some  mad  talking  about 
getting  up  a little  dance  this  evening 
among  the  young  folk;  but  wlien  we  ad- 
journed to  the  sitting-room.  Bell,  who  was 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  b] 


. Google 


Generated  for  Micole  Fry  (Washington  University  in  St.  Louis)  on  2017-09-19  17:28  GMT  / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/mdp.39015056091492 
Public  Domain,  Google-digitized  / http://www.hathitrust.0rg/access_use#pd-g00gle 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  or  MICHIGAN 


A FEW  DAYS’  MORE  DRIVING. 


31 


Mr.  Murray’s  guide-books  to  these  south- 
ern couuties  are  quite  invaluable;  but 
they  should  not  be  opened  until  you  are 
seated  on  the  top  of  the  coach  and  well 
away  from  the  place  described.  You  can 
then  afford  to  read  with  equanimity  all 
about  those  objects  of  interest  which  you 
have  missed.  Of  coui*se  when  we  were 
at  Winchester  we  should  have  gone  to 
see  the  college  and  the  castle  and  a dozen 
other  old-world  remains,  for  undoubted- 
ly Winchester  is  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing cities  in  England;  but  we  had  already 
found  that  if  the  party  was  allowed  to 
break  up  and  stray  away  of  a morning, 
there  was  no  getting  it  together  again  in 
time;  and  we  had  no  wish  to  keep  the 
horses  standing  in  the  High  Street,  while 
troops  of  yeomanry  cavalry,  with  helmets 
and  scabbards  flashing,  and  followed  by 
admiring  crowds,  were  riding  this  way 
and  that  through  the  ancient  city.  How- 
ever, there  was  one  thing  we  did  regret 
not  having  seen.  We  should  undoubted- 
ly have  gone  to  the  hospital  of  St.  Cross, 
which,  originally  founded  in  1136  by 
Henry  de  Blois,  then  Bishop  of  Winches- 
ter, for  the  relief  of  thirteen  poor  men, 

‘ ‘ decayed  and  past  their  strength,”  has  un- 
dergone strange  transmutations  since,  but 


always  has  been  a fountain  of  charity. 
And  if  w'e  had  called  at  the  lodge  and 
asked  for  the  “ Wayfarer’s  Dole” — a horn 
of  beer  and  a slice  of  bread  to  all  who  may 
demand  it — no  doubt  we  could  have  found 
some  means  by  which  the  revenues  of  the 
institution  should  not  have  suffered. 
“This,”  says  Murray,  our  one  and  only 
available  authority  at  present,  “is  now 
nearly  the  last  relic  in  England  of  the  old- 
world  charity  which  could  afford  to  pro- 
vide indiscriminately  for  all  comers.” 

What  angel  of  light  and  leading  was  it 
that  guided  our  steps  to  Romsey  Abbey 
Church,  which  we  reached  about  mid- 
day? We  had  associated  Romsey  chiefly 
with  Broadlands  and  Lord  Palmerston; 
but  this  beautiful  Norman  church— for 
Norman  it  essentially  is,  though  there  are 
later  additions  here  and  there — adjoining 
the  little  quiet  town,  and  set  amid  fair  sum- 
mer meadows,  was  by  far  the  most  inter- 
esting ecclasiastical  monument  that  we 
met  with  on  this  trip.  The  arches  in  the 
gallery  and  the  transepts  were  particularly 
curious,  and  the  American  folk  bought 
many  photographs  of  them  ; but  photo- 
graphs of  a fairly  preserved  church  such 
as  this  is  invariably  make  it  look  as  if  it 
had  been  built  the  day  before  yesterday ; 
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whereas  it  is  more  likely  that  these  tran- 
septs, and  the  choir  and  tower  also,  are 
at  least  seven  hundred  years  old.  How- 
ever, it  is  not  only  the  photographer  who 
puts  this  false  air  of  youth  on  many  an 
ancient  building.  There  is  a worse  than 
he.  Let  us  speak  no  ill  of  the  dead;  but 
some  of  us  who  have  visited  certain  of 
the  finest  old  churches  in  England,  and 
have  been  astounded  to  find  them  restored 
and  transformed  into  quite  modern  spick- 
and-span  edifices,  with  pretty  new  brass- 
work  and  smartly  painted  inscriptions, 
and  polished  pews  and  trim  altar  steps, 
have  left  rapidly,  lest  the  sacred  atmos- 
phere of  the  place  might  be  shocked  by 
invocations  the  reverse  of  blessings. 

Hap  hazard  arrangements  are  sometimes 
the  best.  All  the  planning  in  the  world 
could  not  have  provided  us  with  a more 
charming  spot  for  lunch.  It  was  in  a 
sheltered  nook,  close  by  a clear-running 
tributary  of  the  Test;  bounteous  bushes 
of  hawthorn  overhung  the  pellucid  water; 
and  all  around  us  were  lush  meadows, 
sweet  with  the  scent  of  the  red  clover, 
and  golden  yellow  with  masses  of  butter- 
cups. The  air  was  soft  and  balmy;  a 
strange  silence  hung  over  the  noon  of  the 
summerday ; if  we  wanted  anything,  it  was 
to  have  some  members  of  the  Abbey  Glee 
Club,  stationed  behind  that  hawthorn  bosk- 
age, begin  to  sing  one  of  their  well-known 
pieces.  Cold  lamb  and  mint  sauce  are 
well  enough,  and  strawberries  and  cher- 
ries look  pretty  on  a white  table-cloth, 
and  wine  cooled  in  the  running  brook  is 
pleasant;  but  if,  with  all  these,  we  had 
heard  from  time  to  time,  “Go,  idle  boy,  I 
quit  thy  bower,”  “When  the  wind  blows 
in  the  sweet  rose-tree,”  “By  glidingstream 
or  rippling  brook,”  “As  a garland  once  I 
made,'’  or,  “Sigh  no  more,  ladies — ladies 
sigh  no  moi’e”  ? Well,  failing  these,  we 
had  to  be  content  with  negative  mercies. 
John  Brown’s  hardly  entreated  ghost  was 
left  undisturbetl  for  a while.  On  the  oth- 
er hand,  we  had  such  a discourse  on  the 
freedom  and  purity  and  incorruptibility 
of  the  United  States  of  America  that  more 
than  ever  we  longed  to  fly  away  and  be  at 
rest  in  that  happy  land.  Why  should  we 
be  lingering  here  in  slavery  ? As  a lit- 
eral matter  of  fact,  our  Bell  was  bound  in 
chains;  for  the  maiden  with  the  feathers 
had  rapidly  formed  some  strings  of  daisies 
and  put  them  round  Bell's  neck.  As  we 
listened,  the  land  of  promise  became  more 
and  raoi'e  fair;  more  and  more  dismal  and 


de.sperate  became  the  results  of  a monarch- 
ical system  of  government.  We  couldn't 
see  any  of  them,  it  is  true;  for  the  Wilt- 
shire hawthorn  bushes  are  thick,  and 
around  us  were  only  pleasant  meadows 
and  rippling  streams ; but  they  were  there 
somewhere;  and  we  wondered  that  the 
birds,  in  such  a condition  of  afiPairs,  could 
sing  so  carelessly. 

By-and-by  we  proceeded  to  wander  away 
back  to  the  quiet  little  town,  along  the 
banks  of  the  translucent  Test,  and  by 
waving  fields  of  rye.  There  was  a good 
deal  of  gathering  of  wild  flowers  and  cov- 
ert presentations  of  little  bouquets : how 
could  the  severe  chaperon  object  when 
she  herself  wore  a necklace  of  daisy- 
strings  ? We  were  told  that  some  people 
come  to  fish  this  clear,  smooth  stream ; and 
one  of  us  was  saying  to  himself  what  the 
half-witted  creature  at  the  Scotch  funeral 
said  when  he  was  looking  into  the  grave, 
and  when  he  was  questioned  by  the  min- 
ister about  his  thoughts — “I’m  glad  it's 
no  me.”  All  the  way  back  to  the  town 
we  did  not  see  a rise,  nor  yet  the  move- 
ment of  a fin.  But  this  sti*etch  of  the  riv- 
er, as  we  were  informed,  is  not  preserved. 

And  soon  we  were  on  the  road  again, 
bowling  along  through  the  cool  and  plea- 
sant afternoon.  It  is  a beautiful  country 
about  here  — quiet,  luxuriant,  with  spa- 
cious parks,  and  an  occasional  mansion- 
house  set  far  on  the  face  of  a high  slope, 
generally  with  dark  woods  forming  a 
semicircle  behind  it.  And  of  course  we 
walked  all  the  hills — in  varying  groups, 
so  that  each  chose  his  or  her  companion 
just  according  to  fancy  or  chance;  and 
the  Philosopher  w^as  giving  the  girls  the 
names  of  the  wild  flowers  on  the  banks — 
all  wrong,  by -the -way,  for  he  could  not 
distinguish  between  the  hawk-weed  and 
the  silver -weed,  called  the  stitch  wort  a 
saxifrage,  got  into  a muddle  between  the 
red  campion  and  the  ragged -robin,  and 
played  all  manner  of  similar  canti'ips; 
and  Bell  was  singing,  idly,  “Last  night 
there  were  four  Maries;  to-night  there'll 
bebutthree” ; and  the  Star-spangled  Scotch- 
man was  reciting  Bu  rn  s ; and  the  demoiselle 
aux  plumes  enragees  was  timidly  inquir- 
ing of  her  companion  whether  he  thought 
she  might  be  permitted  to  take  the  ribbons 
for  a bit  when  we  get  on  the  coach  again. 

“But  can  you  drive  four-in-hand?”  he 
says. 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  answers.  “I  am 
like  the  man  who  was  asked  if  he  could 


Digitized  by 


‘Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


A FEW  DAYS'  MORE  DRIVING 


Sr.  ANNE's  OaTK,  SALISliCUV. 


ForahiCM  ^nmnuin  ^<ivc 

A'lV/V,  h(Hrl'9  dt;mr*7^ 
dbOthml  ih^,  <*h<ini}(  /or  //  (lav, 
And  Ui  the  workl  im  fire*' 


filay  th€!  violin.  He  said  be  didift  know, 
because  lie  haduH  tried.  ■' 

‘‘Trying: the  violin  wouldrrt  be  so  H.sky 
as  trying  the  driving  of  a four  iuduiiul,” 
he  says,  .somewhat  grimly. 

Older  counsel  has  liere  to  step  in.  We 
don't,  want  any  “Female  Phaeton  ’ to  set 
Wiltshire  or  any  otlier  part  f)l*  the  world 
on  lire.  It  was  all  very  well  for  Kitty, 
otlkerwise  Lady'  Catharine  Hyde,  to  urge 
Ijer  luainma  to  give  her  an  opportunity  of 
making  a conquest  such  as  her  sister  had 
made— 

***  \\l*a(  ho:s  ith$  hitter,  pro tj,  than  /, 

U7i<//  hnhUn  charms  U)  hontts 

That  all  itiankiad  for  her  shonid  die, 
a (omit 


Yes.  and  l>ecame  the  Duchess  of  Queens- 
berry^;  hut  even  with  Such  wild  iK)S.sibiIi- 
ties,  we  pi'cfer  not  to  grant  this  American 
maiden's  pmyer.  Salisbury  Cathedi*al  is 
a noble  place  to  be  buried  in ; but  the  time 
is  not  yet. 

Wc  reache<l  Salisbiuw  about  seven,  and 
of  course  went  to  llie  Wliite  Hart,  What 
happened  there  tluit  niglit  at  dinner  shall 
not  even  be  mentioned  here.  The  prox- 
imity of  the  sacred  ediftce  seemed  to  have 
no  control  ling  i n tluence  wliatsoover  ou  the 
reckless  spirits  of  thpsc  young  jxx>ple,  in 
eluding  our  host,  wlio  was  the  worst  <»f 
xhe  lot.  The  Phihw»pher  was  glad  to 
withdraw  to  the  spacious  stone  V>alcony* 
outside,  luggitig  our  unfortunate  artist- 
friend  will  I him;  and  there,  under  the 
st.arHght.  for  neaidy  an  liour,  ihat  unlmp- 
py  youtli  — vainly”  looking  llirough  the 


J uni  nearce 

iHare^i  mamma,  /or  once  kf  me, 
l/ochoified,  mjj  /or tune  ity; 
rU  have  mfi  eoifi  a,s  mil  (Jit, 

Or  knom  the  rtaMn  uJiv. 

I'll  won  i^ith  Jhanfa  piide  *p*it 
Make  all  her  lovers /all : 

Thut/if  ifritrve  I v^as  no!  loetArd  hr  fur  f 
Sltfj  1 V'm  loosed  at  tdl.  ’ 
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windows  at  the  wild  revellers  within — 
was  bored  to  death  with  theories  about 
Stonehenge  and  Celtic  monuments  gener- 
ally. When  he  came  in  again  he  looked 
sad.  And  when  the  girls  wanted  him  to 
go  to  the  piano  and  play  “The  Old  Folks 
at  Home,”  he  said  he  wouldn't,  for  he  had 
no  wish  to  cry. 

“ Cold  in  Cadfcallo's  (ofi^ne^ 

That  hushed  (he  stoi'niy  main  ; 

Brave  Urien.  sleeps  upon  his  craggy  beil: 

Mountaim^  ye  mourn  in  vain 
Modred^  whose  magic  song 
Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-topped  headP 

This  was  the  Philosopher's  day.  He 
fairly  exulted  and  gloated  over  Stone- 
henge; and  no  wonder;  for  it  is  a subject 
that  is  all  theory  and  nothing  else.  He 
was  not  hampered  with  a single  fact,  for 
there  is  not  a single  fact  known  about  the 
liistory  of  these  stones.  And  of  course  we 
helped  him  as  w'ell  as  we  could.  We  told 
him  that  the  Callernish  circle  in  the  isl- 
and of  Lewis  is  known  in  Gaelic  as  the 
Stones  of  Lamentation,  and  also  the  False 
Men,  both  excellent  texts.  We  described 
to  him  the  lonely  peninsula  of  Quiberon, 
and  the  desolate  plain  of  Carnac,  and  the 
miles  on  miles  of  woods  where,  entering 
at  almost  any  point,  you  are  sui*e  to  dis- 
cover some  solitary  burying-placo — possi- 
bly the  tomb  of  a chief  who  had  directed 
his  remains  to  be  carried  to  the  sacred 
land.  The  Philosopher  rose  into  a frenzy 
of  theorizing.  Nay,  he  even  wandered 
away  from  the  easy  ground  of  these  pre- 
historic monuments.  He  declared  that 
modern  science  was  wise  in  its  audacity; 
that  it  did  well  to  make  guesses;  that  it 
was  time  to  question  conventional  expla- 
nations. He  had  not  himself  visited  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland,  he  remarked,  but 
he  liad  received  from  an  American  gentle- 
man a pamphlet — which  had  been  highly 
belauded  in  America  as  a product  of  the 
courage  and  indei>endence  of  the  modern 
scientific  mind  — showing  that  Fingal's 
Cave,  in  Staffa,  was  not  the  result  of  any 
eating  away  of  the  basaltic  rock  by  the 
sea,  but  an  artificial  cave  constructed  by 
some  former  race  for  the  sheltering  of 
boats.*  He  had  looked  at  the  drawings; 
he  had  examined  the  reasoning;  lie  was 
disposed  to  accept  the  theory  as  sound. 

Well,  Bell  and  I regarded  each  other  in 
silence.  We  had  sailed  by  the  remote 

* Is  the  author  of  this  theory  the  same  flourish- 
ing; sciolist  who  maintains  that  the  Pyramids  were 
formed  from  natural  mounds? 


little  island  once  or  twice — or  say  five-and- 
twenty  times,  at  least — and  more  than  once 
we  had,  in  abnormally  smooth  weather, 
adventured  into  the  narrow  and  tortuous 
cave,  the  men  standing  in  the  boat  and 
fending  it  with  their  oars,  lest  it  should 
be  dashed  to  match -wood  against  the 
rocky  sides  of  the  cavern  by  the  heavy 
ground-swell  coming  in  from  the  south. 
But  how  much  more  often  had  we  jiassed 
it  when  heavy  seas  were  hurling  and 
blowung  into  it  and  over  it,  the  entrance 
hidden  in  wdld  mists  of  foam,  the  loud 
thunder  of  each  successive  shock  heard 
over  the  driving  waves  I Bell  and  I look- 
ed at  each  other  with  eyes  inscrutable. 

“But  Avhat’s  that?”  the  English  youth 
cries,  interposing.  “Fingal's  Cave  a 
shelter  for  boats ?— Fingal’s  Cave?  You 
don’t  mean  Fingal’s  Cave  at  Staffa  ? 
Why,  I’ve  been  there— my  brother  took 
me  round  there  in  his  yacht.  And  what 
do  you  say  ? — somebody  declaring  it  was 
cut  out  to  shelter  boats?  What  a fii*st- 
class  specimen  of  a jolly  old  idiot !”  Thus 
are  tlie  most  serious  conclusions  of  science 
scoffed  at  by  the  irreverent  youth  of  these 
days. 

It  was  not,  however,  till  the  afternoon 
that  we  drove  out  in  a brake  to  see  Stone- 
henge— the  horses  of  the  coach  getting  a 
rest  to-day.  The  morning  was  spent  by 
some  in  admiring  the  Early  English  ma- 
sonry of  the  cathedral,  by  othei*s  in  ran- 
sacking the  old  curiosity  shops.  Of  course 
the  American  artist  was  to  the  fore  in  this 
pursuit,  carrying  off  for  his  future  home 
about  a wliole  cart-load  of  Chippendale 
corner  cupboards,  old  oak  settles,  Crown 
Derby,  Wedgwood  tea-pots  and  cream- 
pots,  copper  tankards,  Apostle-spoons,  and 
so  forth.  Then  there  was  a third  divi- 
sion, finding  little  satisfaction  in  freshly 
restored  architecture,  and  conscious  that 
their  cupboai*ds  at  home  were  full  enough, 
who  vrere  content  to  wander  away  through 
the  older  quarters  of  the  town,  discovering 
quaint  “bits,”  and  glad  to  be  in  the  open 
air  and  the  sunlight.  Salisbury  is  a quiet 
town ; one  or  other  of  these  sections  would 
occasionally  descry  its  neighbor  at  a great 
distance  — crossing  the  greensward  sur- 
rounding the  cathedral,  or  perchance  clus- 
tering at  a music-shop  window,  that  group 
being  always  the  most  easily  recognized 
that  had  in  the  midst  of  it  the  picturesque 
hat  and  feathers. 

Yes,  the  Philosopher  had  a “real  good 
time"  tliis  afternoon,  for  in  driving  out 
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across  the  downs — for  here  and  there  on 
the  plains  is  a strip  that  has  not  been 
ploughed — leaving  the  brake  to  overtake 
us  in  its  own  good  time. 

It  was  a very  pleasant  drive  back  to 
Salisbury  by  this  other  and  more  south- 
ern route ; and  never  before  had  we  seen 
such  rich  and  abundant  masses  of  blos- 
som, all  glowing  in  the  afternoon  sun- 
light. By  this  time,  moreover,  the  few 
days’  driving  had  made  the  young  peo- 
ple a good  deal  more  frank  and  friendly 
amongst  themselves;  and  a mild  amount 
of  facetious  sarcasm,  which  at  the  outset 
might  have  seemed  unwarranted,  was  now 
become  quite  natural,  and  accepted  as  a 
matter  of  course.  It  was  to  be  observed 
in  this  direction  that  the  young  American 
ladies  rather  combined  against  their  coun- 
tryman, the  artist;  not  that  they  them- 
selves said  anything  in  particular,  but  they 
seemed  to  enjoy  any  little  trivial  and  pass- 
ing circumstance  that  brought  his  modesty 
into  play.  We  thought  this  rather  un- 
fair, especially  as  he  had  promised  to  give 
each  of  them  a sketch  on  her  fan,  but  also 
we  knew  that  these  quiet  and  modest  peo- 
ple are  generally  quite  capable  of  taking 
care  of  themselves,  and  capable  even  of 
suddenly  springing  a mine  when  the  oc- 
casion needs.  So  we  did  not  interfere. 
Anyhow,  it  was  a merry  enough  party 
that  drove  along  these  beautiful  wooded 
lanes,  and  eventually  came  to  a halt  and 
to  dinner  at  the  White  Hart  liotel. 

All  through  dinner  that  kind  of  indi- 
rect persecution  went  on,  and  the  young 
American  artist  accepted  it  with  much 
equanimity.  But  the  meanest  worm,  etc., 
and  w'e  knew  that  he  could  easily  “get 
even”  with  them  if  he  chose,  and  we  rath- 
er trembled  for  the  fate  of  those  innocent 
ci'eatures  who  were  so  lightly  trailing  a 
silken  thread  over  a tiger’s  claws.  After 
dinner,  when  the  people  had  risen  to  let 
the  table  be  cleared,  all  the  talk  was  about 
the  pliotograj)h  of  the  coach  and  its  car- 
go that  was  to  be  taken  on  the  mori*ow, 
and  about  what  groups  would  l>e  most  ef- 
fective, and  what  costumes  most  appropri- 
ate. Here  again  the  young  artist  came  in 
for  some  gentle  .sarcasm  on  account  of  his 
supposed  solitary  liabits  and  tastes,  and 
his  tliree  young  country-women  formed  a 
little  coterie,  lis  it  wei^e,  regarding  him. 
Whereupon,  not  looking  at  them,  but  ad- 
dressing the  rest  of  the  company,  he  made 
the  following  remarks,  in  a mild,  slow, 
deprecatory  fashion: 


“Well,  do  you  wonder?  Girls  are  so  ex- 
acting. They’re  unreasonable;  you  can’t 
please  them  anyhow.  I knew  a fellow 
who  was  engaged  to  a girl,  and— and  he 
was  kissing  her,  just  about  all  he  could, 
and — and  he  stopped  for  a minute.  ‘ Oh, 
George,’  she  says  at  once,  ‘you  don’t  love 
me  as  you  used  to;  I know  you  don’t.’ 
‘Yes,  I do,  Rosina,’  he  said — ‘yes,  I do, 
but  I must  breathe.’  ” 

And  with  that  our  young  artist  friend 
glided  silently  from  the  room. 

i/envoi. 

Ben, 

Saif  how  or  when 
Shall  we^  thy  yuenis, 

Med  at  those  lyHc  feaats 
Made  at  the  Sun, 

Dog,  the  Triple  Tuni" 

Now  it  might  be  pleasant  enough,  if  not 
exiictly  profitable,  to  follow  our  further 
and  devious  journeyings,  beginning  the 
very  next  day  with  a plunge  into  Ai*cadia 
(for,  as  every  one  knows,  Wilton  House 
is  quite  close  to  Salisbury,  and  Sir  Philip 
Sidney,  when  he  lived  there  and  wrote  his 
book,  had  not  to  go  far  afield  for  the  fea- 
tures of  his  beautiful  imaginary  land),  and 
thereafter  passing  along  through  Dorset 
and  Devon  and  Cornw^all,  and  doubling 
back  again,  until  we  find  ourselves  once 
more  at  the  corner  of  Trafalgar  Square. 
But  neither  time  nor  space  permits,  and  it 
becomes  needful,  therefore,  to  say  farewell. 
Only  a word  may  be  added  to  this  effect: 
that  even  here  at  Salisbury  our  Bell  had 
already  amved  at  the  conclusion  that  she 
is  not,  as  contrasted  with  her  companions, 
so  desperately  old  after  all ; and  also  that 
the  young  people  of  these  days,  despite  an 
occasional  predilection  for  pseudo-science 
or  the  decoration  of  a bachelor  house,  do 
not  differ  very  much  from  the  young  peo- 
ple of  a dozen  yeai*s  ago.  For  the  rest, 
this  trip,  even  so  far  as  it  has  gone,  has 
but.  confirmed  her  in  her  old  belief  that 
England  is  out  and  away  the  most  beauti- 
ful country  in  all  the  world.  And  so  now, 
at  the  door  of  this  White  Hart  hotel — 
the  photographer  having  done  his  besi;  or 
his  worst— the  Star-spangled  Scotchman 
with  the  ribbons  in  his  hand,  the  little 
crowd  w’iaiting  to  see  us  depart,  and  the 
horn  uplifted  to  give  the  signal — we  say 
good-by,  glad  enougli,  some  of  us,  to  have 
the  chance  of  observing  these  innocent 
young  people,  as  is  the  right  and  privilege 
of  their  years,  make  their  firet  entrance 
into  the  green  world  of  Arcady. 
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Wlien  the  sweet  maid  is  laid  upon  the  bier, 

Shuter  and  I shall  be  chief  mourners  here. 

To  her  a mawkish  drab  of  spurious  breed, 

Who  deals  in  sentimentals,  will  succeed! 

Poor  Ned  and  I are  dead  to  all  intents; 

We  can  as  soon  speak  Greek  as  sentiments! 

Both  nervous  grown,  to  keep  our  spirits  up, 

We  now  and  then  take  down  a hearty  cup. 

What  shall  we  do  ? If  Comedy  forsake  us, 

They’ll  turn  us  out,  and  no  one  else  will  take  us. 

But,  why  can’t  I be  moral  ? — Let  me  try — 

My  heart  thus  pressing — fix’d  my  face  and  eye, 
With  a sententious  look,  that  nothing  means 
(Faces  are  blocks  in  sentimental  scenes). 

Thus  I begin: — All  is  not  gold  that  glitters; 
Pleasures  seem  sweet,  but  prove  a glass  of  bitters. 
When  ignorance  enters,  Folly  is  at  hand; 
Learning  is  better  far  than  house  and  land. 

Let  not  your  virtue  trip;  who  trips  may  stumble. 
And  virtue  is  not  virtue,  if  she  tumble.” 

I give  it  up — morals  won’t  do  for  me; 

To  make  you  laugh,  I must  play  tragedy. 

One  hope  remains— hearing  the  maid  was  ill, 

A Doctor  comes  this  night  to  show  his  skill. 

To  cheer  her  lieart,  and  give  your  muscles  motion. 
He,  in  Five  Draughts  prepared,  presents  a potion : 
A kind  of  magic  charm — for  be  assured, 

If  you  will  swallow  it,  the  maid  is  cured: 

But  desp’rate  the  Doctor  and  her  case  is, 

If  you  reject  the  dose,  and  make  wry  faces! 

This  truth  he  boasts,  will  boast  it  while  he  lives. 
No  pois’nous  drugs  are  mix’d  in  what  he  gives. 
Should  he  succeed,  you’ll  give  him  his  degree; 

If  not,  within  he  will  receive  no  fee! 

The  college,  you,  must  his  pretensions  back, 
Pronounce  him  Regular,  or  dub  him  Quack. 
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ing  Mnll  be  so  formal,  and  so  like  a thing  of  business,  that  I shall  find  no  room 
for  friendship  or  esteem. 

Hard.  Depend  upon  it,  child,  I never  will  control  your  choice ; but  Mr. 
Marlow,  whom  I have  pitched  upon,  is  the  son  of  my  old  friend  Sir  Charles 
Marlow,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me  talk  so  often.  The  young  gentleman  has 
been  bred  a scholar,  and  is  designed  for  an  employment  in  the  service  of  his 
country.  I am  told  he’s  a man  of  an  excellent  understanding. 

Miss  Hard.  Is  he  ? 

Hard.  Very  generous. 

Miss  Hard.  I believe  I shall  like  him. 

Hard.  Young  and  brave. 

Miss  Hard.  I’m  sure  I shall  like  him. 

Hard.  And  very  handsome. 

Miss  Hard.  My  dear  papa,  say  no  more  (kissing  Ms  hand) ; he’s  mine ; I'll 
have  him. 

Hard.  And  to  crown  all,  Kate,  he’s  one  of  the  most  bashful  and  reserved 
young  fellows  in  the  world. 

Miss  Hard.  Eh ! you  have  frozen  me  to  death  again.  That  word  reserved 
has  undone  all  the  rest  of  his  accomplishments.  A reserved  lov'er,  it  is  said, 
always  makes  a suspicious  husband. 

Hard.  On  the  contrary,  modesty  seldom  resides  in  a breast  that  is  not 
enriched  with  nobler  virtues.  It  was  the  very  feature  in  his  character  that 
first  struck  me. 

Miss  Hard.  He  must  have  more  striking  features  to  catch  me,  I promise 
you.  However,  if  he  be  so  young,  so  handsome,  and  so  everything  as  you 
mention,  I believe  he’ll  do  still.  I think  I’ll  have  him. 

Hard.  Ay,  Kate,  but  there  is  still  an  obstacle.  It’s  more  than  an  even 
wager  he  maj'  not  have  you. 

Miss  Hard.  My  dear  papa,  why  will  you  mortify  one  so?  Well,  if  he 
refuses,  instead  of  breaking  my  heart  at  his  indifference,  I’ll  onl}'  break  my  glass 
for  its  flattery,  set  my  cap  to  some  newer  fashion,  and  look  out  for  some  less 
difficult  admirer. 

Hard.  Bravely  resolved ! In  the  mean  time  I’ll  go  prepare  the  servants 
for  his  reception : as  we  seldom  see  company,  they  want  as  much  training  as  a 
company  of  recruits  the  first  day’s  muster.  [^Exit. 

Miss  Hard.  {Alone.)  Lnd,  this  news  of  papa’s  puts  me  all  in  a flutter. 
Young,  handsome ; these  he  put  last ; but  I put  them  foremost.  Sensible, 
good-natured ; I like  all  that.  But  then  reserved  and  sheepish,  that’s  much 
against  him.  Yet  can’t  he  be  cured  of  his  timidity,  by  being  taught  to  be  proud 
of  his  wife?  Yes;  and  can’t  I — But  I vow  I’m  disposing  of  the  husband 
before  I have  secured  the  lover. 

Eater  Miss  Nkville. 

Miss  Hard.  I’m  glad  you’re  come,  Neville,  my  dear.  Tell  me,  Constance, 
how  do  I look  this  evening?  Is  there  anything  whimsical  about  me?  Is  it 
one  of  my  well-looking  days,  child  ? Am  I in  face  to-day  ? 

Miss  Nev.  Perfectly,  my  dear.  Yet  now  I look  again — bless  me! — sure  no 
accident  has  happened  among  the  canary-birds  or  the  gold-fishes!  Has  your 
brother  or  the  cat  been  meddling  ? or  has  the  last  novel  been  too  moving  ? 
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She  took  her  son  and  daughter  tlirough 
The  pathway  in  the  wood, 

And  hurried  on  till  they  before 
Earl  Carlon's  castle  stood. 

The  teai*s  they  gathered  in  her  eyes 
The  olden  pile  to  see. 

“My  home  was  there,”  slie  murmured 
low; 

“My  father — where  is  he?” 

With  knights  around  rode  up  the  Earl, 
And  stopped  his  steed,  and  said: 
“This  woman  is  my  daughter  May, 
Whom  I have  mourned  as  dead. — 
Fair  welcome  back  I This  hour  repays 
For  years  of  grief  and  pain. 

But  be  you  maid,  or  be  you  wife  ? 

And  whose  these  children  twain  i " 

“IVe  lived  a wife  ten  yeai*s  or  more. 
Five  miles  beyond  these  towers; 

Amal  the  ogi*e  is  my  lord; 

These  children  twain  are  oui*s. 

A loving  husband  has  he  been, 

And  ever  kind  to  me, 

And  honors  self  in  all  his  deeds, 

An  ogre  though  he  be.” 

And  then  Amal  came  riding  up. 

To  seek  his  dear  ones  three. 

Earl  Carlon's  brow  grew  black  with  wratli, 
And  “Seize  the  wretch!”  said  he. 

And  ere  Amal  could  draw  his  sword. 

To  serve  him  in  his  need, 

A score  of  burly  men-at-arms 

Had  dragged  him  from  his  steed. 

“Unhappy  woman,”  cried  the  Earl, 
“Learn,  to  thy  deep  despair, 

The  lord  thou  lov^est  is  the  one 
Who  slew  thy  cousin  s heir. 

When  died  our  kinsman  Ethelred, 

He  slew  his  only  son. 

And  kept  by  force  of  gramaiye 
The  lands  the  murder  won. 

“He  closed  your  eyes  by  wicked  arts. 
By  magic  spells  and  dread. 

Or  with  an  ogre  foul  as  he 
You  never  could  have  wed. 

And  you  and  these  shall  dwell  at  home. 
My  children  all  to  be; 

But  for  Amal — I’ll  hang  him  high 
Upon  the  gallows-tree.” 

She  bent  her  low,  the  Lady  May, 

Wliile  tears  fell  o'er  her  face — 

She  l>ent  her  low,  and  on  lu*r  knee 
Implor(‘d  her  father's  grace. 


“For  know  the  truth,”  she  sobbing  said, 
“An  ogre  though  he  be. 

The  man  whom  you  to  death  would  doom 
Is  all  the  world  to  me.” 

“ Rise  up,  my  daughter,”  cried  the  Earl ; 

“Your  prayers  are  all  in  vain; 

I've  sworn  before  I rest  to-night 
Tlie  ogre  shall  be  slain. 

Were  I forsworn  it  were  disgrace 
To  one  of  lineage  high: 

From  hence  the  ogre's  form  shall  pass. 
Or  I shall  surely  die.” 

She  mse,  and  snatched  a sword  from  one 
Of  those  w'ho  stood  around. 

And  sprang  to  where  the  ogre  stood, 
And  cut  the  bands  that  bound. 

“Draw  forth  your  sword,  my  lord,''  she 
cried ; 

“We'll  fight  it  out  amain; 

They  shall  not  grace  the  gallows-tree 
Till  both  of  us  be  slain.” 

When,  lo!  upon  her  words  there  came 
A change  of  form  and  face ; 

The  loathly  ogre  grew  to  be 
A knight  of  courtly  grace, 

A stalwart  knight  of  stately  mien — 

A hideous  thing  no  more. 

“ And  who  art  thou,”  Earl  Carlon  cried, 
“Who  ogi*e  was  before?” 

“I  am  thy  cousin’s  son;  by  me 
Amal  the  ogre  fell; 

But,  dying,  through  his  gramarye 
Upon  me  laid  a spell. 

That  I should  take  his  name  and  shape, 
And  in  his  mind  should  be. 

Until  some  woman  pui’e  and  fair 
Should  risk  her  life  for  me. 

“The  wife  I gained  without  thy  will 
From  thrall  her  lord  hath  won; 
To-day  you  have  your  daughter  back, 
And  with  her  take  a son.” 

“In  faith,  I shall,”  Earl  Carlon  said; 

“And  pleasant  'tis,  I wis. 

When  from  an  ogre's  form  there  springs 
A son  as  fair  as  this  I'' 

Eiirl  Carlon  lies  in  cloistered  earth; 

The  rest  have  passed  away; 

The  castle  wliere  they  lived  and  died 
Is  now  in  ruins  gray. 

But  wliere  the  ogre  bore  his  bride 
Four  stately  towers  are  found. 

And  these  are  Ogrecastle  styled 
By  all  who  dwell  around. 
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A BIHARI  MILL  SONG. 


The  subjoined  translation  is  from  a 
Jat'aaVy  or  mill  song*,  sung  by  the 
Hindoo  women  of  Shahabad  while  grind- 
ing their  morning  grain.  The  text  and 
prose  version  of  the  original  Bhojpuri  are 
given  in  an  admirable  paper  in  the  April 
number  of  the  Journal  of  the  Royal  Asiat- 
ic  Society y by  George  A.  Grierson,  B.C.S., 


magistrate  of  Patna.  These  Jafaars  are 
always  of  a patlietic  character,  with  a mo- 
notonous, unmeaning  refrain.  The  Mirza 
in  this  song  is  one  of  the  Muhammedaii 
conquerors  of  India,  and  Horil  Singh  a 
Rajput  dependent;  and  it  relates  how  the 
sister  of  the  latter  killed  herself  rather 
than  marry  with  a detested  Muslim. 


SONG  OF  THE  MILL. 


Of  eight  great  beams  the  boat  was  wrought, 
Wim  four  red  rOw-pins.  Iloo-ra-jee! 

When  Mirza  Saheb  spied  at  the  Ghaut 
Bliagbati  bathing.  Hoo-ra-jee! 

•‘O  girls,  that  hither  your  chatties  bring, 
Who  is  this  bathing?”  Hoo-ra-jee! 

“The  head  of  our  village  is  Horil  Singh; 

Tis  the  Rajas  sister.’^  IloO’rajee! 

“Run  thou,  barl)er!  and,  peon,  run  thou! 

Bring  hither  that  Rajpht!”  Hoo-rn  jee! 

“O  girls,  who  carry  the  chatties,  now, 

Which  is  his  dwelling?”  Hoo-ra-jee! 

“The  dwelling  of  Horil  Singh  looks  north, 
And  north  of  the  door  is  a sandal-tree.” 
With  arms  fast  bound  they  brought  him  forth. 
“Salaam  to  the  Mirza l’’  Hoo-rajee! 

“Take,  Horil  Singh,  this  basket  of  gold. 

And  give  me  thy  sister,  Bhagbati.” 

“Fire  burn  thy  basket!”  he  answered,  bold; 
“My  sister’s  a Rajpflt!”  Ifoo-ra-jeef 

Horil’s  wife  came  down  from  her  house; 

She  weeps  in  the  court-yard.  “Cui*s^d  be. 
()  sister-in  law,  thy  beautiful  brows! 

My  husband  is  chained  for  them !”  Hoo-ra-fr  ! 

“O  sister-in-law,  of  the  house  take  charge, 
And  the  duties  therein,”  quoth  Bhagbati. 
“Thy  Horil  Singh  shall  be  set  at  large; 

I go  to  release  him.”  Hoo-rajee! 

When  Bhagbati  came  to  the  Mirza’s  hall. 
Low  she  salaamed  to  him.  lloo-ra-jee  ! 
“The  fetters  of  Horil  Singh  let  fall, 

If,  Mirza,”  she  said,  “thou  desirest  me. 

“ If,  Mirza,”  she  said,  “thou  wouldst  have  my 
love, 

Dye  me  a bride-cloth,”  Hoo-rajee! 
“Saffron  Ixmeath  and  vermilion  above. 

Fit  for  a Rajpilt.”  H)o-ra-jte! 

“If,  Mirza,”  she  said,  “I  am  fair  in  thine 
eyes. 

And  mine  is  thy  heart,  now,”  Hoo-ra-jee! 
“Command  me  jewels  of  rich  device, 

Fit  for  a RjijpQt.”  Hoo-ra-jec! 

“If.  Mirza,”  she  said,  “I  must  do  ibis  thing, 
Quitting  my  pe<»ple,”  Him-rajee! 


“The  palanquin  and  the  beard’s  bring, 

That  I go  not  afoot  from  them.  ” Hw-ra-jee  t 

Smiling,  he  bade  the  dyers  haste 
To  dye  her  a bride-cloth.  Hoo-ra  jee! 
Weeping,  weeping,  around  her  waist 
Bhagbati  bound  it.  Hoo-rajee! 

Smiling,  he  bought,  from  the  goldsmiths’ 
best, 

Jewels  unparalleled.  Hoo-rajee! 

Weeping,  weeping,  on  neck  and  breast 
Bhagbati  clasped  them.  Hoo-rajee! 

Joyously  smiling,  “Bring  forth,”  he  cried, 

‘ ‘ My  gilded  palanquin !”  Hoo-  ra -jee  ! 
Bitterly  weeping,  entered  the  bride, 

Beaut  i f u 1 Bhagbati.  Hoo-  ra  -jee  ! 

A koss,  and  a half  a koss,  went  they, 

And  another  koss  after.  Ho<f-rajee! 
Bhagbati  thirsted;  “Bearers!  stay! 

I would  drink  at  the  tank  here.”  Hoo-ra-jee ! 

“Take  from  my  cup,”  the  Mirza  said. 

“Another  day  I will  take,”  quoth  she; 

“ But  this  was  my  father’s  tank,  who  is  dead. 
And  it  soon  will  be  distant.”  Hoo-ra-jee! 

She  quaffed  one  draught  from  her  hollowed 
palm; 

And  again  she  dipped  it;  Hoo-rajee! 

Then  leaped  in  the  water,  dark  and  calm. 
And  sank  from  the  sight  of  them.  Henj-ra-jee  r 

Sorely  the  Mirza  bewailed;  and  hid 
His  face  in  his  cloth,  for  rage  to  Ik'. 

So  mocked.  “See,  now!  in  all  .she  did, 
Bhagbati  fooled  me!”  Hoo-ra-jee! 

Grieving,  the  Mirza  cast  a net. 

Drawing  the  water.  Hmhra-jee! 

Only  shells  and  weeds  did  he  get — 

Shells  and  water- weeds.  Hoo-rajee! 

Laughing,  a net  cast  Horil  Singh, 

Drawing  the  water.  Hoo-rn-jee! 

Lo!  at  the  first  sweep,  uf)  they  bring, 

Dead,  cold,  Bhagbati,  sweet  to  see. 

Laughing,  homeward  the  Rajpiit  wends. 

Eating  his  b<‘tel;  “For  now,”  quoth  lie. 
“In  honor  the  leap  of  Bhagbati  ends 
Three  generations!”  Hoo-ra  jee  ! 
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XIII. 


WEBB’S  silent  entrance  had  not  been 
so  quiet  but  that  Burt  heard  him. 
Scarcely  had  lie  gained  his  room  before  the 
younger  brother  knocked,  and  followed 
him  in  without  waiting.  “Where  have 
you  been  at  this  time  of  night?”  he  ex- 
claimed. “You  are  infringing  on  ghost- 
ly hours,  and  ai'e  beginning  to  look  like  a 
ghost,”  for  Webb  had  thrown  himself  into 
a chair,  and  was  haggard  from  the  exhaus- 
tion of  his  long  conflict.  The  light  and 
kindly  way  in  which  he  answered  his  bro- 
ther proved  that  he  was  victor. 

“Webb,”  said  Burt,  putting  his  hand  on 
the  elder  brother’s  shoulder,  ‘ ‘ you  saved 
my  life  last  winter,  and  life  has  become  of 
immense  value  to  me.  If  you  had  not  found 
me,  Webb,  I should  have  missed  a happi- 
ness that  falls  to  the  lot  of  few — a happi- 
ness of  which  all  your  science  can  never 
give  you,  you  old  delver,  even  an  idea.  I 
meant  to  tell  mother  and  father  first,  but 
I feel  to-night  how  much  I owe  to  your 
brave,  patient  search,  and  I want  your  con- 
gratulations.” 

“I  think  you  might  have  told  father 
and  mother  last  night,  for  I suppose  it’s 
morning  now.” 

“I  did  not  get  home  in  time^  and  did 
not  wish  to  excite  mother  and  spoil  her 
rest.” 

“Well,  then,  you  might  hav^e  come 
home  earlier  or  gone  later.  Oh,  I know 
all  about  it.  I’m  not  blind.” 

“By  Jove!  I think  not,  if  you  know 
all  about  what  I didn’t  know  and  could 
scarcely  believe  possible  myself  till  an 
hour  or  two  since.” 

“ What  on  earth  are  you  driving  at  ? I 
think  you  might  have  staid  at  home  with 
Amy  to-night  of  all  times.  An  accident, 
Burt,  revealed  to  me  your  success,  and  I 
do  congratulate  you  most  sincerely.  You 
have  now  the  truest  and  loveliest  girl  in 
the  world.” 

“That’s  true ; but  what  possible  accident 
could  have  revealed  the  fact  to  you  ?” 

“Don’t  think  I was  spying  upon  you. 
From  the  top  of  a ladder  in  the  orchard  I 
saw,  as  the  result  of  a casual  glance,  your 
reward  to  Amy  for  words  that  must  have 
been  very  satisfactory.” 

Burt  began  to  laugh  as  if  he  could  not 
control  himself.  “What  a surprise  I 
have  for  you  all!”  he  said.  “I  went 
VoL.  LXX.— No.  415.— 4 
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where  I did  last  night  with  Amy’s  full 
knowledge  and  consent.  She  never  cared 
a rap  for  me,  but  the  only  other  girl  in 
the  world  who  is  her  equal  does,  and  her 
name  is  Gertrude  Hargrove.” 

Webb  gave  a great  start  and  sunk  into 

chair. 

“Don’t  be  so  taken  aback,  old  fellow. 
I suppose  you  and  the  rest  had  set  your 
hearts  on  my  marrying  Amy.  You  have 
only  to  follow  Amy’s  example,  and  give 
me  your  blessing.  Yes,  you  saw  me  give 
Amy  a very  grateful  and  affectionate 
greeting  last  evening.  She’s  the  dearest 
little  sister  that  ever  a man  had,  and  that's 
all  she  ever  wanted  to  be  to  me.  I felt 
infernally  mean  when  I came  to  her  yes- 
terday, for  I was  in  an  awkward  strait. 
I had  promised  to  wait  for  her  till  she 
did  care,  but  she  told  me  that  there  was 
no  use  in  waiting,  and  I don’t  believe  there 
would  have  been.  She  would  have  seen 
some  one  in  the  future  who  would  awaken 
a very  different  feeling  from  any  that  I 
could  ever  inspire,  and  then  if  she  had 
promised  herself  to  me  she  would  have  been 
in  the  same  predicament  that  I was.  She 
is  the  best  and  most  sensible  little  girl  that 
ever  breathed,  and  feels  toward  me  just  as 
she  does  toward  you,  only  she  very  justly 
thinks  you  have  forgotten  more  than  I 
ever  knew.  As  for  Gertrude — hang  it 
all ! what’s  the  use  of  trying  to  explain  ? 
You’ll  say  I’m  at  my  old  tricks,  but  I’m 
not.  You’ve  seen  how  circumstances 
have  brought  us  together,  and  I tell  you 
my  eye  and  heart  are  filled  now  for  all 
time.  She  will  be  over  to-morrow,  and  I 
want  her  to  receive  the  greeting  she  de- 
serves.” 

The  affair  seemed  of  such  tremendous 
importance  to  Burt  that  he  was  not  in 
the  least  surprised  that  Webb  was  deeply 
moved,  and  fortunately  he  talked  long 
enough  to  give  his  brother  time  to  regain 
his  self-control.  Webb  did  congratulate 
him  in  a way  that  was  entirely  satisfac- 
tory, and  then  bundled  him  out  of  the 
room  in  the  most  summary  manner,  say- 
ing, “Because  you  are  a hare-brained 
lover  you  shouldn’t  keep  sane  people  awake 
any  longer.”  It  w^ere  hard  to  say,  liow- 
ever,  who  was  the  less  sane  that  night, 
Webb  or  Burt.  The  former  threw  open 
his  window  and  gazed  at  the  moon  lit 
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mountains  in  long  deep  ecstasy.  Unlike 
Burt’s,  his  more  intense  feeling  would  find 
quiet  expression.  All  he  knew  was  that 
there  was  a chance  for  him,  that  he  had 
the  right  to  put  forth  the  best  effort  of 
which  he  was  capable,  and  he  thanked 
God  for  that.  At  the  same  time  he  re- 
membered Amy’s  parable  of  the  rose. 
He  would  woo  as  warily  as  earnestly. 
With  Burt's  experience  before  his  eyes,  he 
would  never  stun  her  with  sudden  and 
violent  declarations.  His  love,  like  Sun- 
shine, would  seek  to  develop  the  fiower  of 
her  love. 

He  was  up  and  out  in  the  October  dawn, 
too  happy  and  excited  for  sleep.  His 
weariness  was  gone;  his  sinews  seemed 
braced  with  steel  as  he  strode  to  a lofty 
eminence.  No  hue  on  the  richly  tinted 
leaves  was  brighter  than  his  hope,  and  the 
cool  pure  air  in  which  there  was  as  yet 
no  frostiness  was  like  exhilarating  wine. 
From  the  height  he  looked  down  on  his 
home — the  loved  casket  of  the  more  dearly 
prized  jewel.  He  looked  over  the  broad 
acres  on  which  he  had  toiled,  remember- 
ing with  a dull  wonder  that  once  he  had 
been  satisfied  with  their  material  prod- 
ucts. Now  there  was  a glamour  upon 
them,  and  upon  all  the  landscape.  The 
river  gleamed  and  sparkled ; the  mount- 
ains flamed  like  the  plumage  of  some  trop- 
ical bird.  The  world  was  transfigured. 
The  earth  and  his  old  materiality  became 
the  foundation-stones  on  which  his  awak- 
ened mind,  kindled  and  made  iK)etic, 
should  rear  an  airy  yet  enduring  struc- 
ture of  beauty  consecrated  to  Amy. 

They  were  all  at  the  breakfast  table 
when  he  returned,  and  this  plotter  against 
Amy’s  peace  entered  and  greeted  her  with 
a very  quiet  “ Gootl- morning,”  but  he  laid 
beside  her  j>late  a four-leaved  clover  which 
he  luul  espied  on  his  way  back. 

“Thanks,  Webb,”  slie  said,  with  eyes 
full  of  merriment.  “I  foi*esee  an  amazing 
amount  of  good  luck  in  this  little  emblem. 
Indeed,  I feel  sure  that  startling  proofs  of 
it  will  occur  to-day,”  and  she  looked  sig- 
nificantlj"  at  Burt,  who  laughed  very  con- 
sciously. 

“What  mischief  has  Burt  been  up  to, 
Amy?”  Mrs.  Clifford  asked.  “He  was 
ready  to  explcxle  with  suppressed  some- 
thing last  evening  at  supper,  and  now  he 
is  effervescing  in  somewhat  different 
style,  but  quite  as  remarkably.  You  boys 
needn’t  think  you  can  hide  anything  from 
mother  very  long ; she  knows  you  too  well.  ” 


Both  Webb  and  Burt,  with  Amy,  began 
to  laugh,  and  they  looked  at  each  other 
as  if  there  was  a good  deal  that  mother 
did  not  know. 

“ Webb  and  Amy  have  evidently  some 
joke  on  Burt,  ’’remarked  Leonard.  ‘ ‘Webb 
was  out  last  night,  and  I bet  a pippin  he 
caught  Burt  flirting  with  Miss  Hargrove.” 

“Oh,  Burt!” cried  Amy,  in  mock  indig- 
nation. 

“ Nonsense !”  said  his  mother.  “ Burt 
is  going  to  settle  down  now  and  be  steady. 
We'll  make  him  sign  a pledge  before  he 
goes  West,  won't  we,  Amy  ?” 

“ Yes,  indeed,”  gasped  Amy,  almost  be- 
side herself  with  merriment.  “He'll  have 
to  sign  one  in  big  capitals.” 

“ Burt,”  said  his  father,  looking  at  him 
over  his  spectacles,  “you've  been  getting 
yourself  in  some  scrape,  as  sure  as  the 
world.  That’s  right,  Amy ; you  laugh  at 
him  well,  and — ” 

“A  truce!”  exclaimed  Burt.  “If  I’m 
in  a scrape,  I don't  propose  to  get  out  of 
it,  but  rather  to  make  you  all  share  in  it. 
As  Amy  says,  her  four-leaved  clover  will 
prove  a true  prophet,  green  as  it  looks.  I 
now  beg  off,  and  shall  prove  that  my  scrape 
has  not  spoiled  my  appetite.” 

“Well,”  said  Leonard,  “I  never  could 
find  any  four-leaved  clovers,  but  I’ve  had 
good  luck,  haven’t  I,  Maggie  ?” 

“You  had  indeed,  when  you  came 
courting  me.” 

‘ ‘ How  about  Maggie's  luck  ?”  asked  Burt. 

“ I am  satisfied,”  began  Webb,  “ that  I 
could  develop  acres  of  four-leaved  clover. 
Some  plants  have  this  peculiarity.  I have 
counted  twenty  odd  on  one  root.  If  seed 
from  such  a plant  was  sown,  and  then  seed 
selected  again  from  the  new  plants  most 
characterized  by  this  ‘sport, ’I  believe  the 
trait  would  become  fixed,  and  we  could 
have  a field  of  four-leaved  clover.  New 
varieties  of  fruits,  vegeUbles,  and  flowers 
are  often  thus  developed  from  chance 
‘sports'  or  abnormal  specimens.” 

“Just  hear  Webb!”  said  Amy,  laugh- 
ing. “He  would  turn  this  ancient  sym- 
bol of  fortune  into  a marketable  commod- 
ity !" 

“ Partlon  me,  I was  saying  what  might 
be  done,  not  what  I proposed  to  do.  I 
found  this  emblem  of  goo<l  luck  by 
chance,  and  I picked  it  with  the  ‘wish’  at- 
tached to  the  stem.  Thus  to  the  utmost  I 
have  honored  the  superstition,  and  you 
have  only  to  make  your  wish  to  carry  it 
out  fully.” 
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“ My  wishes  are  vain,  and  all  the  four- 
leaved clovers  in  the  world  wouldn’t  help 
them.  I wish  I was  a scientific  problem, 
a crop  that  required  great  skill  to  devel- 
op, a rare  rose  that  all  the  rose-maniacs 
were  after,  a new  theory  that  required  a 
great  deal  of  consideration  and  investiga- 
tion, and  accompanied  with  experiments 
that  needed  much  observation,  and  any 
number  of  other  t-i-o-n  shuns.  Then  I 
shouldn’t  be  left  alone  evenings  by  the 
great  inquiring  mind  of  the  family.  Burt’s 
going  away,  and,  as  his  father  says,  has 
got  into  a scrape ; so  what  is  to  become  of 
me  ?” 

They  all  rose  from  the  table  amid  gen- 
eral laughter,  of  which  Webb  and  Burt 
were  equally  the  objects,  and  on  the  faces 
of  those  not  in  the  secret  there  was  much 
perplexed  curiosity. 

Burt’s  interview  with  his  parents,  their 
mingled  surprise,  pleasure,  and  disappoint- 
ment, and  their  deep  sympathy,  need  not 
be  dwelt  upon.  Mr.  Clifford  was  desirous 
of  first  seeing  Amy  and  satisfying  him- 
self that  she  did  not  in  any  degree  feel 
herself  slighted  or  treated  in  bad  faith; 
but  his  wife,  with  her  low  laugh,  said: 
**Rest  assured,  father,  Burt  is  right.  He 
has  won  nothing  more  from  Amy  than 
sisterly  love,  though  I had  hoped  that  he 
might  in  time.  After  all,  perhaps  it  is 
best.  We  shall  keep  Amy,  and  gain  a 
new  daughter  that  we  have  already  learn- 
ed to  admire  and  love.” 

Burt’s  mind  was  too  full  of  the  one 
great  tlieme  to  remember  what  Mr.  Har- 
grove had  said  about  the  Western  land, 
and  w’hen  at  last  Miss  Hargrove  came  to 
say  good-by,  with  a blushing  conscious- 
ness quite  unlike  her  usual  self-possession, 
he  was  enchanted  anew,  and  so  were  all 
the  household.  The  old  people's  recep- 
tion seemed  like  a l^enediction ; Amy  ban- 
ished the  faintest  trace  of  doubt  by  her 
- mirthful  ecstasies;  and  after  their  mount- 
ain experience  there  was  no  ice  to  break 
between  Gertrude  and  Maggie. 

The  former  was  pei*suaded  to  defer  her 
triptoNew  York  until  the  morrow.  When 
Leonard  came  down  to  dinner,  Burt  took 
Gertrude’s  hand,  and  said,  “Now,  Len, 
this  is  your  only  chance  to  give  your 
consent;  you  can’t  have  any  dinner  till 
you  do.” 

His  swift  deprecating  look  at  Amy’s 
laughing  face  re-assured  him.  “Well,” 
he  said,  slowly,  as  if  trying  to  compre- 
hend it  all,  “I  do  believe  I’m  growing 


old.  My  eyesight  must  be  failing  sadly. 
When  did  all  this  take  place  ?” 

“ Your  eyesight  is  not  to  blame,  Leon- 
ard, ” said  his  wife,  with  much  superiori- 
ty. “ It's  because  you  are  only  a man.” 

“That’s  all  I ever  pretended  to  be.” 
Then,  with  a dignity  that  almost  surprised 
Gertrude,  he,  as  eldest  brother,  welcomed 
her  in  simple,  heart-felt  words. 

At  the  dinner  table  Miss  Hargrove  re- 
ferred to  the  Western  land.  Burt  laid 
down  his  knife  and  fork  and  exclaimed, 
“I  declare  I forgot  all  about  it!” 

Miss  Hargrove  laughed  heartily  as  she 
said,  “That  is  a high  tribute  to  me,”  and 
then  explained  that  her  father  had  said 
that  the  Clifford  tract  in  the  West  adjoin- 
ed his  own,  that  it  would  soon  be  .very 
valuable,  and  that  he  was  interested  in 
the  railroad  that  was  approaching  it.  “I 
left  him,”  she  concluded,  “poring  over 
maps,  and  he  told  me  to  say  to  you,  sir”  (to 
Mr.  Clifford),  “ that  he  wished  to  see  you 
soon.” 

“How  about  the  four-leaved  clover 
now  ?”  cried  Amy. 

In  the  evening  a great  pitcher  of  cider 
fresh  from  the  press,  fianked  by  dishes  of 
golden  fall  pippins  and  grapes,  was  placed 
on  the  table.  They  roasted  chestnuts  on 
hickory  coals,  and  every  one,  even  to  the 
invalid,  seemed  to  glow  with  a kindred 
warmth  and  happiness.  The  city  belle 
contrasted  the  true  home  atmosphere  with 
the  grand  air  of  a city  house,  and  thanked 
GUkI  for  her  choice.  At  an  early  hour  she 
said  good-by  for  a bnef  time,  and  departed 
with  Burt.  He  was  greeted  with  stately 
courtesy  by  Mrs.  Hargrove  hei*self,  whom 
her  husband  and  the  prospective  value  of 
the  Western  land  had  reconciled  to  the 
momentous  event.  Burt  and  Gertrude 
were  formally  engaged,  and  he  declared 
his  intention  of  accompanying  her  to  the 
city  to  procure  the  significant  diamond. 

After  the  culminating  scenes  of  Burt’s 
little  drama,  life  went  on  very  serenely 
and  quietly  at  the  Clifford  home.  Out  of 
school-houi’s,  Alf,  Johnnie,  and  Ned  vied 
with  the  squirrels  in  gathering  their  hoard 
of  various  nuts.  The  boughs  in  the  or- 
chard grew  lighter  daily.  Frost  came,  as 
Webb  predicted,  and  dahlias,  salvias,  and 
other  Howei's  that  had  flamed  and  glowed 
till  almost  the  middle  of  October  turned 
black  in  one  morning's  sun.  The  butter- 
nut-trees had  already  lost  their  foliage, 
and  the  leaves  from  many  others  were 
fluttering  down  in  every  breeze  like  many- 
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hued  gems.  The  richer  bronzed  colors  of 
the  oak  were  predominating  in  the  land- 
scape, and  only  the  apple,  cherry,  and  wil- 
low trees  about  the  house  kept  up  the  green 
suggestion  of  summer. 

Webb  permitted  no  marked  change  in 
his  manner.  He  toiled  steadily  with 
Leonard  in  gathering  the  fall  produce 
and  in  preparing  for  winter,  but  Amy 
noticed  that  his  old  preoccupied  look  was 
passing  away.  Daily  he  appeared  to  grow 
more  genial,  and  to  have  more  time  and 
thought  for  her.  With  increasing  won- 
der she  learned  the  richness  and  fullness 
of  his  mind.  In  the  evenings  he  read 
aloud  to  them  all  with  his  strong  mu- 
sical intonation,  in  which  die  author's 
thought  was  emphasized  so  clearly  that  it 
seemed  to  have  double  the  fprce  that  it 
possessed  when  she  read  the  same  words 
herself.  He  found  time  for  occasional 
rambles  and  horseback  excursions,  and 
was  so  companionable  during  long  rainy 
days  that  they  seemed  to  her  the  brightest 
of  the  week.  Maggie  smiled  to  herself, 
and  saw  that  Webb's  spell  was  working. 
He  was  making  himself  so  quietly  and 
unobtrusively  essential  to  Amy  that  she 
would  find  half  of  her  life  gone  if  she 
were  separated  from  him. 

Gertrude  returned  for  a short  time, 
and  then  went  to  the  city  for  the  winter. 
Burt’s  orbit  was  hard  to  calculate.  He  was 
much  in  New  York,  and  often  with  Mr. 
Hargrove,  from  whom  he  was  receiving 
instructions  in  regard  to  his  Western  ex- 
pedition. That  gentleman’s  opinion  of 
Burt’s  business  capacity  grew  more  favor- 
able daily,  for  the  young  fellow  now  pro- 
posed to  show  that  he  meant  to  take  life  in 
earnest.  “If  this  mood  lasts  he  will  make 
a trusty  young  lieutenant,”  the  merchant 
thought,  “and  I can  make  his  fortune 
while  furthering  mine.  ” Burt  had  plenty 
of  brains,  and  good  executive  ability  to 
carry  out  the  wiser  counsels  of  others, 
while  his  ea«y,  vivacious  manner  won  him 
friends  and  acceptance  everywhere. 

It  was  arranged,  after  his  departure,  that 
Amy  should  visit  her  friend  in  the  city, 
and  Webb  looked  forward  to  her  absence 
with  dread  and  self-depreciation,  fearing 
that  he  should  sulfer  by  contrast  with  the 
brilliant  men  of  society,  and  that  the  quiet 
country  life  would  seem  dull  indeed  there- 
after. 

Before  Amy  went  on  this  visit  there 
came  an  Indian  summer  morning  in  No- 
vember that  by  its  soft  dreamy  beauty 


wooed  every  one  out-of-doors.  “ Amy,”* 
said  Webb,  after  dinner,  “suppose  wo 
drive  over  to  West  Point,  and  return  by 
moonlight  ?”  She  was  delighted  with  the 
idea,  and  they  were  soon  slowly  ascend- 
ing the  mountain.  He  felt  that  this  was 
his  special  opportunity,  not  to  break  her 
trustful  unconsciousness,  but  to  reveal  hia 
power  to  interest  her  and  make  impres- 
sions that  should  be  enduring.  He  exert- 
ed every  faculty  to  please,  recalling  poetic 
and  legendary  allusions  connected  with 
the  trees,  plants,  and  scenes  by  which 
they  were  passing. 

“Oh,  Webb,  how  you  idealize  nature!’^ 
she  said.  “You  make  every  object  sug- 
gest something  fanciful,  beautiful,  or  en- 
tertaining. How  have  you  learned  to  do 
it  r 

“As  I told  you  last  Blaster -Sunday — 
how  long  ago  it  seems! — if  I have  any 
power  for  such  idealization,  it  is  largely 
through  your  influence.  My  knowledge 
was  much  like  the  trees  as  they  then  ap- 
peared. I was  prepared  for  better  things, 
but  the  time  for  them  had  not  yet  come. 
I had  studied  the  material  world  in  a ma- 
terial sort  of  way,  employing  my  mind 
with  facts  that  were  like  the  bare  branches 
and  twigs.  You  awakened  in  me  a sense 
of  the  beautiful  side  of  nature.  How  can 
I explain  it  ? Who  can  explain  the  rapid 
development  of  foliage  and  flowers  when 
all  is  ready  ?” 

“ But,  Webb,  you  appeared,  during  the 
summer,  to  go  back  to  your  old  material- 
ity worse  than  ever.  You  made  me  feel 
that  I had  no  power  to  do  anything  for 
you.  You  treated  me  as  if  I were  your 
very  little  sister  who  would  have  to  go  to 
school  a few  years  before  I could  be  your 
companion.” 

“Those  were  busy  days,”  he  replied, 
laughing.  “Besides^”  he  added,  hesita- 
tingly, “Burt  was  at  one  time  inclined  to 
be  jealous.  Of  course  it  was  very  absurd 
in  him,  but  I suppose  lovers  are  always  a 
little  absurd.” 

“I  should  think  it  was  absurd.  I saw 
whither  Burt  was  drifting  long  ago — at 
the  time  of  the  great  flood,  which  swept 
away  things  of  more  value  than  my  silly 
expectations.  What  a little  unsophistica- 
ted goose  I was!  I suppose  Johnnie  ex- 
pects to  be  maiTied  some  day,  and  in  much 
the  same  way  I looked  forward  to  woman’s 
fate ; and  since  you  all  seemed  to  wish 
that  it  should  be  Burt,  I thought,  ‘Why 
not  ?’  Wasn't  it  lucky  for  Burt,  and  in- 
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as  the  fancy  could  shape.  The  girl  sing- 
ing at  his  side  was  a mystery.  View- 
less walls  incased  her  spirit.  What  were 
her  hidden  and  innermost  thoughts  ? The 
supreme  gift  of  a boundless  love  over- 
flowed his  heart  to  his  very  lips.  She  was 
so  near,  and  the  spell  of  her  loveliness  so 
strong,  that  at  times  he  felt  that  he  must 
give  it  expression;  but  he  ever  restrained 
himself.  His  words  might  bring  pain  and 
consternation  into  the  peaceful  face.  She 
was  alone  with  him,  and  there  would  be 
no  escape  should  he  speak  now.  No;  he 
had  resolved  to  wait  till  her  heart  awoke 
by  its  own  impulses,  and  he  would  keep 
his  purpose  even  through  the  witchery  of 
that  moonlight  drive.  “How  strangely 
isolated  we  are,”  he  thought,  “that  such 
feeling  as  mine  can  fill  my  very  soul  with 
its  immense  desire,  and  she  not  be  aware  of 
anything  but  my  quiet,  fraternal  manner!” 

As  they  were  descending  the  home  slope 
of  the  mountain  they  witnessed  a rai*e  and 
beautiful  sight.  A few  light  clouds  had 
gathered  around  the  moon,  and  these  at 
last  opened  in  a rift.  The  rays  of  light 
through  the  misty  atmosphere  created  the 
perfect  colors  of  a rainbow,  and  this  phe- 
nomenon took  the  remarkable  form  of  a 
shield,  its  base  resting  upon  one  cloud,  and 
its  point  extending  into  a little  opening  in 
the  cloud  above. 

“Oh,  what  a perfect  shield !” cried  Amy. 
“Was  there  ever  anything  so  strange  and 
lovely?” 

Webb  checked  his  horse,  and  they  look- 
ed at  the  vision  with  wonder.  “I  never 
saw  anything  to  equal  that,”  said  Webb. 

“Is  it  an  omen,  Webb  ?”  she  asked,  turn- 
ing a little  from  him,  that  she  might  look 
upward,  and  leaning  on  his  shoulder  with 
the  unconsciousness  of  a child. 

“Let  us  make  it  one,  dear  sister  Amy,” 
lie  said,  drawing  her  nearer  to him^  “Let 
it  remind  you,  as  you  recall  it,  that  as  far 
as  I can  I will  ever  shield  you  from  every 
evul  of  life.”  As  he  spoke  the  rainbow 
colors  became  wonderfully  distinct,  and 
then  faded  slowly  away.  Her  head  droop- 
ed lower  on  his  shoulder,  and  she  said, 
dreamily : 

‘‘It  seems  to  me  that  I never  was  so 
happy  before  in  my  life  as  I am  no\^^ 
You  ai’c  so  different,  and  can  be  so  much 
to  me,  now  that  your  old  absurd  constraint 
is  gone!  Oh,  Webb,  you  used  to  make 
me  so  unhappy!  You  made  me  feel  that 
you  had  found  me  out— how  little  I knew, 
and  that  it  was  a bore  to  have  to  talk  with 
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me  and  explain.  I know  I’m  not  highly 
educated.  How  could  I be  ? I went  every- 
where with  papa,  and  he  always  appear^ 
to  think  of  me  as  a little  girl.  And  then 
during  the  last  year  or  two  of  his  life  he 
was  so  ill  that  I did  not  do  much  else  than 
watch  over  him  with  fear  and  trembling, 
and  try  to  amuse  him  and  beguile  the  hours 
that  were  so  full  of  pain  and  weakness. 
But  you  can  teach  me  so  much  I I fairly 
thrill  with  excitement  and  feeling  some- 
times when  you  are  reading  a fine  or 
beautiful  thing.  If  I can  feel  that  way, 
I can’t  be  stupid,  can  I ?” 

“No,  Amy.” 

“Think  how  much  faster  I could  learn 
this  winter  if  you  would  direct  my  read- 
ing, and  explain  what  is  obscure.” 

“I  will  very  gladly  do  anything  you 
wish.  You  underrate  yourself,  Amy. 
You  have  ^voman’s  highest  charm.  There 
is  a stupidity  of  heart  which  is  far  worse 
than  that  of  the  mind,  a selfish  callousness 
in  regard  to  others  and  their  rights  and 
feelings  which  mars  the  beauty  of  some 
women  worse  than  physical  deformity. 
From  the  day  you  enter^  our  home  as  a 
stranger,  graceful  tact,  sincerity,  and  the 
impulse  of  ministry  have  characterized 
your  life.  Can  you^  imagine  that  mere 
cleverness,  trained  mental  acuteness,  and 
a knowledge  of  facts  can  take  the  place  of 
these  traits  ? Men  love  and  admire  wo- 
men that  are  essentially  womanly.  No 
man  can  love  unless  he  imagines  that  a 
woman  has  these  qualities,  and  bitter  will 
be  his  disappointment  if  he  finds  them 
wanting.” 

Her  laugh  rung  out  musically  on  the 
still  air.  “Hear  the  old  bachelor  talk!” 
she  cried.  “ I believe  you  have  construct- 
ed an  ideally  perfect  creature  out  of  na- 
ture, and  that  you  hold  trysts  w ith  her  on 
moonlight  nights,  you  go  out  to  walk  so 
often  alone.  Well,  well,  I won’t  be  jea- 
lous of  such  a sister-in-law,  but  I want  to 
keep  you  a little  while  longer  before  you 
follow  Burt’s  example.” 

“I  shall  never  give  you  a sister-in-law, 
Amy.” 

“You  don't  know  what  you’ll  do.  How 
sui*e  Burt  was  of  himself!”  and  she  laugh- 
ed again. 

“Burt  and  I are  different.” 

‘ ‘ Yes,  Webb,  you  are.  If  you  ever  love, 
it  will  be  for  always;  and  I don’t  like  to 
think  of  it.  I’d  like  to  keep  you  just  as 
you  are.  Now  that  j^ou  see  how  selfish  I 
am,  where  is  woman's  highest  charm?” 
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for  far  more.  Twice  he  went  to  the  city  to 
see  Amy,  and  on  one  of  these  occasions  lie 
was  a guest  at  a large  party  given  in  her 
honor.  During  much  of  the  evening  he 
was  dazzled  by  her  beauty  and  dazed  by 
her  surroundings.  Her  father  had  had 
her  instructed  caref ully  in  dancing,  and 
she  and  Burt  had  often  waltzed  together, 
but  lie  could  scarcely  believe  his  eyes  as 
she  appeared  on  the  floor,  unsurpassed  in 
beauty  and  grace,  her  favor  sought  by  all. 
Was  that  the  simple  girl  who  on  the  shag- 
gy sides  of  Storm  King  had  leaned  against 
his  shoulder  ? 

Miss  Hargrove  gave  him  little  time  for 
such  musings.  She,  as  hostess,  often  took 
his  arm  and  made  him  useful.  The  ladies 
found  him  reserved  rather  than  shy,  but 
he  was  not  long  among  the  more  mature 
and  thoughtful  men  present  before  a knot 
gathered  around  him,  and  some  of  Mr. 
Hargrove’s  more  intimate  friends  ven- 
tured to  say,  “There  seems  to  be  plenty 
of  brains  in  the  family  into  which  your 
daughter  is  to  enter.” 

After  an  hour  or  two  had  passed,  and 
Amy  had  not  had  a chance  to  speak  to  him, 
he  began  to  look  so  disconsolate  that  she 
came  and  whispered,  “ What’s  tlie  matter, 
old  fellow?” 

“ Oh.  Amy,”  he  replied,  discontentedly, 
“I  wish  we  were  back  on  Storm  King  I 
I’m  out  of  place  here.” 

“ So  do  I,” she  said,  “and  so  we  will  be 
many  a time  again.  But  you  are  not  out 
of  place  here.  I heard  one  lady  remarking 
how  reserved  and  di8tingu4  you  were,  and 
another,”  she  added,  with  a flash  of  her 
ever-ready  mirthfulness,  “said  you  were 
‘ deliciously  homely.’  I was  just  delight- 
ed with  that  compliment:”  and  she  flitted 
away  to  join  her  partner  in  the  dance. 
He  brightened  up  after  this  amazingly, 
and  before  he  departed,  in  the  “wee  sma’ 
hours,”  after  the  rooms  were  empty,  Ger- 
trude gave  him  a chance  for  a brief  quiet 
talk,  which  proved  that  Amy’s  heart  was 
still  in  the  Highlands,  even  if  he  did  not 
yet  possess  it. 

Burt  would  not  return  till  late  in  De- 
cember; but  Amy  came  home  about  the 
middle  of  the  month,  and  received  an  ova- 
tion that  was  enough  “ to  turn  any  one's 
head,”  .she  declared.  Their  old  quiet  life 
was  resumed,  and  Webb  watched  keenly 
for  any  discontent  with  it.  Her  quiet  sat- 
isfaction was  undoubted.  “I’ve  had  my 
little  fling,"  .she  said,  “and  I suppose  it 
was  time  I saw  more  of  the  world  and  so- 


ciety, but,  oh ! what  a refuge  and  haven  of 
rest  the  old  place  is!  Gertrude  is  love- 
ly, her  father  very  gallant  and  polite,  but 
Mrs.  Hargrove’s  stateliness  oppresses  me, 
and  in  society  I felt  that  I had  to  take  a 
grain  of  salt  with  everything  said  to  me. 
Gertrude  showed  her  sense  in  preferring 
a home.  I was  in  some  superb  houses  in 
the  city  that  did  not  seem  like  homes.” 

Webb,  in  his  solicitude  that  the  country 
house  should  not  appear  dull,  found  time 
to  go  out  with  her  on  pleasant  days,  and 
to  interest  her  deeply  in  a course  of  read- 
ing. It  was  a season  of  leisure;  but  his 
mother  began  to  smile  to  herself  as  she 
saw  how  absorbed  he  was  in  his  pupil. 

The  nights  grew'  colder,  the  stars  gain- 
ed a frosty  glitter,  the  ground  was  rock- 
like, and  the  ponds  covered  with  a glare 
of  black  ice.  Amy  was  eager  to  learn  to 
skate,  and  Webb  found  his  duty  of  in- 
structor delightful. 

They  were  now  looking  forward  to  Burt’s 
return,  and  the  holiday  season  which  Ger- 
trude would  spend  with  them.  Mystery 
was  behind  every  door.  Not  merely  the 
shops,  but  busy  and  stealthy  fingers, 
would  furnish  the  gifts.  Webb  had 
bought  his  gift  for  Amy,  but  had  also 
burned  tire  midnight  oil  in  the  prepara- 
tion of  another — a paper  for  a magazine, 
and  it  had  been  accepted.  He  had  planned 
and  composed  it  while  at  w’ork  stripping 
the  husks  from  the  yellow  corn,  superin- 
tending the  wood  teams  and  the  choppers 
in  the  mountain,  and  aiding  in  cutting 
from  an  adjacent  pond  the  crystal  blocks 
of  ice — tlie  stored  coolness  for  the  com- 
ing summer.  Then,  wdiile  othei*s  thought 
him  sleeping,  he  wrote  and  rewrote  the 
thoughts  he  had  harvested  during  the 
day. 

One  of  liis  most  delightful  tasks,  how- 
ever, was  in  aiding  Amy  to  embow'er  the 
old  house  in  wreaths  and  festoons  of  ever- 
greens. The  rooms  grew  into  aromatic 
bowel’s.  Autumn  leaves  and  ferns  gave  to 
the  heavier  decorations  a light,  airy  beau- 
ty wdiich  he  had  never  seen  before,  and 
grace  itself  Amy  appeared  as  she  mounted 
the  step-ladder  and  reached  here  and  there, 
twining  and  coaxing  everything  into  har- 
mony. 

What  was  the  effect  of  jill  this  compan- 
ionship on  her  mind  ? Slie  least  of  all 
could  liave  answered ; she  did  not  analyze. 
Each  day  was  full  and  joyous.  She  was 
being  carried  forward  on  a sliining  tide  of 
happiness,  and  yet  its  motion  was  so  even, 
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quiet,  and  strong  that  there  was  nothing 
to  disturb  her  maidenly  serenity.  If 
Webb  had  been  any  one  but  Webb,  and 
she  one  who  was  in  the  habit  of  regarding 
all  men  as  possible  admirers,  she  would 
have  undei*stood  herself  long  before  this. 
If  she  had  l>een  brought  up  with  brothers 
in  her  own  home,  she  would  have  known 
that  she  welcomed  this  quiet  brother  with 
a gladness  that  had  a deeper  root  than  sis- 
terly affection.  But  the  fact  that  he  was 
Webb,  the  quiet,  self -con  trolled  man  who 
had  called  her  sister  Amy  for  a year,  made 
his  presence,  his  deep  sympathy  with  her 
and  for  her,  seem  natural.  His  approaches 
had  been  so  gradual  that  he  was  stealing 
into  her  heart  as  spring  enters  a flower. 
You  can  never  name  the  first  hour  of  its 
presence;  you  take  no  note  of  the  imper- 
ceptible yet  steady  development.  The  pro- 
cess is  quiet,  yet  vital  and  sure,  and  at 
last  there  comes  an  hour  when  the  bud  is 
ready  to  open.  That  time  was  near,  and 
Webb  hoped  that  it  was.  His  tones  were 
so  tender  and  gentle  at  times  that  she 
looked  at  him  a little  wonderingly,  but  his 
manner  was  quiet,  and  far  removed  from 
that  of  the  impetuous  Burt.  There  was  a 
warmth  in  it,  however,  like  the  increasing 
power  of  the  sun,  and  in  human  hearts 
bleak  December  can  be  the  spring-time  as 
truly  as  May. 

It  was  the  23d — one  of  the  stormiest 
days  of  a stormy  month.  The  snow- 
flakes were  whirling  without,  and  mak- 
ing many  a circle  in  the  gale  before 
joining  their  innumerable  comrades  that 
whitened  the  ground.  The  wind  sighed 
and  soughed  about  the  old  house  as  it  had 
done  a year  before,  but  Webb  and  Amy 
were  armed  against  its  mournfulness. 
They  were  in  the  parlor,  on  whose  wide 
hearth  glowed  an  ample  fire.  Burt  and 
Gertrude  were  expected  on  the  evening 
train. 

“Gertie  is  coming  home  through  the 
snow  just  as  I did,”  said  Amy,  fastening 
a spray  of  mistletoe  that  a friend  had  sent 
her  from  England  to  the  chandelier,  “and 
the  same  old  warm  welcome  awaits  her.” 

“ What  a marvellous  year  it  has  been  I” 
Webb  remarked. 

“It  has,-  indeed.  Just  think  of  it! 
Burt  is  engaged  to  one  of  whose  existence 
he  did  not  know  a year  ago.  He  has  been 
out  West,  and  found  that  you  have  laud 
that  will  make  you  all  rich.” 

“Are  these  the  greatest  marvels  of  the 
year,  Amy  ?” 


“No:  there  is  a greater  one.  I didn’t 
know  you  a year  ago  to-day,  and  now  I 
seem  to  have  known  you  always,  you 
patient,  homely  old  fellow — ‘ deliciously 
homely.’  I shall  never  get  over  that.” 

“The  eyes  of  scores  of  young  fellows 
looked  at  you  that  evening  as  if  you  w^ere 
deliciously  handsome.” 

“And  you  looked  at  me  one  time  as  if 
you  hadn’t  a friend  in  the  world,  and  you 
wanted  to  be  back  in  your  native  wilds.” 

“Not  without  you,  Amy;  and  you  said 
you  wished  you  were  looking  at  the  rain- 
bow shield  with  me  again.” 

“ Oh,  I didn’t  say  all  that.  And  then  I 
saw  you  needed  heartening  up  a little.” 

“ I did,  indeed.  You  were  dancing  with 
a terrible  swell,  worth,  it  was  said,  half  a 
million,  who  was  devouring  you  with  his 
eyes.” 

“ I’m  all  here,  thank  you,  and  you  look 
as  if  you  were  doing  some  devouring  your- 
self. What  makes  you  look  at  me  so? 
Is  there  anything  on  my  face  ?” 

“ Yes,  some  color,  but  it’s  just  as  nature 
arranged  it,  and  you  know  nature’s  best 
work  always  fascinates  me.” 

“What  a gallant  you  are  becoming! 
There,  don’t  you  think  that  is  arranged 
well  ?”  and  she  stood  beneath  the  mistle- 
toe, looking  up  critically  at  it. 

“Let  me  see  if  it  is;”  and  he  advanced 
to  her  side.  “This  is  the  only  test,”  he 
said,  and  quick  as  a flash  he  encircled  her 
with  his  arm  and  pressed  a kiss  upon  her 
lips. 

She  sprung  aloof,  and  looked  at  him  with 
dilating  eyes.  He  had  often  kissed  her 
before,  and  she  had  thought  nothing  more 
of  it  than  of  a brother’s  salute.  Was  it  a 
subtle,  mysterious  power  in  the  mistletoe 
itself  with  which  it  had  been  endowed  by 
ages  of  superstition?  Was  that  kiss  like 
the  final  ray  of  the  June  sun  that  opens 
the  heart  of  the  rose  when  at  last  it  is 
ready  to  expand  ? She  looked  at  him  won- 
deringly, tremblingly,  the  color  of  the 
rose  mounting  higher  and  higher,  and 
deepening  as  if  the  blood  were  coming 
from  the  depths  of  her  heart.  He  did  not 
speak.  To  her  wondering,  questioning 
look  he  only  l>ent  full  upon  her  his  dark 
eyes,  that  had  held  hers  once  before  in  a 
moment  of  terror.  She  saw  his  secret  in 
their  depths  at  last,  the  love,  the  devotion, 
which  slie  herself  liad  unsuspectingly  said 
would  “last  always.”  She  took  a falter- 
ing ste])  toward  him,  then  covei-ed  her 
burning  face  with  her  hands. 
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beautiful  thing  in  nature  has  long  sug- 
gested you  to  me.  Amy,  I can  wait. 
You  shall  have  your  girlhood.  It  seems 
to  me  now  that  I have  loved  you  almost 
from  the  first  hour  I saw  you.  I have 
known  that  I loved  you  ever  since  that 
June  evening  when  you  left  me  in  the 
rosery.  Have  I not  proved  that  I can  be 
patient  and  wait  ?” 

She  only  pressed  her  burning  face  closer 
upon  his  shoulder.  “It’s  all  growing 
clear  now,”  she  again  v;hispered.  “How 
blind  I’ve  been ! I thought  you  were  only 
my  brother.” 

“I  can  be  ‘only  your  brother’  if  you 
so  wish,”  he  said,  gravely.  “Your  hap- 
piness is  my  first  thought.” 

She  looked  up  at  him  shyly,  tears  in 
her  eyes,  and  a smile  hovering  about  her 
tremulous  lips.  “I  don't  think  I under- 
stood myself  any  better  than  I did  you. 
I never  had  a brother,  and — and — I don’t 
believe  I love  you  just  right  for  a bro- 
ther;” and  her  face  was  hidden  again. 

His  eyes  went  up  to  heaven,  as  if  he 
meant  that  his  mating  should  be  recog- 
nized there.  Then  gently  stroking  her 
brown  hair,  he  asked,  “Then  I sha’n’t 
have  to  wait,  Amy  ?” 

“Am  I keeping  you  waiting,  Webb  ?” 
she  faltered  from  her  deep  seclusion. 

“Oh,  that  blessed  mistletoe!”  cried 
Webb,  lifting  the  dewy,  flower-like  face 
and  kissing  it  again  and  again.  “You 
are  my  Chri.straas  gift,  Amy.” 

“oil,  I beg  your  pardon.  I didn’t  know,” 
began  Mr.  Clifford  from  the  doorway,  and 
was  about  to  make  a hasty  retreat. 

“Stay,  father,”  cried  Webb.  “A  year 
ago  you  received  this  dear  girl  as  your 
daughter.  She  has  consented  to  make  the 
tie  closer  still  if  possible.” 

The  old  gentleman  took  Amy  in  his 
arms  for  a moment,  and  then  said,  “ This 
is  too  good  to  keep  to  myself  for  a mo- 
ment,” and  he  hastened  the  blushing, 
laughing  girl  to  his  wife,  and  exclaimed: 
“See  wliat  I’ve  brought  you  for  a Christ- 
mas present!  See  what  that  sly,  silent 
Webb  has  l>een  up  to ! He  has  been  mak- 
ing love  to  our  Amy  right  under  our  noses, 
and  we  didn't  know  it.” 

**  Yon  didn't  know  it,  father;  mother's 
eyes  are  not  so  blind.  Amy  darling,  I’ve 
been  hoping  and  praying  for  this.  You 
have  made  a good  choice,  my  dear,  if  it  is 
his  mother  that  says  it.  Webb  will  never 
change,  and  he  will  always  be  as  gentle 
to  you  as  he  has  been  to  me.” 


“Well,  well,  well!”  said  Mr.  CliflFord. 
“ Our  cup  is  running  over,  sure  enough. 
Maggie,  come  here !”  he  called,  as  he  heard 
her  step  in  the  hall.  “Here’s  a new  rela- 
tive. I once  felt  a little  like  grumbling 
because  we  hadn’t  a daughter,  and  now  I 
have  three,  and  the  best  and  prettiest  in 
the  land.” 

Leonard  had  long  since  gone  to  the  de- 
pot, and  now  the  chimes  of  his  returning 
bells  announced  that  Burt  and  Gertrude 
were  near.  To  them  both  it  was,  in  truth, 
a coming  home.  Gertrude  rushed  in,  fol- 
lowed by  the  exultant  Burt,  her  brilliant 
eyes  and  tropical  beauty  rendered  tenfold 
more  eflPecti ve  by  the  wintry  twilight  with- 
out; and  she  received  a welcome  that  ac- 
corded with  her  natui'e.  She  was  hardly 
in  Amy's  room,  which  she  was  to  share, 
before  she  looked  in  eager  scrutiny  at  her 
friend.  “What’s  in  the  air?”  she  asked. 

‘ ‘ What  has  transfigured  Webb  ? Oh,  you 
little  wild-flower,  you've  found  out  that 
he  is  saying  his  prayers  to  you  at  last,  have 
you  ? Evidently  he  hasn’t  said  them  in 
vain.  You  are  very  happy,  dear  ?” 

“Yes;  happier  than  you  are.” 

“I  deny  that,  point-blank.  Oh,  Amy 
darling,  I was  true  to  you,  and  didn’t  lose 
Burt  either.” 

Maggie  had  provided  a feast,  and  Leon- 
ard beamed  on  the  table  and  on  every  one, 
when  something  in  Webb  and  Amy’s 
manner  caught  his  attention.  “This  oc- 
casion , ” he  began,  ‘ ‘ reminds  me  of  a some- 
what similar  one  a year  ago  to-morrow 
night.  It  is  my  good  fortune  to  bring 
lovely  women  into  this  household.  My 
first  and  best  effort  was  made  when  I 
brought  Maggie.  Then  I picked  up  a 
little  girl  at  the  depot,  and  she  grew  into 
a tall,  lovely  creature  on  the  way  home — 
didn’t  she,  Johnnie  ? And  now  to-night 
I’ve  brought  in  a princess  from  the  snow; 
and  one  of  these  days  poor  Webb  will  be 
captured  by  a female  of  the  MacStinger 
type,  for  he  will  never  muster  up  courage 
enough — What  on  earth  are  you  all 
laughing  about  ?” 

“ Thank  you,”  said  Amy,  looking  like  a 
peony. 

“You  had  better  put  your  head  under 
Maggie's  wing  and  subside,”  Webb  added. 
Tlien,  putting  his  arm  about  Amy,  he  ask- 
ed, “Is  this  a female  of  the  MacStinger 
type  ?” 

Leonard  stained  in  blank  amazement. 
“Well, ’’said  he  at  last,  “when  did  this 
happen  ? I give  up  now.  The  times 
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have  changed.  When  I was  courting, 
the  whole  neighborhood  was  talking 
about  it,  and  knew  I was  accepted  long  be- 
fore I did.  Did  you  see  all  this  going  on, 
Maggie  ?” 

“ Certainly,”  she  answered. 

“Now  I don't  believe  Amy  saw  it  her- 
self,” cried  Leonaixl,  half  desperately,  and 
laughter  broke  out  anew. 

“Oh,  Amy,  I’m  so  glad !”  said  Burt ; and 
he  gave  her  the  counterpart  of  the  em- 
brace that  had  turned  the  bright  October 
evening  black  to  Webb. 

“ To  think  that  Webb  should  have  got 
such  a prize !”  ejaculated  Leonard.  “Well, 
well ! the  boys  in  this  family  are  in  luck.” 

“ It  will  be  my  turn  next,”  cried  John- 
nie. 

“No,  sir;  I’m  the  oldest,”  Alf  pro- 
tested. 

“Let’s  have  supper,”  Ned  remarked, 
removing  his  thumb  from  his  mouth. 

“ Score  one  for  Ned,”  said  Burt.  ‘ ‘ There 
is  at  least  one  member  of  the  family  whose 
head  is  not  turned  by  all  these  marvellous 
events.” 

Can  the  sunshine  and  fragrance  of  a 
June  day  be  photographed?  No  more 
can  the  light  and  gladness  of  that  long 
happy  evening  be  jx)rtrayed.  Mrs.  Clif- 
ford held  Gertrude's  liand,  as  she  had 
Amy's  when  receiving  her  as  a daughter. 
The  beautiful  girl,  whose  unmistakable 
metropolitan  air  was  blended  with  gentle 
womanly  grace,  had  a strong  fascination 
for  the  invalid.  She  kindled  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  recluse,  and  gave  her  a glimpse 
into  a world  she  liad  never  known. 

There  were  bustle  and  renewed  mys- 
tery on  the  following  day.  Astonishing- 
looking  packages  were  smuggled  out  of 
trunks  and  closets,  and  from  one  loom 
to  another.  Ned  created  a succession 
of  panics,  and  at  last  the  ubiquitous  and 
garrulous  little  urchin  had  to  be  tied 
into  a chair.  Jolinnie  and  Alf  were  in 
the  seventh  lieaven  of  anticipation;  and 
wlien  Webb  brought  Amy  a check  for  fifty 
dollai*s,  and  told  her  that  it  was  the  pro- 
ceeds of  the  firet  crop  from  his  brains,  and 
that  she  must  spend  the  money,  she  went 
into  Mr.  Clifford's  room,  waving  it  as  if  it 
were  a trophy  such  as  no  knight  had  ever 
brought  to  his  lady-love. 

“Of  course  I'll  spend  it,’'  she  cried.  “ I 
know  just  how  to  sj)end  it.  It  shall  go 
into  books  that  we  can  read  together. 
What’s  that  agricultural  jargon  of  yoiu's, 
Webb,  about  returning  as  much  as  iM)ssi- 


ble  to  the  soil  ? We’ll  return  this  to  the 
soil,”  she  said,  kissing  his  forehead,  “al- 
though I think  it  is  too  rich  for  me  al- 
ready.” 

In  the  afternoon  she  and  Webb,  with  a 
sleigh  well  laden,  drove  into  the  mount- 
ains on  a visit  to  Lumley.  He  had  repair- 
ed the  rough,  rocky  lane  leading  through 
the  wood  to  what  was  no  longer  a wretch- 
ed hovel.  The  inmates  had  been  expect- 
ing this  visit,  and  Lumley  rushed  bare- 
headed out-of-doors  the  moment  he  heard 
the  bells.  Although  he  had  swept  a path 
from  his  door  again  and  again,  the  high 
wind  would  almost  instantly  drift  in  the 
snow.  Poor  Lumley  had  never  heard  of 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh  or  Queen  Elizabeth, 
but  he  had  given  his  homage  to  a better 
queen,  and  with  loyal  impulse  he  instant- 
ly threw  off  his  coat  and  laid  it  on  the 
snow,  that  Amy  might  walk  dry-shod  into 
the  single  room  that  formed  his  home. 
She  and  Webb  smiled  significantly  at  each 
other,  and  then  the  young  girl  put  her 
hand  into  that  of  the  mountaineer  as  he 
helped  her  from  the  sleigh,  and  said,  ‘ ‘ Mer- 
ry Christmas  I”  with  a smile  that  bi*ought 
tears  into  the  eyes  of  the  grateful  man. 

“Yer  making  no  empty  wish.  Miss  Amy. 
I never  thought  sich  a Christmas  ’ud  ever 
come  to  me  and  mine.  But  come  in — come 
in  out  of  the  cold  wind,  an’  see  how  you’ve 
changed  everything.  Go  in  with  her,  Mr. 
Webb,  an'  I'll  tie  an’  blanket  yer  hoss. 
Lord!  to  think  that  sich  a May  blossom 
’ud  go  into  my  hut!” 

They  entered,  and  Mrs.  Lumley,  neatly 
clad  in  some  dark  woollen  material,  made 
a queer,  old-fashioned  courtesy  that  her 
husband  had  hud  her  practice  for  the  oc- 
casion. But  the  baby,  now  grown  into  a 
plump,  healthy  child,  greeted  her  l^enefac- 
tress  with  nature's  own  grace,  crowing, 
laughing,  and  calling,  “Pitty  lady,  nice 
lady,"  with  exuberant  welcome.  Two 
logs,  reaching  across  a dirty  floor  and 
pushed  together,  did  not  furnish  precari- 
ous warmth  now,  but  a neat  box,  painted 
green,  was  filled  with  billets  of  wood.  The 
carpettnl  floor  was  scrupulously  clean,  and 
so  was  the  bright  new  furnitui'e.  A few 
evergreen  wi^eaths  hung  on  the  walls  with 
the  pictures  that  Amy  liad  given,  and  on 
the  mantel  was  her  photograph  — poor 
Lumley's  patron  saint. 

Webb  brought  in  his  armful  of  gifts, 
and  Amy  took  the  child  on  her  lap,  and 
opened  a volume  of  dear  old  Mother  Goose, 
profuseh’  illustrated  in  colored  prints— 
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that  classic  that  appeals  alike  to  the  hearts 
of  children  whether  in  mountain  hovels 
or  city  palaces.  The  man  looked  on  as  if 
dazed.  “ Mr.  Webb,”  he  said,  in  his  loud 
whisper,  “I  once  saw  a picter  of  the 
Virgin  and  Child.  Oh,  golly!  how  she 
favors  it  1” 

“Mrs.  Lumley,”  Amy  began,  “I  think 
your  housekeeping  does  you  much  credit. 
I’ve  not  seen  a neater  room  anywhere.” 

“ Well,  mum,  my  ole  man’s  turned  over 
a new  leaf,  sure  ’nuff.  There's  no  livin’ 
with  him  unless  everythink  is  jes  so,  an’ 
I guess  it’s  better  so,  too.  Ef  I let  things 
get  slack,  he  gets  mighty  savage.” 

“ You  must  try  to  be  patient,  Mr.  Lum- 
ley. You’ve  made  great  changes  for  the 
better,  but  you  must  remember  that  old 
ways  can’t  be  broken  up  in  a moment.” 

“ Lor’  bless  yer.  Miss  Amy,  there’s  no- 
think like  breakin'  off  short;  there's  no- 
think like  turnin’  the  comer  sharp,  and 
fightin’  the  devil  tooth  and  nail.  It’s  an 
awful  tussle  at  first,  an’  I thought  I was 
goin’  to  knuckle  under  more’n  once.  So 
I would  weren’t  it  fer  you,  but  you  gave 
me  this  little  han’,  Miss  Amy,  an’  looked 
at  me  as  if  I weren’t  a beast,  an’  it’s  been 
a-liftin’  me  up  ever  since.  Oh,  I’ve  had 
good  folks  talk  at  me  an’  lecter,  an’  I’ve 
been  in  jail,  but  it  all  on’y  made  me  mad. 
The  best  on  ’em  wouldn’t  ’a  teched  me  any 
more  than  they  would  a rattler  sich  as 
we  killed  on  the  mounting.  But  you  guv 
me  yer  han’.  Miss  Amy,  an’  thar’s  mine 
on  it  agin.  I’m  goin’  to  be  a man.” 

She  took  tlie  great  horny  palm  in  both 
her  hands.  “You  make  me  very  happy,  ” 
she  said,  simply,  looking  at  him  above  the 
head  of  his  child,  “and  I'm  sure  your  wife 
is  going  to  help  you.  I shall  enjoy  the 
holidays  far  more  for  this  visit.  You’ve 
told  us  good  news,  and  we’ve  got  good 
news  for  you  and  your  wife.  Tell  him, 
Webb.” 

“Yes,  Lumley,”  said  Webb,  clapping 
the  man  on  the  shoulder,  “ famous  news. 
This  little  girl  has  been  helping  me  just  as 
much  as  she  has  you,  and  she  has  prom- 
ised to  helj)  me  thi*ough  life.  One  of  these 
days  we  shall  liave  a home  of  our  own, 
and  you  shall  have  a cottage  near  it,  and 
the  little  girl  here  that  you’ve  named  Amy 
shall  go  to  school,  and  have  a better  chance 
than  you  and  your  wife  have  had.” 

“Oh,  goshwalader  I”  exclaimed  the  man, 
almost  breaking  out  into  a liornpipe. 
“The  Lord  on’y  knows  what  will  happen 
ef  things  once  git  a-goin’  right ! Mr. 


Webb,  thar’s  my  han’  agin’.  Ef  yer’d 
gone  ter  heaven  fer  her,  yer  couldn’t  ’a  got 
sich  a gell.  Well,  well,  give  me  a chance 
on  yer  place,  an’  I’ll  work  fer  yer  all  the 
time,  even  nights  an’  Sundays.” 

It  was  hard  for  them  to  get  away.  The 
child  dropped  her  books  and  toys,  and 
clung  to  Amy.  “She  knows  yer;  she 
knows  all  about  yer,”  said  the  delighted 
father.  “Well,  ef  yer  must  go,  yer'll 
take  suthin’  with  us;”  and  from  a great 
pitcher  of  milk  he  filled  several  goblets, 
and  they  all  drank  to  the  health  of  little 
Amy.  “ Yer’ll  fin’  a half-dozen  pa’tridges 
under  the  seat.  Miss  Amy,”  he  said,  as  they 
drove  away.  “ I was  boun’  I’d  have 
some  kind  of  a present  fer  yer.” 

She  waved  her  hand  back  to  him,  and 
saw  him  standing  bare-headed  in  the  cut- 
ting wind,  looking  after  her. 

“Poor  old  Lumley  was  right,”  said 
Webb,  drawing  her  to  him.  “ I do  feel  as 
if  I had  received  my  little  girl  from  hea- 
ven. We  will  give  those  people  a chance, 
and  try  to  turn  the  law  of  heredity  in  the 
right  direction.” 

In  the  twilight  of  that  evening  Mr.  Al- 
vord  sat  over  his  lonely  hearth,  his  face 
buried  in  his  hands.  The  day  had  been 
terribly  long  and  torturing;  memory  had 
presented,  like  mocking  spectres,  his  past, 
and  what  it  might  have  b^n.  A sense  of 
loneliness,  a horror  of  gi*eat  darkness, 
overwhelmed  him.  Nature  had  grown 
cold  and  forbidding,  and  was  losing  its 
power  to  solace.  Johnnie,  absorbed  in 
her  Christmas  preparations,  had  not  been 
to  see  him  for  a long  time.  He  had  gone 
to  inquire  after  her  on  the  previous  even- 
ing, and  through  the  lighted  windows  of 
the  Clifford  home  had  seen  a picture  that 
had  made  his  own  abode  appear  desolate 
indeed.  In  despairing  bitterness  he  had 
turned  away,  feeling  that  that  happy  home 
was  no  more  a place  for  him  than  Jjeaven. 
He  had  wandei*ed  out  into  the  storm  for 
hours,  like  a lost  spirit,  and  at  last  had  i^e- 
turned,  and  slept  in  utter  exliaustion.  On 
the  morning  preceding  Christmas  memory 
awoke  with  him,  and  as  night  approached 
he  was  sinking  into  sullen,  dreary  apathy. 

There  was  a light  tap  at  the  door,  but 
he  did  not  hear  it.  A child's  face  peered 
in  at  his  window,  and  Johnnie  saw  him 
cowering  over  his  dying  fire.  She  had 
learned  to  be  fearless,  for  she  liad  banished 
his  evil  spells  before.  Therefore  she  en- 
tered softly,  laid  down  her  bundles,  and 
stood  beside  him. 
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trouble,  and  who  had  done  wrong.  That’s 
why  ve  are  always  glad  on  Christmas. 
You  look  at  the  book  while  I set  your 
table.” 

He  did  look  at  it  till  his  eyes  were  blind- 
ed with  tears,  and  like  a sweet  refrain  came 
the  words,  ‘ ‘ A little  child  shall  lead  them.  ” 

An  hour  later  Mr.  Alvord  put  Johnnie 
down  at  her  home,  for  he  had  insisted  on 
carrying  her  through  the  snow,  and  for 
the  first  time  kissed  her  as  he  said : 

“Good-by.  You,  to-night,  have  been 
like  one  of  the  angels  that  brought  the 
tidings  of  ‘peace  and  goo3-will.’  ” 

Amy  sung  again  the  Christmas  hymn 
that  her  own  father  and  the  father  who 
had  adopted  her  had  loved  so  many  years 
before.  “My  daughter,”  said  Mr.  Clif- 
ford, as  he  was  fondly  bidding  her  good- 
night, “how  sweetly  you  have  fulfilled 
the  hopes  you  raised  one  year  ago !” 

Mrs.  Clitford  had  gone  to  her  room,  lean- 
ing on  the  arm  of  Gertrude.  As  the  in- 
Talid  kissed  her  in  parting,  she  said: 

“You  have  beautiful  eyes,  my  dear, 
and  they  have  seen  far  more  of  the  world 
than  mine,  but,  thank  God,  they  are  clear 
and  true.  Keep  them  so,  my  child,  so  that 
1 can  welcome  you  again  to  a better  home 
than  this.” 

Once  more  “the  old  house  stood  silent 
and  dark  in  the  pallid  landscape.”  The 
winds  were  hushed,  as  if  the  peace  within 
had  been  broathed  into  the  very  heart  of 
Nature,  and  she  too  could  rest  in  her 
wintry  sleep.  The  moon  was  obscured 
by  a veil  of  clouds,  and  the  outlines  of 
the  trees  were  faint  upon  the  snow.  A 
shadowy  form  drew  near,  a man  paused 
and  looked  upon  the  dwelling.  “If  the 
angels’  song  could  be  heard  anywhere  to- 
night, it  should  be  over  that  home,”  Mr. 
Alvord  murmured,  and  then  returned  to 
his  own  dwelling. 

Mr.  Hargrove’s  home  was  almost  a pal- 
ace, but  its  stately  rooms  were  de.solate  on 
Christmas-eve.  He  wandered  restlessly 
through  their  magnificence.  He  paid  no 
heed  to  the  costly  furniture  and  costlier 
works  of  art.  “ Trurie  was  right,”  he  mut- 
tered. ‘ ‘ What  power  have  these  things  to 
satisfy  when  the  supreme  need  of  the  heart 
is  unsatisfied?  It  seems  as  if  I could  not 
sleep  to-night  without  seeing  her.  There 
is  no  use  in  disguising  the  truth  that  I’m 
losing  her.  Even  on  Christmas-eve  she  is 
absent.  It’s  late;  and  since  I can  not  see 
her.  I’ll  see  her  gift;”  and  he  went  to  her 
room,  where  she  had  told  him  to  look  for 
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her  remembrance.  To  his  surprise  he  found 
that,  according  to  her  secret  instructions,  it 
was  lighted.  He  entered  the  dainty  apart- 
ment, and  saw  the  glow  of  autumn  leaves 
and  the  airy  grace  of  ferns  around  the  pic- 
tures and  windows.  He  started,  for  he  al- 
most saw  herself,  so  true  was  the  life-size 
and  life-like  portrait  that  smiled  upon  him. 
Beneath  it  were  the  words : “ Merry  Christ- 
mas, papa.  You  have  not  lost  me;  you 
have  only  made  me  happy.” 

The  moon  is  again  rising  over  old  Storm 
King;  the  crystals  that  cover  the  wliite 
fields  and  meadows  are  beginning  to  flash 
in  its  rays;  the  groat  pine  by  the  Clifford 
home  is  sighing  and  moaning.  What 
heavy  secret  has  the  old  tree  that  it  can 
sigh  with  such  a group  near  as  is  now 
gathered  beneath  it?  Burt’s  black  horse 
rears  high  as  he  reins  him  in  that  Gertrude 
may  spring  into  the  cutter,  then  speeds 
away  like  a shadow  through  the  moon- 
light. Webb’s  steed  is  strong  and  quiet, 
like  himself,  and  as  tireless.  Amy  steps 
to  Webb’s  side,  feeling  it  to  be  her  place  in 
very  truth.  Sable  Abram  draws  up  next, 
with  the  great  family  sleigh,  and  in  a mo- 
ment Alf  is  perched  beside  him.  Then 
Leonard  half  smothers  Johnnie  and  Ned 
under  the  robes,  and  Maggie,  who  was 
about  to  pick  her  way  through  the  snow, 
finds  herself  taken  up  in  strong  arms,  like 
one  of  the  children,  and  is  with  them.  The 
chime  of  bells  dies  away  in  the  distance. 
Wedding  bells  will  be  their  echo. 

The  merry  Christmas-day  has  passed. 
Dr.  and  Mrs.  Marvin,  the  Rev.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Barkdale,  and  other  friends  have 
come  and  gone  with  their  greetings;  the 
old  people  are  left  alone  beside  their  cheery 
fire. 

“ Here  we  are,  mother,  all  by  oui'selves. 
just  as  we  were  once  before  on  Cliristnuis 
night,  when  you  were  as  fair  and  bloom- 
ing as  Amy  or  Gertrude.  Well,  my  dear, 
the  long  journey  seems  short  to-night.  I 
suppose  the  reason  is  that  you  have  been 
such  good  company.” 

“Dear  old  father,  the  journey  would 
have  been  long  and  weary  indeed  had  I 
not  had  your  strong  arm  to  lean  upon, 
and  a love  that  didn’t  fade  with  my  roses. 
There  is  only  one  short  journey  before  us 
now,  father,  and  then  we  shall  know  fully 
the  meaning  of  the  ‘good  tidings  of  great 

THE  END. 
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I would  not  even  say  where  I intended 
to  go,  nor  would  I promise  to  meet  any 
party  at  lunch  at  any  given  spot  at  any 
given  time.  I merely  took  a small  knap- 
sack containing  books,  colors,  and  a scrap 
of  lunch,  and  a wee  flask  to  demoralize  a 
drink  or  two  of  the  fresh  spring  water,  if 
so  minded.  A stout  stick,  a light  heart, 
and  a thin,  wiry  bull-terrier  for  company 
(and  so  that  I may  use  the  more  modest 
plural  now  and  then),  and  off  we  started. 

I had  no  very  definite  object;  any  fish 
that  came  to  my  net  would  be  welcome. 
Rose,  however,  had  certain  very  definite 
views.  Faithless  to  all  the  natural  in- 
stincts that  should  have  been  inborn,  she 
either  feared  or  despised  the  domestic  rat 
or  cat,  but  she  doted  on  sport,  and  it  took 
most  of  my  time  and  energies,  that  ought 
to  have  soared  to  higher  and  nobler  things, 
to  extract  her  from  rabbit  holes  by  the 
stump  of  her  quivering  tail.  We  soon 
strayed  out  on  to  the  breeze-swept  open 
heath,  so  that  we  could  get  a full  bath  of 
the  brilliant  air,  and  a free  sweep  of  the 
blue -gray  encircled  horizon  of  the  far- 
stretching  country.  We  could  see  over 
three  or  four  counties  ; that  is,  I could,  if 
I cared  to  be  topographical.  Rose  had  her 
red  eyes  so  full  of  yellow  sand,  and  her 
froth-lined  panting  mouth  so  clogged  with 
leaves  and  dirt  and  flecks  of  fur  and 
blood,  that  she  took  no  moi*e  heed  of  the 
panorama  than  if  she  had  been  born  in  a 
gun-room  and  brought  up  on  cartridges. 

I stood  lazily  drinking  in  the  view, 
noting  with  half-professional  instinct  its 
telling  bits  of  form  or  color  or  tone,  not 
really  wishing  it  to  inspire  me  enough  to 
bring  a cold-blooded  sketch-book  seriously 
to  bear  upon  it,  looking  with  half-closed 
eyes,  and  listening  to  the  soft  hum  of  the 
various  seasonable  sounds — the  corn-i*eap- 
ers’  song  and  laugh  on  the  far  upland,  the 
gritty  kiss  of  the  whetstone  on  the  mow- 
er s scythe,  the  hum  of  the  full -laden 
bees,  the  crack  of  the  sportsman’s  shot, 
the  whir  of  the  scared  birds,  mingled  with 
the  murmui*s  of  misquoted  portions  of 
Scripture  from  the  baffled  marksman; 
and  then,  quite  near  by,  now  and  again 
the  swack  ! swack  ! of  the  fagot-cutter’s 
“ bill-hook”  keeping  time  to  snatches  of  a 
crooning  old  song  about  “ Coopid's  Gaar- 
den,”  when  not  interrupted  by  a cough  so 
“hacking”  that  the  poor  old  soul  could  al- 
most have  chopped  the  ‘‘fuzz”  bushes  with 
it.  I moved  very  quietly  round  the  pile 
of  fagots  and  the  clump  of  furze,  and 


then  we  soon  discovered  each  other — 
the  crooner  and  I.  To  me  he  was  a very 
nugget  of  the  picturesque.  What  I was 
to  him,  beyond  a momentary  curiosity,  I 
can’t  well  say:  he  had  seen  the  “likes  o’ 
me”  scores  of  times — I dare  say  every  day 
of  that  “season”  that  empties  town  into 
the  country — and  he  would  soon  tick  me 
off  and  place  me  as  “one  o’  them  Lun- 
non  gents,”  and  I should  quickly  lose 
all  further  interest  for  him.  “Rose” 
looked  upon  him  with  unfriendly  eye,  as 
his  swacking  bill-hook  would  be  likely 
to  affright  her  game.  She  drew  one  or 
two  yapping  circles  of  protest  around 
him,  and  then  went  off  and  secluded 
herself  again  in  an  industriously  en- 
larged rabbit  hole.  I sat  me  down  on  a 
convenient  pile  of  brush,  and  gazed  upon 
the  landscape  generally,  taking  him  in 
now  and  then  in  a friendly,  re-assuring 
way.  I did  not  attempt  to  fluster  him  by 
drawing  a formidable  sketch-book  on  him 
at  once  and  beginning  operations,  nor 
did  I bother  him  to  pose  for  me : he  was  a 
lovely  study  just  as  he  was,  going  on  in 
his  own  way.  Every  movement  and  atti- 
tude was  full  of  native  character. 

I was  so  intent  and  quiet  in  my  study 
of  him  that  I forgot  for  the  moment  that 
I could  not  expect  to  go  on  being  absorbed 
in  him  to  that  extent  without  making,  in 
a certain  space  of  time,  some  sign  of  direct 
friendliness,  in  order  to  dispel  a shade  of 
restraint  and  perhaps  discomfort  that 
might  soon  ensue  if  I did  nothing  to  break 
the  monotony  of  abstractedly  gazing  at 
him.  In  fact,  beforo  I had  quite  made  up 
my  mind  how  I should  break  the  spell,  I 
began  to  notice  certain  signs  of  uneasiness 
and  perhaps  suffering.  There  was  a cu- 
rious inarticulate  grumble  that  took  the 
place  of  “Coopid’s  Gaarden,”  and  accom- 
panied the  salient  whacks  of  his  bill-hook 
on  the  wiry  twigs  of  gorse.  Finally,  as  I 
was  about  to  fix  some  of  his  rugged  out- 
lines in  my  sketch-book,  he  left  off  his 
task,  wiped  his  brow  with  the  back  of  his 
leather-mitted  hand,  and  for  the  first  time 
eyed  me  rather  critically,  and  then,  no- 
ticing in  my  hand  the  sketch-book  and  pen- 
cil, he  came  over  to  me,  with  his  bill-hook 
well  grasped  in  hand,  and  said,  in  tones 
half  explanatory  and  half  defiant,  “Thees 
yeer  laand  arl  belong  to  Muster  ’Airds’m” 

(as  near  as  I could  make  out  the  name). 

“Indeed ! and  who  is  he  ?” 

“Go's ’e ? whoy,  'e's  lord  o’  th’  maanor, 
that's  ’oo  'e  is!  An’  ’e  saays  to  me,  ’e 
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says,  I maay  alius  coot ’s  manna  fagots ’s 
I likes,  s’long ’s  I taakes  ’em  fr’m  about 
’ere.  That's  wut  ’e  says,  'e  do.” 

He  was  evidently  regartliiig  me  in  the 
light  of  some  local  detective  noting  down 
the  cutting  of  unlawful  fire-wood.  So  I 
beamed  upon  him  kindly  and  encoura- 
gingly, and  said  that  I was  very  glad  to 
hear  of  Muster  ’Airds’m’s  genial  generosi- 
ty, and  furthermore  it  would  delight  me 
to  see  him  go  on  cutting  fagots  most  in- 
dustriously, or  at  least  to  “make  believe,” 
for  a few  moments  more,  for  my  own  per- 
sonal sketching  pur[>oses,  which  I proceed- 
ed to  briefly  explain,  showing  other  sketch- 
es, and,  to  enlist  further  interest,  a couple 
of  silver  coin  to  be  made  over  to  him  when 
the  sketch  was  finished.  The  poor  old 
boy  looked  hard  at  me,  and  at  the  silver 
in  my  hand,  and  at  the  bill  hook  in  his 
own,  by  turns,  and  tried  to  wrestle  with  the 
various  mysteries  of  the  situation.  He 
finally  permitted  me  to  place  him  near  his 
fagot  block,  with  his  bill-hook  well  to  the 
fore.  I then  tried  to  coax  him  out  of  his 
awfully  depressed  gene  and  constrained 
attitude  into  something  more  easy  and 
natural,  but  as  all  my  well-meant  efforts 
only  tended  to  stiffen  him  into  further 
rigidity,  I let  him  take  his  own  line  of  ac- 
tion, and  contented  myself  with  his  patch- 
ed and  shredded  costume  and  his  general 
“get  up”  and  character. 

Wishing  to  cheer  the  few  w’eary  mo- 
ments to  him,  I thought  I would  engage 
him  in  conversation. 

“What  is  your  name?”  This  simple 
leading  question  I had  to  rei>eat  in  a 
much  higher  key  before  I got  an  answer, 
and  then  it  came,  something  like  “ Will- 
yum  Grobbyns.” 

“How  do  you  s^^ell  it  ?” 

“W  for  Willyum,  and  G for  Grob- 
byns,” and  he  smote  the  fagot  a little 
whack  w^ith  the  bill-hook  by  way  of  em- 
phasis. 

I waited  a moment  or  two  for  further 
information,  but  he  only  repeated,  w^ith  a 
certain  air  of  pride  at  his  attainments, 
“ W for  Willyum,  and  G for  Grobbyns: 
tha's  arl  the  larnin  I ever  'ad" ; and  again 
he  relocated  it,  w'ith  a decided  chuckle  of 
satisfacti(fn,  and  again  he  whacked  the 
bill-hook  down  upon  the  fagot  to  further 
impress  me  with  liis  one  effort  at  culture. 

“That's  all  right  and  satisfactory,  Will- 
iam. Now  try  and  keep  very  still  for 
about  five  minutes,  and  then  you  may  go." 
And  I got  up  and  placed  him  in  another 
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version  of  his  easy  attitude.  I returned  to 
my  seat  with  a parting  shout  of  “ Steady, 
now,  and  then  you  shall  have  this”  (show- 
ing the  coin).  I had  not  made  five  strokes 
of  the  pencil  when  William,  whose  “note 
of  time,”  if  he  ever  took  an 3%  must  have 
been  short-hand,  deliberately^  put  down 
his  bill-hook  by  chopping  it  into  the  fag- 
ot, and  came  wobbling  w'earily  toward  me, 
remarking,  as  lie  prepared  to  sit  down  be- 
side me  on  the  brush- wood:  “Theer  was 
seven  on  us,  arltogether,  in  our  fambly,  and 
none  on  us  never  got  morried.”  I just 
intercepted  in  time  the  completion  of  the 
comfortable  sitting  position  beside  me  by 
hastily  getting  up  with  a jump,  and  tak- 
ing him  gently  by  the  arm  and  steering 
him  back  to  his  place. 

“ Now  I feel,  William,  that  that’s  going 
to  be  a good,  nice,  long  story,  and  if  you 
don’t  mind  we’ll  have  the  rest  of  it  while 
you  stand  quietly'  bj^  your  fagot.”  I put 
the  bill-hook  back  into  his  gnarled  brown 
fist,  and  shouted  to  him,  “ Now  go  on  with 
your  ‘ fambly’  hi.story.” 

There  was  no  hope  of  keeping  William 
very  quiet  during  the  telling  of  his  story. 
I gave  up  trying  to  get  any^  very"  minute 
detail  in  the  bill-hook,  as  he  was  constant- 
ly w aving  it  about  to  point  his  moral  and 
adorn  his  tale,  so  I let  it  wave. 

“You  see  we  all  premised  pore  father 
on  his  dyin'  be<l  thet  none  on  us  ’ud  nev- 
er marry ; we  ’ud  all  on  hus  kape  single 
and  Stan’  by  pore  mother.” 

“ That  was  very"  noble  of  y-ou  all;  and 
where  now"  is  your  mother  ?”  I felt,  con- 
sidering William's  apparent  antiquity% 
that  this  was  a silly-  question  in  itself,  but 
it  was  only-  put  in  to  keep  the  conversa- 
tion in  its  greove. 

“ Oh,  law  bless  y-e ! she's  dead  this  many 
a year,  but  none  on  us  got  married  any 
the  more.” 

“ Were  you  all  lx>ys  ?” 

“We  wuz  all  boys  'cept  tw'o  gals,  and 
both  on  ’em  died  voung.” 

“How  old?” 

“One  on  'em  w"uz  ten  and  the  other 
W’uz  sixteen,  tha'  w"uz.'’ 

“ That  left  five  boys  ?" 

“ Ah,  y es,  theer  wuz  oii’y-  five  on  us  left 
then,’’ .Siiid  the  aged  w oodman,  sadly". 

“And  y-our  other  brothere  ?” 

“ One  oil  'em,  'e  died  Ux>;  but  'e  didn’t 
many,  'cos  'e  promised  not  to.  'E  wuz 
two-an'-twenty,  'e  w uz,  but  'a  stopped  sin- 
gle." (That  left  four.  It  w'as  getting  to 
be  comically"  like  tlie  “ ten  little  niggers.”) 
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(he  mentioned  the  name,  tout  rond) ; and 
he  was  born  before  the  marriage  of  his 
pore  mother ; ‘ ‘ but  Lor’  bless  yer ! his  dear 
old  lordship,  ’e  alius  looked  arter  Alfred 
long  as  ’e  lived,  ’a  did— seed  as  ’a  never 
wanted  good  clothes,  or  as  ever  ’a  ’ad  to 
sile  ’is  ’aiids  wi’  ’ard  wuk ; an’  ’a  looked  ar- 
ter pore  mother  too,  when  father  died,  an’ 
seed  ’at  none  on  uz  married,  ’a  did,  so’s  xae 
could  look  arter  ’er  too;  an’  now  ’e’s  been 
dead — ’is  lardship  ’as — some  time,  an’  the 
cottage  as  we  never  ’ad  to  pay  rent  for, 
through  belongin’  to’s  lardship  tha’s  corn- 
in’ about  it,  the  new  lard’s  agent  is,  an’ 
sayin’  we  got  to  goo 

“Good  gracious!”  was  all  I could  say. 
Here  had  I,  through  simply  tapping  a light 
vein,  as  I thought,  in  one  of  the  “short 
and  simple  annals  of  the  poor,”  struck  on 
a three- volumed  novel  1 

“And  where  is  your  (bar sinister)  bro- 
ther ?”  I was  about  to  ask,  when  the  wood- 
chopper  brother  anticipated  me. 

“It’s  about  time  I wuz  a-goin’  ’ome,  as 
Alfred  ’ll  be  vexed  at  me  stoppin’  ’ere  so 
long.” 

I did  not  say,  “And  may  I go  with 
you,  and  see  further  into  this  little  ‘fam- 
bly  ’istory’  ?”  I took  up  my  sketching 
traps  as  he  shouldered  a fat  fagot,  and 
we  bent  our  steps  toward  his  cottage,  I 
sketching  his  various  x)Oses  and  move- 
ments as  he  plodded  along  the  dusty  road, 
or  rested  his  burden  half-way  up  the  wind- 
ing hill  path.  He  did  not  always  bother 
to  set  down  his  back-load,  he  would  mere- 
ly bend  forward  and  plant  his  supporting 
staff  well  under  the  weight  of  the  fagot, 
and  so  he  would  take  in  renewed  courage 
to  go  on. 

I could  not  help  twisting  the  old  planta- 
tion darky  song  to  fit  his  case : 

De  head  must  be  bowed  an’  dc  back  will  have 
to  bond 

Wliereber  de  poor  darky  goes; 

A few  more  days  an’  our  troubles  all  will  end 
In  de  place  whar  de  sugar-cane  grows ; ■ 

A few  more  days  we  must  tote  de  weary  load — 
Ko  matter,  it  neber  om  be  light; 

A few'  more  days  w'e  must  totter  on  de  road, 
Den  my  ole  Kentucky  home,  good-night.’' 

Tlie  story  had  taken  a rest  too;  he  di- 
gressed .so  wildly  from  his  original  inten- 
tion of  telling  me  how  the  seven  came 
never  to  marry,  when  he  saw  iny  curious 
interest  in  his  lord -half-brother,  that  he 
got  quite  mixed,  and  allowed  me  simply 
to  follow  him  to  liis  home  with  but  feeble 
protest.  During  a rest  upon  the  heath- 


side  it  suddenly  occurred  to  me  that  I had 
forgotten  all  about  “Rose.”  She  was 
safely  immured  in  a great  trench  of  her 
own  scratching . and  digging,  the  last  I 
saw  of  her,  and  her  whinnying  yelps 
of  excitement  as  she  saw  sand,  roots,  and 
twigs  tossed  in  the  air  by  her  scurrying 
paws  was  the  last  note  I had  of  her. 
“She’ll  be  shot,  safe  enough,  ef  a keeper 
sees  ’er,”  was  all  the  consolation  I had 
from  William.  After  one  or  two  screech- 
ing whistles,  however,  she  hove  in  sight, 
looking  as  if  she  had  had  a free  fight  with 
monstrous  weasels  or  demon  badgers,  and 
had  not  come  out  scathless. 

We  soon  turned  down  a little  shady 
lane  off  the  road,  and  presently  I saw  a 
poor  ill-kept  cottage  nestled  away  among 
the  gnarled  apple-trees  of  a dank  orchard. 

“ I don’t  know  as  Alfred  ’ll  be  pleased 
to  see  you  ; ’e  may  take  you  for  the  agent, 
and  then  ’e’s  not  agreeable  like.” 

I could  only  trust  to  luck  and  my  own 
powers  of  persuasion.  If  Alfred  would 
only  listen  to  me,  I would  gladly  spend 
hours  to  convince  him  of  my  innocence  of 
any  “agency.” 

As  we  turned  out  of  the  lane  in  by  a 
rickety  wicket-gate  to  the  cottage  garden, 
I was  struck  by  the  wild  untutored  va- 
grancy of  every  growing  thing.  Sweet- 
williams  and  onions,  asters  and  turnips, 
scarlet  beans  and  Virginia  creepers,  were 
wofully  jumbled  together  in  tlie  same 
bed  or  climbing  the  same  trellis.  There 
was  a covered  porch  over  the  cottage 
door,  and  his  lordship  was  evidently  tak- 
ing his  “ease  witli  dignity”  over  his  Lon- 
don paper  and  a long  clay  pipe.  The 
first  partial  view  that  was  revealed  of  him 
was  a pair  of  well-formed  legs  clad  in 
horsy  check,  a pair  of  whity-brown  cotton 
socks  incased  his  feet,  which  rested  un- 
slippei'ed  on  a convenient  old  straw-stuff- 
ed hassock.  As  1 proceeded  further  I 
found  that  the  rest  of  his  personality,  hid- 
den by  the  bowery  porch,  consisted  of  self- 
evident  cast-off  lordly  clothing:  an  ample 
black  f 1‘ock-coat  with  imposing  collar  and 
brass  buttons,  a sporting  waistcoat,  and  a 
1)1  ue  .speckled  cravat  of  sufficient  volume 
to  sustain  a good  mainsail  of  shirt  collar; 
a tall  black  liat  with  deep  mourning  band 
(for  his  deceased  relative)  completed  his 
array.  He  seemed  for  a moment  to  be  all 
taken  aback  by  my  sudden  appearance, 
following  at  the  heels  of  his  half-brother 
with  the  fagot. 

His  keen  eyes  blazed  on  me  for  a mo- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


xy4l.lUAM  ^UJ?‘UHuTUSa, 


‘;lr.irr’rTi'?ii  fi  :^. 


HARPEK'S  NEW  MONTStEV:  HA«AZINE 


‘-Itliink  y.ouVl  slcetclier  aiicl  tlie  agent. 

titient§  Jv?  bf^ 

tlvi0  be  frii  t*Or  tti> 

icisvfidiib  tb0^ke^^9  iH>Idiifcv*  s-iiU  tte  pdix^r.  to 


ina  R«Ky  fcVKK  OLApeCr  ll^  % MitMJCM 


l«^/>ivid:bmivfr6in  Uiopvn^pfoonTtiV^^i)ycA^ 

tlH*  V t'el  yml  ^ «i>f  a.  U^?}  purpok>^  . I loM  libn 

pe^fei’t  Ulii^i^;^  >rdltling  pf  t<^)?<xvl4ye  %^ri> 

lidU  ^viViyvA^rpaife^rtaj^^a,  Ihub^ 

pdt  *;>f  the  faf;^t:t1i4fe(:  t hi^  ' li4;stk>ry v hnl  ^ 

gf?^ti;:bim''a‘  few  4$bH]irt^;fur4- l^hii5n^,^rM^e'  bi 

6ijft]|j^.  Atr  his  ior^UlMp  tb  :^lbtyr  ■ -tn  tWt,  tie  cqiv 

Ihi?  tliffeivbee  iW  t>f  ibv  rus- 


WILLIAM.  &RDBBYNS.  79 

ipity  oi  fhfe  }iTt>th<?fr  of  ihfc  tbo  pro:^i>ect:  of  mox^^y  f!ronr  sucsh  , 

tinevt|j^ctc?d  Ije  evm  a^s?^ 

_ ^n^v  ^%i}it  t lihinie  ^o?r  / it^« 

;." V- ^■:.-'  • ,■::  • 'liuDdXe:::iji;  big ' liAiidv. ' 

1 wautrf  Will-  The  tii^Pt^  biit  fe  liad 

laiii  t^  a^ll  ittelbs.entb^  lb  iif^i^id  ihi^ 

as  h^  $U>od.  Tliis  sudden  prppfjsal  v te  kuol  Qjp 

b^vbghfc  a sbadoi^  of  uheasine^  ov^r  l)otfi  tv:^geih-;  • ' ; ; 

of  then!.  Tliey  e^identl  j begat^  to  doubt  a j^nd  of  mc^l^  ' : 

:inY  <fPtiir^  Eveu  Bill  rdJ9i'<?d  witii  twlsit'^  - = 

^lee  a.t  tbe.  i4??a  of  atiy  one  waulipg  hi^  ^ 

**bl4  - Whoy,  tbey's  about  arl  bitudi  of  pflzb  I Hcluiiml  it;  . 

‘I  ril  briug  of  dr 

dior ri  io  ybdv^  saich  ;is  I can  spai^ ; i tain's  heart:  Bosidos,  I had  luy  cOyidoas, 

T rU  come  tir*  diy«  eyfe  QU  his  Qthe^^  I had  hcver  seen 

mii' /‘All  right,  and  bring  sucli  tV  sbAot'k'B^^^^  it  archaic- it 


Hilt  ^T. XT  icrWJ^a  wiLUin  ais  >i^r£\jkniNC«; 


Til  i^  lioMW.Ki\t), 


.T?m  \)h^%. 

: ,\:hf>it wi  nr^iwni  - 

6;u»ituuiUipi  tj#PA/r 


A \f  EIXjOJIEj^ry  plva^tnH;  jfipl  Iii}j>, 

inr  ^Jitly  ilfj^yi?; 

1 1' riUr-r  ^ ' 

fe-  T or 

ir/jiKjHil  1»owi‘.v 


'n)$j ^y- 1#  tK%muj 

3(i(44c*  lifivvn  ui>/iJj  Ui<i(  liom^.‘il<)*,0  .rtJH, 


Ji^i^i  iwl  It 


THE  OLD  HOMESTEAD 


THK  SAMK  BRIOfTT  RPNSIHSK  <SKMLY  I’LAY5^  ABOUT  THK  miCU  ORmAtin  TREKS. 


1 hear  t he  humming  of  I lie  wheel 
Strange  music  of  tl»c  tluyf?  gone  by — 
I liear  the  cUcking  of  the  reel, 

Onrt?  morc'  I !<ef‘  the  Hpindkv  fly. 
liow'  then  I %vondercil  nt  the  thread 
Thai  nnrrowctti  from  the  «nowy  wool 
^lucli  more  to  st'c  the  woli. 

And  wind  ui}Ou  tlie  whirling  8j>ool! 


1 JKC'C  the  circk*  galhcred  round 
The  open  lire  jjhicc  ghnviog  iu  ight 
While  hire hci I istiek>  with  «*raclviing  j^ouud 
Schd  forth  a rich  anti  iiiddy  light; 

The  window-ftiill  is  fulcd  with  sleet, 

The  w»*ll  swci'|v  ert  'iks  before  the  blast, 
But  Warm  hearts  Tuake  the  eOtilrasi  sweet. 
SlH'llt*red  from  slorni,  mnire  und  fa^i. 


O loved  ones  of  the  loniyago, 

Who5<e  n)eniorle.s  hang  in  g«)ld(‘u  fnnnt^.  " 
Ik^stifig  bf'neatU  lliC  inaple's  glow,  ■ " * 

Wlterc  bov  e’er  rn>K|  your  rhisekMl  urOUeS, 

( *omo  bark,  fiH  in  thai  C hri.srfuus  Oiight. 

And  till  do'  vacant  elittirs  of  inliiht— - 
Ah  njo!  the  dtearii  is  all  too 
And  a'*hes  lie  upon  the  lu-arlh. 


I w*e  the  gnrrei  oticc  again. 

Witli  rafter,  IvHim,  aiui  oaken  floor; 

1 Ue:ir  the*  ]>aitenng  of  the  I'ain 
As  clomis  go  <lnfling  oVr 

The  little  window  tu\vur»:1  the  AyeNt 
Still  keeiwr  itu  \reh>  and  buzzing  flies 
Anti  fmtJi  this  cozy  childhood  nest 
Jack's  lx*au-8talk'  reaches  to  the  f kies 
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COMK  HACK,  AS  JN  THAT  CHIIKST.MAS  MGIIT 


Below  the  wood,  beside  I he  Kpriii;^, 

Two  Huh*  cliildiX'n  are  at 
And  hope,  that  bird  of  viewUW  winjt. 

in  their  hearts  the  Hvclohj?  day 
The  iifoni^  pntter  at  their  feel. 

The  vsqnirrel  dnUters  ’neuth  the  trees, 
And  life  and  love  are  all  compleb^ 
Tiiey  liold  Aladdin'8  lamp  and  keys. 

And,  tj6w  my  children  come 

To  find  Uie  water  just  as  cool. 

To  play  about  our  trrandsirc'.s  bomo. 

To  ace  our  i»ioriire«  in  the  itool. 
Their  lau^diier  HHh  the  Hbady  jilen ; 

The  fountain  tnu’^^lcH  o’iT  Villi  jt»y 
That,  after  year^  full  three  times  fen. 

It  tirids  its  little  girl  a.iid  boy. 


No  oilier  spring  in  all  the  world 
Is  half  so  clear  and  cool  and  bright. 
No  Ollier  leaves  by  autumn  curled 
iicflcct  for  mo  such  golden  light. 

Of  childhood’s  faith  this  is  1 he  shrine; 

1 kneel  liceide  it  now  as  thcn> 

And  though  the  spring's  no  longer  mine, 
1 ki^s  its  cooling  lips  again. 

Unchanged  it  greets  the  changeful  years; 

Ita  life  is  cuit*  unending  dream; 

No  rcconl  bon:  of  grief  or  (ears; 

Bill,  like  the  linifiid  meadoW'  stream. 

It  stjcms  to  symfiatln/e  with  ymith, 

Just  as  the  liver  does  with  age. 

And  ever  whisper^ — truth 
I s- written  on  Hfe"^  tUlc-page.  > 
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BALLADE  OF  CHRISTMAS  GHOSTS. 

Between  the  moonlight  and  the  fii*e, 

In  winter  evenings  long  ago, 

What  ghosts  I raised  at  your  desire, 

To  make  your  leaping  blood  run  slow! 

How  old,  how  grave,  how  wise  we  growl 
What  Christmas  ghost  can  make  us  chill — 
Save  these  that  troop  in  mournful  row. 

The  ghosts  we  all  can  raise  at  will? 

The  beasts  can  talk  in  barn  and  byre 
On  Christmas-eve,  old  legends  know. 

As  one  by  one  the  years  retire. 

We  men  fall  silent  then,  I trow — 

Such  sights  has  memory  to  show. 

Such  voices  from  the  distance  thrill. 

Ah  me!  they  come  with  Christmas  snow. 

The  ghosts  we  all  can  raise  at  will. 

Oh,  children  of  the  village  choir. 

Your  carols  on  the  midnight  throw! 

Oh,  bright  across  the  mist  and  mire. 

Ye  ruddy  hearths  of  Christmas  glow! 

Beat  back  the  shades,  beat  down  the  woe, 
Renew  the  strength  of  mortal  will; 

Be  welcome,  all,  to  come  or  go, 

The  ghosts  we  all  can  raise  at  will. 

Friend,  auraum  corda,  soon  or  slow 

We  part,  like  guests  who’ve  joyed  their  fill; 
Forget  them  not,  nor  mourn  them  so. 

The  ghosts  we  all  can  raise  at  will! 


CPIRISTMAS  VIOLETS. 

Last  night  I found  the  violets 

You  sent  me  once  across  the  sea; 
From  gardens  that  the  winter  frets, 

In  summer  lands  they  came  to  me. 

Still  fragrant  of  the  English  earth, 

Still  humid  from  the  frozen  dew, 

To  me  they  spoke  of  Christmas  mirth, 
They  spoke  of  England,  spoke  of  you. 

The  flowers  are  scentless,  black,  and  sere. 
The  perfume  long  has  passed  away; 
The  sea  whose  tides  are  year  by  year 
Is  set  between  us,  chill  and  gray. 

But  you  have  reached  a windless  age, 
The  haven  of  a happy  clime; 

You  do  not  dread  the  winter’s  rage, 
Although  we  missed  the  summer-time. 

And  like  the  flower’s  breath  over  sea. 
Across  the  gulf  of  time  and  pain, 
To-night  returns  the  memory 

Of  love  that  lived  not  all  in  vain. 
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yer  like.  Yer  won’t  lose.  It  ’ll  be  settled 
agreeable  to  me — a derned  sight  agreeabler 
to  me  than  to  them  thet  hed  the  puttin’ 
up  o’  this  job.  An’,  Jim  I Jim !”  he  shout- 
ed, the  words  half  lost  between  his  chuckles 
of  laughter,  ‘‘don’t  yer  forgit  what  I tell 
ye  now,  that  a sense  o’  the  ridikerlus  is 
the  best  friend  a man  kin  he v in  this  world. 
It  ’ll  see  yer  out  every  time.” 

But  it  did  not  prove  a complete  cure  for 
the  ill  which  had  befallen  Farmer  Worrall 
now.  As  the  moments  went  on,  and  he 
still  sat  with  his  hands  on  his  knees,  gaz- 
ing abstractedly  out  on  the  great  stretch 
of  yellow  corn  fields  in  front  of  his  house, 
his  face  assumed  a melancholy  look;  and 
when  at  last  he  rose  slowly  from  his 
chair,  and  reached  out  for  the  stout  oaken 
staff  without  which  he  never  walked,  he 
shook  his  head  slowly  and  sadly,  and  said 
aloud,  as  he  stepped  down  from  the  porch : 
“I’d  never  ha’  thought  they’d  brought 
Jerushy  round  to  doin’  it.  I don’  know’s 
it’s  so  strange  in  the  boys,  but  I wouldn’t 
ha’  thought  it  o’  Jerushy.  Thet  does  hurt. 
It  really  does  hurt.” 

Going  to  the  bam,  he  harnessed  his  two 
white  horses — the  best  pair  of  farm  horses 
in  the  county,  and  very  proud  Farmer 
Worrall  was  of  them — into  his  oi>en  wag- 
on, and,  without  making  any  change  in 
his  di-ess,  jumped  in  and  drove  out  of  the 
yard.  As  he  reached  the  gate  he  halted, 
and  looking  back  toward  the  kitchen 
door,  called,  “Elspie!” 

The  call  was  answered  by  a fair,  rosy- 
cheeked  woman,  apparently  about  forty 
years  of  age.  Her  sleeves  were  rolled  up 
to  her  shoulders,  and  she  was  stripping 
soap-suds  from  her  hands  as  she  appeared 
at  the  door.  It  was  washing  day,  and  her 
hands  had  been  in  the  tub  when  she  heard 
the  call ; but  Elspie  never  lost  a second  in 
obeying  a call  from  her  master. 

‘"Elspie,”  he  said,  “I’ll  not  be  home  to 
dinner  to-day.  I’m  going  over  to  Somer- 
set on  business.  I’ll  be  back  before  dark.  ” 

“All  right,”  answei'ed  Elspie,  and  turn- 
ed to  resume  her  washing. 

Farmer  Worrall  looked  at  her  with  a 
curious  observant  gaze,  which  arrested  her 
attention.  She  thought  he  had  something 
more  to  say,  and  waited,  expectant. 

“ Elspie,  how  old  are  you  ?”  he  asked. 

Coloring  slightly  at  the  unexpected 
question,  she  answered,  with  a fi'ank 
laugh : “Getting  old  fast,  sir — faster  than 
you  think.  I’ll  be  forty-six  come  Christ- 
inas.” 


“Ye  don’t  look  it,  then,  my  girl,”  said 
Farmer  Worrall,  as  he  slapped  the  reins 
smartly  down  on  the  off  horse’s  back. 

‘ ‘ Get  up  there,  Jim ! What  ’re  ye  about  ?” 
he  said,  drawing  the  horses  suddenly  to 
the  right,  just  grazing  the  left-hand  post 
of  the  gate  as  he  went  through. 

“Mr.  Worrall  doesn’t  see  so  well ’s  he 
did,”  thought  Elspie,  as  she  plunged  her 
arms  into  the  steaming  suds  again.  ‘ ‘ But 
he  bears  his  years  astonishingly  in  most 
ways.  I wonder  what  ever  set  him  to 
asking  my  age?  ’Twas  a queer  notion 
took  him.  I should  think  he’d  known 
how  old  I was  for  these  thirty  years.  He 
always  was  queerer  than  queer,  though. 
But  a better  man  never  lived.” 

And  as  the  farmer  drove  on  down  the 
Somerset  road  he  said  to  himself:  “I 
didn’t  think  she  was  so  old  ’s  that.  It 
don’t  seem  no  more’n  yesterday  we  took 
her  in  a gal  in  short-clothes.  Forty-five! 
And  I’m  seventy -five!  I don’  know’s 
she’d  hev  me ; an’  I shouldn’t  never 
thought  o’  askin’  her — never  under  the 
shinin’  sun — ef  it  hedn’t  ben  for  this  job. 
But  now,  ef  she’ll  hev  me,  she  may ; an’ 
ef  she  does,  I jest  think  it  ’ll  be  a lesson  to 
some  folks.  The  wust  day’s  job  ever  you 
did,  John  Worrall,  for  it’s  all  your  doin’. 
Si  and  Jerushy  never’d  thought  on’t — 
never.  I’m  jest ’s  sure  o’  thet ’s  ef  I’d  ben 
round  with  him  ‘collectin’  evidence.’” 
And  the  old  man’s  face  hardened  as  the 
phrase  recurred  to  his  memory.  “ ‘Col- 
lectin’ evidence !’  Thet’s  a pretty  sight  fur 
people  to  see!  Let’s  see.  John  must  be 
— how  old  is  John  ? — why,  upon  my  word, 
John’s  nigh  on  to  fifty  himself.  Well, 
he  always  wuz  close-fisted  an’  graspin’, 
even  when  he  wuz  a boy.  I doii’  know 
where  he  got  it,  for  therc  wa’n't  a mean 
bone  in  his  mother’s  body,  not  one;  an’  I 
don’  know's  I’ve  ever  ben  accused  o’  bein’ 
stingy;  but  he’s  got  it  somehow,  got  it 
bad,  an’  thet’s  what’s  to  the  bottom  o’  this 
hull  job — wust  job  ever  you  put  your 
hand  to,  John  Worrall.  You’ll  smart  fur 
it,  ef  you  be  my  son,  an’  my  oldest  one’t 
thet.”  And  the  old  man  swung  his  hick- 
ory-handled whip  well  up  in  the  air,  and 
gave  a series  of  loud  cracks  with  it,  which 
started  the  white  horses  into  their  quick- 
est trot. 

It  was  good  ten  miles  to  Somerset,  but 
it  was  little  more  than  an  hour  from  the 
time  Farmer  Worrall  had  driven  so  care- 
lessly through  liis  farm-yard  gate  wlien 
his  stout  white  hoi'ses  were  to  be  seen  fast- 
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eiied  in  front  of  tlie  Morchant.s  Bank 
buiUUii)?  in  S^nner-sefs  main  street,  and 
thf*  farmer  lii nisei f atandinjf  in  the  middle 
of  the  sidewalk,  his  head  thrown  hack, 
trying  to  read  the  sij^ns  hi^h  up  on  tlie 
front  of  the  building. 

Wliai  do  they  w’ant  U>  p\tt  their  pesky 
signs  so  high  np  for.  I'd  like  to  know  f'*  he 
muttered,  testily,  and  hh  a brisk  young 
fellow  came  running  down  the  inuiii  stair- 


gle 


way  of  the  hiiilding,  hnishing  hastily  by 
him,  he  suddenly  stretched  out  liis  hicko- 
ry wliip-haiuUe  in  front  of  the  young 
Tnan\««  face,  and  said;  Whoa,  youngster’, 
lend  me  your  eyes,  will  you  Y” 

The  young  man,  at  first  angry,  laughed 
as  si>on  as  he  kK>ki-d  in  the  farmer's  twink- 
ling eyes,  and  said:  With  all  my  heart, 
sir.  How'  will  you  have  them?  Shall  I 
take  them  out  V' 
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Farmer  Worrall  clapped  the  lad  on  his 
back.  Nothing  went  to  his  heai*t  like  a 
joke. 

“ Hal  ha !”  he  said ; “ you’ll  do.  Stick 
to  thet  sense  o’  the  ridikerlus,  young  man  I 
It  ’ll  kerry  you  where  money  won’t.  All 
the  use  I’ve  got  fur  yer  eyes  at  this  ’ere 
time  is,  ef  ye’ll  be  so  kind’s  to  read  me  the 
names  up  yonder and  he  pointed  with  his 
whip-handle  to  the  signs  above  the  doors 
and  windows  of  the  high  gmnite  front. 

“ What  name  is  it  you  are  looking  for  ?” 
asked  the  young  man. 

“’Lisha  Gunn,  Jedge  Gunn,  they  call 
him,” answered  Farmer  Worrall. 

“Why,  that  is  ray  father,”  exclaimed 
the  young  man.  “ His  office  is  not  here. 
He  moved  a long  time  ago  into  an  office 
he  built  close  to  the  bouse  where  we  live. 
I’m  going  right  home  now.  I’ll  show 
you  the  way.” 

“ Up  on  State  Street,  where  he  used  ter 
live  ?” 

“ Yes.  That’s  the  place.” 

“ Jump  in,  lad,  jump  in,  an’  drive  round 
witli  me.  I expect  you’re  the  youngster 
I see  rollin’  in  the  grass  the  last  time  I 
wuz  to  yer  father’s.  He’s  a friend  o’  mine, 
an’  hez  been  these  thirty  years.  My 
name’s  Worrall.  Mabbe  ye’ve  heern  him 
speak  of  me  ? ’Tain’t  often  1 hev  any 
lawyer's  w'ork  to  be  done,  but  all  I’ve  hed 
he  8 done  sence  long  afore  you  wuz  born. 
You  favor  him  in  yer  looks,  now  I come  to 
see  yer  eyes ; an’  you  took  thet  joke  about 
yer  eyes  jest ’s  he  would.  Stick  to  it,  boy ; 
stick  to  yer  sense  o’  the  ridikerlus.  It’s 
about  the  only  thing  reely  to  be  depended  on 
in  this  airth ; the  only  livin’  thing  I know 
thet  s got  its  food  all,  as  yer  may  say,  cut 
an’  dri^  an’  spread  ready  fur  a good  meal 
’t  all  hours  o’  day,  everywhuz.  Much 
obleeged,  much  obleeged  ter  yer,  my  boy. 
Here  we  are.  I know  the  house ’s  well's 
ye  know  it  yerself and  he  drew  the  white 
horses  up  with  a fine  flourish  in  front  of 
Judge  Gunn's  gate. 

“ What  splendid  horses,  Mr.  Worrall!” 
exclaimed  Harry  Gunn,  as  be  sprang  out 
and  went  to  their  heads. 

“Fair  team,  I call  ’em  myself,”  said 
the  old  man.  “ Ain’t  what  they  wuz  six 
year  ago,  though;  they’m  getlin’  on  in 
years,  so's  I kin  manage  ’em  easy.  Ye’d 
oughter  seen  ’em  when  they  wuz  five-year- 
olds;  ’twuz  all  I wanted  to  do  to  jest  hold 
’em  then.  Ef  ye’ll  come  over  to  my  place 
some  time,  I’ll  show  yer  a stallion  colt  o’ 
thet  near  mare’s  ye'd  like  ter  see.” 

Vou  LXX-No.  4I5.-6 


At  this  moment  Judge  Gunn  appeared 
at  his  front  door;  seeing  his  son  speaking 
with  a stmnger,  he  paused  for  a second ; 
then,  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  hur- 
ried to  the  gate. 

‘ ‘ John,  is  that  you  ? Why,  I’m  heartily 
glad  to  see  you.  Come  in,  come  in.  This 
is  my  boy.  He  was  a baby  when  you  were 
here  last.” 

“Yes,”  laughed  the  farmer.  “ I wuz  tell- 
in’  him  I reckoned  he  wuz  kickin’  up  in 
the  grass  there  the  last  time  I wuz  bei*e. 
Don’t  trouble  ye  often,  jedge,  but  I’ve  got 
a job  fur  ye  now,  sure.”  And  with  the 
familiarity  of  old  and  tried  friendship  he 
clapped  the  judge  on  his  shoulder,  and 
burst  into  a loud  laugh,  as  he  continued : 
“The  queerest  job  ye’ve  dealt  with  this 
many  a day,  I be  bound.  I guess  I’ll  come 
inter  yer  office  an’  set  down  to’t  now,  ef 
ye’re ’t  leisure.”  And  the  two  walked  slow- 
ly up  a winding  path  to  the  right,  which 
led  to  the  pretty  little  office  building,  bow- 
ered  in  trees,  standing  a little  further  back 
from  the  street  than  the  house. 

“Nice  place  ye’ve  got  here,  jedge— nice 
place,”  said  the  farmer,  looking  round. 
“The  law  pays  better’n  farmin’.  There 
ain’t  never  any  drought  cuts  off  yer  crop, 
an’  no  sech  thing ’s  seasons  either.  Ein 
counton  querrels  all  the  year  round  stiddy, 
can’t  ye?  Wa’al,  ef  ye’ve  ever  seen  the 
match  o’  the  one  I’ve  brought  ye,  I’d  like 
to  know  where  ye  struck  iL  What  do  ye 
think,  jedge,  o’  my  boys  gittin’  out  a pa- 
per to  hev  a guardeen  app’inted  over 
me  ? S' pose  I kin  prove  I'm  in  no  need  o’ 
any  sech  assistance  in  my  affairs,  can’t  I f 
P’r'aps  ye’ve  heern  about  it  a’ready  ? Jim 
Bates  he  served  the  paper  on  me  this  morn- 
in’.  We’lected  him  sheriff,  yer  know,  in  the 
spring;  an’  he  said  John  hed  been  round 
consider'ble  collectin’  evidence  to  show 
I wuz  of  unsound  mind:  thet’s  what  the 
paper  calls  it  Hev  ye  heern  any  talk 
about  it  ?” 

Reluctantly  the  judge  admitted  that  he 
bad  heard  some  such  rumors,  but  had  sup- 
posed, he  said,  that  they  could  not  be  any- 
thing more  than  malicious  scandal. 

“Then  ye  don’t  reely  think  my  mind’s 
gone,  do  ye? — not  thet  I ever  laid  any 
gret  claim  to  bein’  smarter’n  the  rest  o’ 
my  neighbors.  I never  felt  no  call  to  set 
myself  up  to  preach  to  ’em  about  anything, 
an’  I can’t  say  but  what  I’ve  seen  heads  I’d 
ruther  hev  hed  on  my  shouldera  than  the 
one  the  Lord  see  fit  to  set  there,  but  secb 
as  ’tis,  it’s  good ’s  ever  ’twas,  by  thunder!” 
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and  the  old  man  brought  his  fist  down  on 
the  table  with  a sledge-hammer  blow  that 
made  the  heavy  law-books  dance. 

“ I don’t  make  no  manner  o’  doubt  I kin 
bring  fifty  people  to  swear  thet  I’m  sound’s 
ever  I wuz,  an’  I take  it  thet,  bad’s  they 
want  my  money,  they  won’t  set  up  to  show 
I wuz  born  weak  in  th’  upper  story,  an’ 
hain’t  ever  been  capable  o’  conductin’  my 
own  business. 

“An’,  jedge — you  an’  me’s  old  friends, 
yer  know — I’ve  ben  thinkin’  as  I drove 
over  this  mornin’  thet  I’d  like  nothin’  bet- 
ter’n  to  kerry  on  this  ’ere  trial  myself. 
Don't  ye  s’pose  I could  ? Seems  to  me  I’d 
like  nothin’  better’n  to  ask  questions  my- 
self, an’  kinder  x>ester  the  witnesses  the 
way  I’ve  seen  you  fellers  do  it.  I’d  like 
you  to  be  by  me  in  case  something  turned 
up  I wa’n’t  prepared  fur,  an’  might  make 
a botch  on’t.  But  unless  ye  see  me  a-goin’ 
wrong,  I’d  like  to  hev  the  runnin’  on’t  in 
my  own  hands.” 

“I  see,” said  the  judge,  laughing  hard. 
“You’d  like  to  have  me  as  what  is  called 
assistant  counsel.  It’s  a good  many  years 
since  I’ve  appeared  in  that  capacity,  Wor- 
rall,  and  I’m  rather  old  for  it,  but  I’ll  do 
it  with  pleasure  for  you.  I’ll  post  you  up 
on  some  of  the  technical  points,  and  there 
will  not  be  the  least  diflBculty.  Of  course 
it  won’t  be  like  any  other  trial  that  ever 
was  seen.  I don’t  believe  the  jury’ll  even 
leave  their  seats.  John  must  be  crazy  to 
have  brought  such  a thing  up.  I think 
he’s  the  one  that  needs  to  be  put  under  a 
guardian  himself.” 

The  old  man  looked  relieved.  “Yer 
reely  think  so,  do  yer,  jedge!  Wa’al, 
I’m  easier  in  my  mind  to  hear  yer  say  it. 
Pur  I’ve  read  in  the  papers  plenty  o’  tri- 
als where  they  made  a feller  out  to  be 
crazy  on  the  smallest  kind  o’  showin’,  it 
seemed  to  me.  An’  yer  know,  jedge,  I am 
dum  queer,  an’  allers  hev  ben.  Nobody 
knowed  it  better’n  Mis’  Worrall.  She's 
said  to  me  a hundred  times  ef  she  said ’t 
onst,  ‘John,  ye’re  queerer’n  queer.’  An’ 
I 8’pos3  livin’  alone  so  sence  she’s  dead ’s 
made  me  queerer.  I know  I’m  queer.  I 
feel  queer,  many’s  the  time  so  queer  I 
don’t  know  what  to  do;  an’  this  hull  world 
an’  everybody  in't  seems  to  me  so  queer. 
I’m  burstin’  larfin’  all  to  myself  to  think 
how  queer  it  is.  An’  I expect  thet  one  o’ 
the  things  they’ll  bring  up  ’ll  be  thet  I 
talk  an’  larf  when  I’m  alone.  I do, 
jedge;  can’t  help  it;  sha’n’t  try  to  deny  it. 
Do  yer  think  that  ’ll  go  agen  me  much  ? 


Ef  it  does,  it  ’ll  hev  to,  that’s  all.  I sha’n’t 
make  no  ’tempt  to  gainsay  it.” 

“No,  no,  John,”  laughed  the  judge. 
“ Nobody  that  knows  you  will  attach  any 
importance  to  that.  Why,  you  did  that 
when  you  were  a boy.  I can  certify  to 
that  myself,  if  it  is  necessary.” 

“ Now,  reely,  did  I ? Well,  that  is  for- 
tinate.  I mistrusted  I must  hev,  fur  I 
can’t  remember  when  I didn’t  hev  the 
trick;  but  I didn’t  know.  My  mem’ry 
ain’t  what  it  onst  wuz.  Thet’s  clear.  Ef 
they  tackle  me  on  thet.  I’ll  make  a poor 
show.” 

“ Have  you  any  idea  what  started  them 
on  this  tack  ?”  asked  the  judge.  “ It’s  the 
strangest  thing  I ever  knew.  So  friendly 
as  you  and  your  boys  have  always  been.” 

The  old  man’s  face  quivered.  “ Thet’s 
the  shamefulest  thing  about  it,  jedge.  I 
know  I’ve  allera  done  right  by  my  chil- 
dren, allers.  I set  both  the  boys  up  fur 
themselves  with  good  farms;  an’  when  Je- 
rushy  went  an’  married  thet  sheftless  Sikes 
I give  her  a good  farm  too.” 

“She  isn’t  in  it,  is  she ?”  interrupted  the 
judge. 

“Yes,  she  is;  thet  is,  she’s  signed  the 
paper;  but  she  ain’t  reely  into’t,  nor  Si  ei- 
ther, anything  more’n  to  sign  their  names 
ter  the  paper.  Thet’s  bad  enough.  But 
it’s  John  thet’s  done  the  hull  thing.  It’s 
his  work  from  fust  to  last.  It’s  hard 
words  to  say  of  a man’s  fust-born  son, 
jedge,  but  he’s  a mean,  graspin’  cur;  an’ 
thet’s  what’s  done  it;  an’  I’m  glad  his  mo- 
ther’s in  her  grave,  ruther'n  she  should 
ha’  seen  the  day  he  set  this  job  ’goin’. 

“But  I wuz  goin’  to  tell  yer  what  start- 
ed it.  I’m  reely  ashamed  to.  But  I may’s 
well,  sence  what  I’ve  made  up  my  mind  to. 
They  got  it  into  their  heads  I wuz  goin’  to 
marry  EHspie.  You  remember  Elspie,  thet 
Prince  Edward  Island  girl  Mis’  Worrall 
took,  after  thet  journey  we  took  down  in 
the  provinces  ?” 

The  judge  nodded. 

* ‘ Of  course  yer  do.  Nobody’s  ever  ben 
to  our  house  thet  didn’t  remember  Elspie. 
She  wa’n't  but  fifteen  when  we  took  her: 
as  spruce  an’  smart  a young  ’un  as  ever 
yer  see.  Wa'al,  from  thet  day  to  this  she’s 
ben  in  our  house:  she  was  kind  o’  like  a 
child,  an’  kind  o’  like  a hired  gal : there 
wa’n’t  never  any  questions  asked.  She 
worked  in  with  all  the  rest,  an’  hed  her 
livin’  jest  like  the  rest;  an’  ef  she’d  ever 
married,  I allers  reckoned  to  give  her  a 
farm  same's  the  others.  But  sence  Mis’ 
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Worrall  died,  thetas  ten  years  now — ye 
know — I’ve  more’n  a thousand  times  said 
to  myself  thet  I didn’t  know  what  ever 
would  become  o’  the  farm  without  her,  or 
me  either.  She  takes  care  o’  me  every 
way,  an’  looks  after  every  mortal  thing 
on  the  place  jest’s  Mis’  Worrall  did.  She’d 
got  her  trained  inter  all  her  ways;  but 
as  fur  marry  in’  her — wa’al,  I tell  ye  the 
bounden  truth,  jedge,  I hain’t  never  hed 
the  idee  o’  marryin’  her  any  more’n  I 
hev” — even  Farmer  Worrall’s  imagina- 
tion was  at  loss  for  a metaphor,  and  he 
paused  — “any  moi’e’n  I hev  one  o’  my 
heifers  down  in  the  lot ! Thet’s  the  bound- 
en truth,  jedge!  But  I tell  you — you  an’ 
me  8 old  friends,  jedge — now  they’ve  put 
the  idee  inter  my  bead,  I think  I’ve  been 
a denied  fool  not  ter  marry  her,  an’  I 
wonder  I never  did  think  on’t.  She’s  the 
best  housekeeper  there  is  in  the  county, 
as  haixl-workin’,  stiddy-goin’  a woman’s 
ever  yer  see,  an’s  looked  after  everything 
on  the  place  these  ten  years  as  ef  she’d 
ben  my  own  darter.  I don't  think  it’s 
any  more’n  fair  to  her  to  give  her  the 
chance  to  hev  it  fur  her  own,  ef  she’ll  take 
an  old  feller  like  me.  What  do  yer  think, 
jedge  ?” 

The  judge,  a little  startled  at  this  sud- 
den shifting  of  the  subject,  did  not  reply 
on  the  instant,  and  the  old  man  continued : 

“ I b’leeve  I’ve  about  made  up  my  mind 
to  do't,  but  I’ll  see  how  this  trial  goes. 
I won’t  do  nothin’  hasty.  Ef  the  trial 
goes  agen  me,  I’d  hev  to  get  my  guard- 
een’s  permission  to  marry,  an’  I take  it 
he  wouldn't  be  in  favor  of  me  marryin’. 
Thet’s  what  they’re  afraid  of,  an’  thet’s  the 
only  thing  under  the  shinin’  sun,  jedge, 
as  set  them  up  to  playin’  thU  scandalous 
game  o’  theim.” 

“It  is  scandalous  and  no  mistake, 
John,”  exclaimed  Judge  Gunn,  “ and  there 
can  be  no  manner  of  doubt  that  they  will 
be  covered  with  the  disgrace  they  deserve. 
I can  not  imagine  who  will  be  found  to 
testify  on  their  side.  But,  John,  if  I were 
in  your  place  I would  think  twice  before 
I married  that  girl.” 

“ She  ain’t  no  gal,  jedge,”  hastily  inter- 
rupted Farmer  Worrall.  “She’s  near 
fifty.  I wuz  all  taken  aback  myself  when 
she  told  me  her  age.  I stopped  an’  asked 
her  jest ’s  I wuz  gittin’  out  to  come  over 
here  tliis  mornin’.” 

If  Judge  Gunn  had  known  that  “forty- 
six”  were  the  figures  which  had  already 
in  Farmer  Worrall’s  mind  taken  shap^  as 


“near  fifty,”  he  would  have  recognized 
the  inutility  of  any  farther  remonstrances 
with  his  friend.  But  even  “near  fifty” 
seemed  to  him  too  youthful  for  seventy- 
five,  and  he  continued: 

“Ah,  is  she  so  old  as  that?  I would 
not  have  believed  it.  But  the  age  is  not 
everything,  John.  Don’t  be  angry  with 
me.  But  I really  do  not  wonder  that 
your  children  feel  badly  at  the  idea  of 
your  marrying  Elspie.” 

“Ef  I’d  make  over  all  my  money  to 
’em  fust,  they’d  never  bother  themselves 
about  my  marryin’  or  not  marryin’,  or 
whether  I married  a young  gal  or  an 
old  woman.  It’s  nothin’  but  the  money, 
jedge — the  money  an’  the  land.  It’s  thet 
they’re  after.  Now’t  I look  back  I kin 
see  they’ve  ben  oneasy  fur  a long  spell, 
but  I never  suspicioned  anything.  I don’ 
know  but  I must  be  a leetle  ‘ unsound  o’ 
mind’  or  I shouldn’t  ha’  ben  so  slow 
smellin’  a rat.  Ef  I’d  ever  hed  the  least 
idee  o’  marryin’,  I should  ha’  seen  what 
they  wuz  drivin’  at.  But  not  hevin’  any 
sech  idee,  it  made  me’s  blind’s  a bat  to 
all  their  sayin’s  an’  doin’s.  I kin  see  now 
it’s  ben  in  their  minds  fur  a year,  or  may- 
be two.  I don’  know  but  it’s  ben  there 
ever  sence  Jerushy  got  married;  fur  it’s 
come  to  me,  a-thinkin’  back’s  I’ve  ben 
all  this  mornin’,  thet  when  she  wuz  a-git- 
tin’  ready  to  go  she  seemed  awful  oneasy 
about  Elspie’s  gittin’  on  with  the  work 
alone,  an’  she  wuz  proposin’  fust  one  pus- 
son  an’  then  another  she  thouglit  migho 
come  an’  keep  house  fur  me ; an’  I i^emem- 
ber  finally  I got  mad,  an’  I said  ef  Elspie 
wanted  any  help  I guessed  she  could  hire 
it  in  by  the  day,  an’  I reckoned  I could  pay 
for't,  an’  I wa’n’t  goin’  to  hev  any  o’  the 
old  women  round  they’d  picked  out  fur 
me  fur  housekeepers ; an’  seems  to  me  now 
she  said  somethin’  then  about  it’s  not  bein’ 
proper  for  Elspie  to  stay  there  alone  on 
the  farm  with  me,  an’  I expect  I shut  her 
up  pretty  sharp.  As  like’s  not  I told  her 
she  wuz  a ridikerlus  fool;  shouldn’t  won- 
der a mite  ef  I did.” 

‘ ‘ If  you  marry  Elspie  now,  John,  they ’1 1 
think  they’ve  been  right  all  along,  so  far 
as  that  is  concerned,”  said  the  judge. 

“By  thunder!  no,  they  won’t,”  cried 
Farmer  Worrall,  bringing  his  hand  down 
on  the  table — “ no,  they  won’t.  I’ll  tell 
’em,  in  a way  they  won’t  never  forget 
the  longest  day  o’  their  lives,  thet  I nevei* 
thought  on’t  till  they  put  it  inter  my  head 
a-plottin’  to  prevent  it.  An’  they  won’t 
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think  Pm  a-lyin’  either.  Sound  or  un- 
sound ’s  they  are  a mind  ter  call  me,  there 
ain’t  a man,  woman,  or  child  in  Somerset 
County  ever  caught  me  a-lyin’,  an’  they 
know  it.  Ef  they  do  make  me  out  a fool, 
it  ’ll  be  one  o’  them  kind  er  fools  thet  goes 
round  speakin’  the  truth — ‘fools  an’  chil- 
dren,’yer  know.” 

Spite  of  the  old  man’s  humorous  way 
of  talking  and  his  frequent  laughter,  it 
was  plainer  and  plainer  to  the  judge  that 
his  old  friend  had  got  a sore  wound  in  this 
matter.  And  his  own  indignation  deep- 
ened as  he  talked  with  him,  and  saw  min- 
ute by  minute  that  he  was  just  the  same 
shrewd,  humorous,  eccentric  fellow  he  had 
for  forty  years  known  him  to  be.  Not  a 
trace  of  mental  disturbance  or  of  failing 
powers  could  the  judge  discover.  In  fact, 
as  the  conversation  went  on,  he  thought 
to  himself  more  than  once  that  he  did  not 
know  a man  who  would  receive  such  an 
attack  as  this  with  the  mingled  philoso- 
phy, good-nature,  and  shrewdness  shown 
by  Farmer  Worrall  now. 

It  was  past  noon  when  they  parted. 
Farmer  Worrall  was  hungry,  but  he  re- 
fused the  judge’s  hearty  invitation  to  din- 
ner. 

“No,  no,”  he  said;  “I’ve  got  another 
place  in  my  head.  I cal’late  to  eat  din- 
ner at  Jerushy’s  to-day.” 

“Your  daughter!”  exclaimed  the  judge. 

“ Exzackly  I”  replied  Farmer  Worrall — 
“my  darter;  though  she  ain’t  behavin’ 
jest’s  a darter  should.  But  I know  how 
ter  make  allowances  for  Jerushy ; she 
didn’t  hev  no  choice  about  signin’  thet 
paper.  John  Worrall  he’s  got  a mort- 
gage a’ready  on  thet  farm  I give  Jerushy. 
Sikes  made  her  sign  it.  I didn’t  know 
thet  till  a few  days  ago,  an’  I wuz  a-castin’ 
about  in  my  mind  how  I could  git  it 
cleared,  an’  fixed  so  Sikes  couldn’t  do  it 
agen,  when  Jim  come  up  the  steps  with 
thet  ’ere  paper.  So  it  took  me,  yer  see, 
kinder  at  a wrong  time  to  see  her  name 
signed  to  go  to  prove  I wa’n’t  o’  sound 
mind,  maybe.  I wa’n’t  when  I wuz  a- 
thinkin’  o’  tryin’  to  make  a busted  sieve 
hold  water,  an’  thet’s  about  what  ’tis  to 
try  to  help  Jim  Sikes;  an’  I told  Jerushy 
so  when  she  married  him ; but  I hedn’t  the 
j heart  to  go  agenst  her  hevin’  him,  for  yer 
know  Jerushy  wa’n’t  never  very  good- 
* lookin’,  an’  she  wuz  a-gittin’  on  consider’- 
ble  of  an  old  maid,  Jerushy  wuz;  an’  I 
allers  think  a woman’s  better  oflF,  jedge, 
ter  be  married  ter  ’most  any  man,  so  he 


ain’t  reely  vicious,  than  she  is  to  live  all 
alone  t’her  dyin’  day,  an’  never  have  no 
children.  I don’  know’s  yer’d  agree  to 
thet,  jedge.  Mis’  Worrall  she  never  did. 
We  never  could  come  to  no  agreement  on 
thet  pint— never.  She  was  jest  square  op- 
posite to  me  on’t.  She’d  never  let  on 
thet  a woman  needed  a man  ’tali,  onless 
she  wuz  in  love  with  him.  But  I allers 
thought  ’twas  part  pride  in  her  made  her 
so  sot  about  it.  Wa’al,  I’m  goin’  to  see 
Jerushy  jest ’s  ef  nothin’  hed  happened. 
It  ’ll  be  a little  awkerd  at  fust,  I expect; 
leastways,  ’twill  fur  her.  But  I’m  goiu’ 
to  tell  her  I don’t  blame  her  a mite,  an’  I 
want  her  to  know  I’ve  got  the  run  o’  thet 
mortgage,  so  she  needn’t  worry.  John 
he  turned  it  over  to  the  Farmers’  Bank ; 
thet’s  the  way  I found  it  out.  Another  o’ 
his  mean  tricks.  So  I jest  took  it  up;  an’ 
now  there  won’t  nobody  foreclose  on  thet 
mortgage.  Ye  see  ?” 

“John,”  exclaimed  the  judge,  “I  don’t 
know  that  I can  in  conscience  say  I think 
you  are  of  sound  mind,  after  all.” 

“Wa’al,”  replied  Farmer  Worrall, 
“p’r’aps  I ain’t.  I wouldn’t  like  to  hev 
to  take  my  oath  I wuz  sure  on’t  myself. 
Tlie  only  thing  I kin  swear  to  is  thet  I’m 
sound’s  I ever  wuz.”  And  he  drove 
away,  looking  back  over  his  shoulder  at 
the  judge,  and  laughing  heartily. 

Nobody  need  have  envied  Mrs.  Jerusha 
Sikes  when  she  saw  her  father’s  well- 
known  white  horses  trotting  into  her  yard. 

“Jim!  Jim!”  she  cried,  “here’s  father 
cornin’ !” 

“ You  don’t  say  so !”  ejaculated  coward- 
ly Jim  Sikes.  “Jerushy,  I reckon  I’m 
better  out  o’  sight  than  in.  Don’t  yer 
think  I’d  better  not  be  ter  hum  ? Ye  can 
manage  him  a heap  better  without  me. 
He  never  did  like  me,  yer  know.” 

“He’s  takin’  out  the  horses,” she  said, 
peering  cautiously  out  of  the  window. 
“ He’s  come  to  stay  to  dinner.” 

“ Wa’al,  I never  I So  he  is.  Now  ain’t 
thet  enough  in  natur’  to  show  he  ain’t 
right,  to  come  right  in  this  very  mornin’  as 
ef  nothin’  hed  happened,  an’  go  to  puttin’ 
his  horses  up  in  my  bam  ?”  And  Jim,  too, 
peered  out  from  behind  the  white  cotton 
window-curtain. 

“ He’s  a- whistlin’  jest ’s  he  allers  does, 
an’  a talkin’  too,  an’  larfin’ — larfin’  fit  to 
kill.  Look  at  him,  Jerushy.  Now  you 
wouldn’t  pretend  to  say  thet  man’s  right 
in  his  head,  would  you  ?” 

“Yes,  I would,  too,”  retorted  Mrs.  Sikes, 
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angrily.  ‘ ‘ He’s  allers  done  thet  ever  sence 
I can  remember.  Ef  thet’s  all  ye’ve  got 
agen  him,  the  hull  town  knows  he’s  alt- 
ers done  it.” 

“Well,  ’tain’t  right,  Rooshy  — ’tain’t 
right,”  continued  Sikes.  “ There’s  lots  o’ 
fellers  ben  cleared  o’  murder  fur  less  crazy 
doin’s  than  thet,  as  John  says.” 

“ I wish  I needn’t  never  hear  John 
WorraH’s  name  agen  my  longest  day,” 
retorted  Rooshy.  “He’s  got  us  inter  no- 
thin’ but  trouble  from  fust  to  last,  an’  you 
mark  ray  word,  Jim  Sikes,  this  ’ll  prove 
the  wust  of  all.  I reckon  maybe  you  hed 
better  go.  Come  to  think  on’t,  I b’leeve 
I would  ruther  see  father  without  you  be- 
in’ by;  he’s  in  the  corn-house  now  gettin’ 
feed,  an’  you  can  slip  out  the  front  door. 
He  can’t  see  the  road  from  there.” 

Much  relieved,  Sikes  slipped  swiftly 
away,  and  the  embarrassed  !^osby  went 
slowly  to  the  corn-house  to  meet  her  fa- 
ther. 

The  old  man  was  measuring  out  a gen- 
erous feed  for  his  horses,  and  did  not 
quickly  hear  her  steps.  As  soon  as  he 
did,  he  turned  and  said,  in  his  usual  hearty 
tone: 

“Hullo,  Rooshy  gal!  How  d’ye  do? 
I’m  cornin’  to  git  a bite  o’  yer  dinner. 
I hed  business  in  Somerset,  an’  I thought 
I’d  noon  here  on  my  way  hum.  Be  ye 
all  well  ?” 

Mrs.  Jerusha  stammered  a few  words  of 
reply,  but  nature  was  too  much  for  her. 
At  the  fii'st  sight  of  her  father’s  face  and 
sound  of  his  voice,  a great  wave  of  shame 
and  remorse  had  swept  over  her,  and  sud- 
denly bursting  into  tears,  she  cried : “Oh, 
father,  I’m  ashamed  to  look  ye  in  the  face ! 
’Twa’n’t  Jim  an’  I wanted  ter  do  it.” 

“ Laws  now,  Rooshy,”  said  her  father, 
shaking  out  the  corn  into  the  manger  as 
he  spoke.  “Don’t  you  take  on  so.  I 
knew  thet  well  enough  without  your  tell- 
in’  me.  I don’t  blame  yer  a mite,  Roo- 
shy. Ef  I did,  I shouldn’t  be  here  to-day. 
I knew  ye  couldn’t  stand  out  agen  John ; 
ye  never  did  sence  ye  were  youngsters 
together.  I don't  hold  you  nor  Si,  neither 
on  ye,  anyways  responsible  fur  the  job. 
I was  jest  a-tellin’  Jedge  Gunn  so  not  an 
hour  ago.” 

Jerusha  looked  up,  startled.  “Judge 
Gunn!”  she  said. 

“ Yes,  Jedge  Gunn.  I wuz  a-talkin’  it 
over  with  him.  He’s  allers  done  all  my 
law  business — not  thet’s  ben  much.  I 
hain’t  ever  ben  any  hand  fur  querrels. 


Rooshy.  I don’  know’s  ever  I picked  one 
in  my  hull  life;  never  was  fond  o’  berry- 
in’  in  thet  patch  myself.  But  I wuzn’t 
ever  one  to  bear  bein’  imposed  upon  ei- 
ther, an’  I kin  fight  ef  I must,  Rooshy, 
an’  of  course  I don’t  s’pose  any  of  ye  ex- 
pected I wuz  goin’  to  set  down  under  this. 
But  I didn’t  come  to  talk  about  it,  Roosh: 
least  said  soonest  mended.  What  I’ve  got 
to  say  on  thet  p'int  I’ll  say  in  court.  But 
there’s  one  thing  I wanted  to  tell  ye  about 
afore  the  trial,  so  I thought  I’d  stop  to- 
day. It’s  about  the  mortgage  Jim’s  put 
on  this  farm.  Ye  hedn’t  oughter  signed 
thet,  Rooshy;  reely  yer  hedn’t.  Jim  ’ll 
clean  yer  out  some  day  ef  yer  don’t  look 
out,  an’  not  leave  a thing  for  you  an’  the 
children.” 

Jerusha  was  crying  bitterly  now.  With 
each  kind  word  her  father  spoke  her  shame 
and  sorrow  increased.  As  they  walked 
slowly  toward  the  house  she  sobbed 
out:  “Don’t,  father!  I ain’t  fit  fur  ye  to 
speak  thet  way  to.  We  don’t  deserve  no 
kindness;  not  from  you.  I don’t  s’pose 
ye  kin  ever  forgive  me  fur  signin’  thet 
paper,  kin  ye  ?”  and  she  grasped  her  fa- 
ther's hand,  and  looked  up  in  his  face, 
the  tears  running  down  her  cheeks. 

“Rooshy!”  said  he,  sternly.  “Ef  ye 
talk  any  more  this  kind  o’  stuff  ter  me. 
I’ll  hev  a paper  made  out  agen  you  yer- 
selfs  bein’  o’  onsound  mind!  Hain’t  I 
told  ye  twice  over  I don’t  blame  ye  a mite  ? 
I don’t  blame  ye  any  more’n  I’d  ha’ 
blamed  ye  fur  stubbin’  yer  toe  an’  goin’ 
head-foi*emost  on  ter  thet  stun  there,” 
pointing  to  the  grindstone  by  the  well. 
“An’  now  ye  jest  shet  up,  will  yer,  an’ 
give  me  some  dinner.  I’m  dum  hungry. 
Is  Jim  to  hum  ?” 

“No;  he’s  gone  down  the  road  a piece. 
He’s  hed  his  dinner,  but  ’tain’t  cleared 
away.  I’ll  warm  it  fur  ye  in  a minute.” 

When  he  entered  the  kitchen,  and 
glancing  at  the  table,  saw  the  still  half- 
full plate  at  Jim’s  place,  Farmer  Wormll 
chuckled  inwardly,  and  it  being  a self-de- 
nial beyond  his  power  to  forego  a joke, 
said : “ Humph ! called  down  the  road  sud- 
denly, wa’n’t  he — yer  husband  ?”  pointing 
to  the  filled  plate,  and  the  knife  and  fork 
resting  on  its  side.  “ Wa’al,  I’m  ruther 
glad  he  went.  I didn’t  feel  much  call  to 
talk  with  him  to-day.  He’ll  hev  a bet- 
ter appetite  fur  his  supper,  maybe,  fur  eat- 
in’  light ’t  noon,  an’  fur  the  news  I’ve 
brought  ye  ’bout  thet  mortgage.  Ye 
needn’t  worry  no  more  about  it.  It’s  in  ray 
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hands  now,  an’  I don’t  reckon  to  foreclose 
on  ye,  not  yet  awhiles.  I don’t  b’leeve  I’m 
onsound-minded  enough  furthet,  Rooshy, 
nor  noways  likely  to  be;”  and  the  old 
man  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  roared 
again  at  the  idea.  Poor  Jerusha  was  near- 
ly out  of  her  wits.  Between  her  contrition 
and  her  unbounded  astonishment  at  the 
way  her  father  took  the  thing,  she  did  not 
know  which  way  to  turn  her  thoughts  or 
her  speech,  but  gazed  at  him  in  bewilder- 
ment. The  puzzled  look  on  her  face  only 
heightened  his  amusement.  Wiping  his 
eyes,  he  cried : “I  suppose  what  ain’t  bred 
in  the  bone,  can’t  come  out  in  the  flesh, 
Rooshy.  Yer  never  did  hev  no  sense  o’ 
the  ridikerlus.  Never  I It  ’d  ha’  saved 
ye  lots  o’  trouble  ef  ye  bed.  But  yer  mo- 
ther afore  ye,  she  never  hed  much,  not 
till  toward  the  last;  it  seemed  to  kinder 
struggle  up  in  her  arter  she  took  to  her 
bed — the  onlikeliest  place  fur  it  to  come 
up,  ye’d  think ; but  as  she  laid  there  day 
arter  day  she  kep’  a-thinkin’  over  things 
I’d  told  her,  an’  I declare,  Roosh,  I found 
her  a-larfin’  at  things  I’d  said  to  her  twen- 
ty years  afore,  thet  she  never  see  no  pint 
to  till  then.  She’d  alters  called  ’em  jest 
queer.  Now  I don’t  s’pose  ye  can  see 
anything  ridikerlus  in  this  ’ere  suit  John’s 
a-bringin’,  to  get  me  put  under  a guard- 
een;  but  I tell  ye  it’s  the  most  ridiker- 
lus thing  ever’s  happened  in  this  State  o’ 
C’netticut;  jest  the  very  most,  an’  yer  see 
ef  the  jedge  an’  jury  an’  all  on  ’em  ain’t 
a-larfin’  in  their  seats  afore  it’s  done 
with.  I only  hope  I’ll  make  out  to  keep 
a tol’able  stiddy  countenance  myself.  Be 
ye  a-comin’,  Rooshy  ?” 

“Oh  no,  father,  I couldn’t.  I won’t 
have  to,  will  I,  because  I let  ’em  put  my 
name  to  the  paper  ?”  groaned  the  unhappy 
Jerusha. 

“ Wa’al,  I don’  know  much  about  this 
kind  o’  case,  Roosh,  Ef  they  s’poeua  ye 
as  witness,  ye’ll  hev  to  go,  I expect.  But 
I reckon  John  ’d  know  better’n  to  call 
you  thet  way.  But,  Roosh,  I wish  ye 
would  go.  I’ve  got  patickeler  reasons  fur 
wishin’  it.  Ye’ll  go,  now,  won’t  yer  ?” 

“Oh,  father,”  replied  Jerusha,  “I’d  do 
anything  under  heaven  you’d  ask  me  to, 
’most;  I’d  walk  on  my  knees  fur  ye;  but 
’t  don't  seem  ter  me  I could  stand  it,  sit- 
tin’  there  to  hear  thet  case  a-goin’  on.  I’d 
die  o’  shame,  father.” 

“Pshaw,  Roosh  I don’t  be  a fool.  Ye 
won’t  be  ashamed— not  o’  anybody  but 
John.  We’re  all  got  to  be  putty  well 


shamed  fur  him ; but  tbet’s  all.  An’  I’ll 
see  to’t  nobody  blames  you  or  Si,  Now 
say  yer’ll  come,  Rooshy.  I’ve  got  a very 
patickeler  reason  fur  wantin’  yer.” 

“Well,  I’ll  come,  then,”  said  the  poor 
woman;  “but  I’d  ruther  ye’d  asked  me 
anything  else  between  this  an’  next  year, 
father.” 

“Wa’al,  between  this  an’  next  year  I’ll 
mabbe  ask  ye  somethin’  else,”  laughed 
the  old  man;  “but  jest  now  the  only 
thing  ye  can  do  to  obleege  me’s  to  show 
yerself  t thet  trial.  An’  come  in  yer  best 
bunnit  too,  Roosh,”  he  added,  as  he  went 
out  of  the  door.  “Be  sure  ye  wear  yer 
best  bunnit  an’  all  yer  Sunday  fixin’s. 
I’ve  got  a patickeler  reason  fur  askin’  ye. 
Good-by  t’ye.  Give  thet  husband  o’ 
your’n  a good  supper  when  he  gits  back 
from  thet  pressin’  business  o’  his’n.” 

Before  sundown  of  this  day  the  news 
had  gone  like  wild-fire  from  one  end  to 
the  other  of  Stroback’s  Corners  that  John 
Worrall’s  children  had  made  application 
to  have  a guardian  appointed  over  him, 
he  being  of  unsound  mind,  and  not  ca- 
pable of  administering  his  own  affairs. 
Some  of  the  conversations  resulting  on 
this  information  did  not  augur  overwell 
for  Farmer  Worrall’s  case.  It  is  strange, 
and  also  melancholy,  to  see  how  swiftly, 
when  the  question  of  a man’s  mental 
soundness  is  once  stai*ted  in  any  commu- 
nity, his  neighbors  begin  to  recall  in- 
stances in  which  they  had  considered  his 
conduct,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  very  ec- 
centric. 

It  was  noticeable,  however,  in  this  in- 
stance, that  most  of  the  men  who  ex- 
pressed opinions  unfavorable  to  the  old 
man’s  mental  condition  were  cronies  or 
employes  of  his  son  John’s.  John  Woi*- 
rall,  Jun.,  was  a man  of  tremendous  influ- 
ence in  the  place.  It  would  go  sorely 
against  many  persons’  interest  to  oppose 
him.  He  owned  the  only  tavern  in  the 
village,  also  the  only  saw-mill.  Both  of 
these  were  leased  to  men  who  knew  that 
they  would  be  turned  out  of  house  and 
home  if  they  displeased  their  landlord. 
Then  there  were  at  least  twenty  men 
more  employed  in  one  way  and  another 
in  connection  with  his  lime  quarry:  not 
one  of  them  would  dare  to  go  against 
him.  Industries  were  not  so  plenty  or 
active  in  Stroback’s  Corners  that  men 
could  afford  lightly  to  quarrel  with  their 
bread  and  buttter.  Of  all  this  John  Wor- 
rall,  Jun.,  had  thought,  and  of  many  an 
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old  grudge  borne  against  his  father  he 
had  accurately  informed  himself,  before 
he  completed  the  plotting  of  his  dastardly 
scheme.  Very  early  in  life  the  worst 
devil  that  is  loose  on  this  earth  had  enteiv 
ed  into  the  soul  of  John  Worrall,  taken 
up  his  abode  there,  and  kept  the  place 
swept,  garnished,  wide  open,  and  ready 
for  the  entrance  of  all  his  allied  kin.  Av- 
arice the  name  of  this  liead  devil, 
first  comer,  lord  and  master  of  the  pitiful 
realm  of  this  little  soul;  and  to  avarice 
were  now  added  and  linked,  by  long  bond 
of  a common  service,  deceit,  trickery,  all 
manner  of  safe  dishonesties;  cruelty  also, 
with  its  countless  retinue  of  oppression- 
dealing,  vengeance -wreaking  fiends,  le- 
gions of  them ; and  last  and  worst  of  all 
bad  entered  in  hypocrisy,  the  arch-pro- 
tector of  the  whole  gang;  the  whitewash- 
er  of  deeds,  the  hood  winker  of  communi- 
ties, the  deceiver  of  even  John  himself 
time  and  again,  persuading  him  that  his 
motives  were  good,  that  he  had  justice  on 
his  side.  What  a crew  they  were,  take 
them  one  and  all,  to  be  masters  of  a man, 
goading  him,  driving  him,  chaining  him, 
making  him  worse  and  woi*se  every  year 
he  lived ! A terrible  thing  to  see ; but  it 
is  coming  to  pass  all  about  us  daily,  and 
never  anywhere  in  a more  terrible  fashion 
than  in  rural  communities.  There  is 
great  outcry  about  the  heartless  tyrants 
and  remorseless  leeches  among  great  city 
financiers,  dealers  in  stocks,  and  manipu- 
lators of  railways,  whose  names  are  known 
the  world  over.  But  stock  exchanges  are 
not  the  only  places  where  such  tyrannies 
and  crimes  are  rampant.  There  is  many 
a country  village,  many  a rural  district, 
where  moral  vitalities  are  sapped,  pros- 
perities undermined,  and  independence 
and  self-respect  slain  by  the  one-man 
power.” 

To  how  great  an  extent  this  had  be- 
come true  of  Stroback's  Comers  no  one 
knew  till  this  question  of  Farmer  Wor- 
rall's  mental  soundness  or  unsoundness 
b^an  to  be  discussed.  As  time  wore  on, 
it  began  really  to  look  as  if  there  would 
be  no  mean  array  of  witnesses  on  the 
children's  sije,  or  rather  on  the  side  of 
John  Worrall,  Jun.  It  was  another  no- 
ticeable thing  in  connection  with  the  af- 
fair that  the  suit  was  always  spoken  of  as 
“John  Worrairs” — never  as  that  of  “the 
Worrall  children”  or  “Worrall  heirs.” 
Everybody  knew  that  Josiah  and  Jerusha 
had  been  overborne  by  John,  and  per- 


suaded against  their  judgment  and  their 
instincts  to  give  formal  assent  to  the  pro- 
ceedings. 

Just  why  or  how  John  Worrall  had  be- 
come so  possessed  of  the  idea  that  his  fa- 
ther was  about  to  marry  Elspie  McCloud 
did  not  appear.  He  gave  no  reasons  for 
his  belief.  Probably  he  had  none  to  give. 
Alone  with  his  mastering  demon  in  long 
broodings  over  the  possibilities  of  the  fu- 
ture, the  idea  had  probably  occurred  to 
him  suddenly,  it  is  most  likely,  “What  if 
the  old  man  should  marry  ? — should  mar- 
ry Elspie  ?” — ^the  only  woman  possible  to 
be  thought  of  in  the  connection,  for  Farm- 
er Worrall  never  stirred  from  home,  nev- 
er went  to  church ; and  this  was  going  to 
be  sadly  to  his  injury  in  the  suit:  there 
were  reported  scandalous  and  blasphe- 
mous sayings  of  his  about  the  minister. 
“What  if  she  had  children?  Where 
would  the  children  of  the  first  marriage 
be  left?”  The  longer  John  thought  of 
this,  the  clearer  it  seemed  to  him  that  it 
was  only  the  dictate  of  common-sense,  and 
no  more  than  justice  to  his  family  and 
the  families  of  his  brother  and  sister,  that 
his  father  should  be  prevented  from  doing 
anything  so  silly  as  making  a second  mar- 
riage. If  the  old  man  were  not  in  his 
dotage  he  would  never  think  of  such  a 
thing,  and  should  it  happen  he  would  be 
sure  to  repent  it.  Such  marriages  never 
brought  anything  but  sorrow  to  either 
husband  or  wife.  Really  to  hear  John 
Worrall  talk  about  it  sometimes,  when 
that  arch-fiend  hypocrisy  had  him  well 
coached  and  in  hand,  one  would  have 
thought  him  the  most  loving  of  sons. 
Small  echo  of  all  these  pros  and  cons  of 
neighborly  discussion  and  opinion  on  the 
case  reached  Farmer  Worrall.  He  was 
exceedingly  busy  on  his  farm.  The  thing 
was  going  to  come  off  at  an  inconvenient 
time  for  him : do  bis  best,  the  harvesting 
would  not  be  done;  but  there  was  no  help 
for  it.  “An’  I kin  afford  to  lose  a leetle 
on  some  o’  the  crops  an’  still  come  out 
harndsome  at  the  end  o’  the  year,  ef  I don’t 
hev  no  costs  to  pay  to  thet  suit ; an’  I reck- 
on John  ’ll  pay  them !”  he  thought.  Spite 
of  all  the  hurry  of  the  farm-work,  how- 
ever, his  sturdy  white  horses  were  seen 
often  on  the  road  in  these  days,  going  at 
their  best  pace  eight,  ten,  even  twenty 
miles  from  home.  John  Worrall,  Jun., 
might  be  able  to  draw  well  on  the  re- 
sources of  Stroback’s  Corners  for  his  wit- 
nesses, bu  t h is  father’s  relatively  were  much 
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wider  than  that.  John  had  forgotten  that 
his  father  moved  into  the  region  before 
Stroback’s  Corners  existed;  in  fact,  had 
once  owned  the  entire  site  of  the  town, 
also  a large  part  of  the  site  of  the  now  flour- 
ishing county  town  of  Somerset.  There 
was  not  a town  or  village  within  a radius 
of  twenty  miles,  north,  south,  east,  or  west, 
in  which  Farmer  Worrall  had  not  both 
friends  and  business  acquaintances.  It 
was  touching  to  see  how  the  old  man 
broached  the  subject  when  he  approached 
his  friends  to  ask  their  aid  in  this  strange 
crisis  of  his  life.  His  usual  preamble  was, 
after  a few  words  of  friendly  greeting: 

“Wa’al,  I’ve  come  to  git  you  to  help 
me  outer  a fix ; thet  is,  ef  yer  can.  I don’t 
want  no  man  ever  to  go  agen  his  conscience 
to  help  me  git  clear  o’  nothin’,  no  matter 
what  ’tis.  But  I’m  in  a queer  kind  o’  fix 
now.  PY’aps  you’ve  heern  about  it  ?” 

And  if  that  proved  to  be  so,  the  old 
man  seemed  greatly  relieved.  He  hated 
to  tell  the  story.  Even  his  sense  of  the 
ridiculous  did  not  save  him  from  a bitter 
humiliation  in  putting  into  plain  bald 
words  the  statement  of  his  children’s  ap- 
peal for  a guardian  to  be  set  over  him. 
He  could  not  find  for  it  any  phrases  which 
it  did  not  sting  him  to  use.  But  this  part 
once  over,  all  was  plain  sailing  to  him. 

“It’s  ridikerlus,  yer  know— pewerly  ri- 
dikerlus,”  he  would  say.  “ I’ve  nigh  about 
killed  myself  larfin’  sence  it  happened.  I'd 
’most  let  it  go  through  to  see  how  ’twould 
feel  to  hev  sech  a thing’s  a guardeen 
round.  But  it  might  turn  out  disagree- 
able. I’ve  been  use’  ter  regelatin’  my  own 
affairs  so  many  years,  I don’t  think  I’d 
take  to  a guardeen  very  kindly,  an’  I don’t 
cal’late  to  hev  one;  not  ef  the  jury  looks 
at  it  the  way  I an’  some  o’  my  friends  do,” 

His  anxiety  to  have  everybody  under- 
stand that  although  all  his  three  children 
had  signed  the  paper,  the  proceeding  was 
in  reality  solely  the  work  of  John,  was 
also  touching. 

“ Yer  mustn’t  blame  Si  an’  Rooshy,”  he 
said  over  and  over  to  all  those  whom  he 
found  enthusiastically  sympathetic  and 
disposed  to  be  indignant  against  his  chil- 
dren. “It's  all  John.  The  devil’s  got 
inter  John:  I’m  afeard  he’s  been  inter  him 
a long  time.  He’s  been  too  graspin’  fur 
his  own  good  ever  sence  he  wuz  a boy.  I 
don’  know  where  he  got  it.  But  Si  an’ 
Rooshy  couldn’t  never  make  no  stand 
agenst  John,  an’  never  did.  They  feel 
terrible  about  it  now,  an’  want  to  back  out 


ef  they  could.  But  I won’t  let  ’em;  I 
want  it  to  go  through,  now  it’s  begun  with. 
I’m  jest ’s  friendly  with  Si  an’  Rooshy ’s 
ever.  They  ain’t  one  mite  to  blame,  an’ 
I sha’n’t  take  it  friendly  in  any  o’  my 
friends  to  say  anything  agenst  ’em.  They 
ain't  a mite^lo  blame.  Ye’ll  all  on  ye  see 
’fore  it’s  done  with.” 

When  the  news  first  reached  Elspie 
McCloud’s  ears  it  was  like  a cyclone  in 
the  kitchen.  The  tale  was  told  to  her  by 
one  of  the  hired  men,  a countryman  of 
hers,  Archie  Gavill,  a lad  she  had  been  in- 
strumental in  bringing  on  to  the  place— a 
step  which  she  had  since  repented  in  dust 
and  ashes,  for  Archie  had  not  been  a year 
at  Elspie’s  board  before  he  had  made  up 
his  obstinate  Scotch  mind  to  marry  her, 
and  as  for  her  telling  him  that  she  could 
not,  would  not,  not  if  the  heavens  fell  and 
the  world  came  to  an  end,  that  seemed  to 
make  no  difference  to  Archie,  as  poor  Els- 
pie once  said  to  Jerusha  Worrall  in  a con- 
fidential moment.  “Na  moor  difference 
then  eef  I’d  na  spoken  at  all  on  the  soob- 
ject,  an’  ’twas  his  fust  time  o’  askin’.  He’ll 
ask  me  again,  an’  the  day  not  oot.” 

Her  very  life  seemed  a weariness  to  her 
often  by  reason  of  Archie’s  unquenchable 
devotion.  She  heaped  insults  on  him  to 
no  purpose. 

“If  there’s  a thing  in  a’  natur’  I canna 
abeed,  it’s  freckles,”  she  would  say,  look- 
ing straight  at  Archie’s  much-variegated 
cheeks. 

“An’  now  d’ye  know,  Elspie,  if  only 
ye’d  marry  me  ye’d  be  so  fond  o’  freckles 
ye’d  na  abeed  the  sight  o’  a clean  face  then, 
niy  girl,”  was  the  severest  retort  Archie 
ever  made. 

The  two  were  sparring  from  morning 
till  night,  sometimes  in  English,  some- 
times in  Gaelic,  and  Farmer  Woirall  had 
again  and  again  resolved  to  send  Archie 
away,  solely  on  this  account.  But  the 
same  quality  which  made  Elspie  invalu- 
able in  the  house  made  Archie  equally  so 
on  the  farm,  and  the  day  never  came  for 
letting  him  go. 

While  Archie  was  relating  his  astound- 
ing tale  of  the  trial  which  would  take 
place  the  following  week  to  determine 
their  master’s  capability  of  conducting  his 
own  affairs,  Elspie  stood  stock-still,  arrest- 
ed midway  between  the  stove  and  the  ta- 
ble, holding  a huge  tureen  full  of  smoking 
stew,  which  was  to  be  the  chief  dish  of 
their  dinner.  Her  eyes  dilated ; her 
cheeks  flamed;  her  breath  came  quicker 
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and  quicker.  Archie  liked  nothing  better 
than  to  .stir  Elspie’s  blcKKi,  thinking— and 
rightly — that  she  was  neeer  so  haud>sonie 
as  she  was  in  a passion. 

As  he  reached  the  climax  of  his  narra- 
tive a crash  came,  the  kitchen  was  filled 
with  a savory  stcant^  and  potatoes,  dump- 
lings, onions^  turrups,  chunks  of  meat, 
went  Sailing  in  all  directions,  a very  fresh- 
et of  stew,  on  the  floor.  A wild  shriek 
from  B^lspie  sinuiltaneousl^'  with  llii.s  dis- 
aster brought  the  farmer  liiinstdf  on  tlie 
scene. 

" ' Iltydey ! What’s  all  this !”  lie  cried. 
And  the  next  second,  seeing  too  w'ell 
wdiat  it  was,  burst  into  a roar  of  laughter. 
“ Iy)8t  our  dinner,  eh.  Elspie  i?  Never 
mind,  nev€‘,r  mind,  girl.  Give  ns  a cold 
bile  ''  But  Elspie,with  her  eyes  full  of 
tears,  brandishing  the  tureen  handle  in 
one  huinl,  made  a lunge  at  Archie,  toUilly 
unrestrained  by  the  pi'esence  of  lookers-on. 

"'Ye  leein’  loon!'’  she  cried.  ‘'Tak  yer 
spattefl  face  (hA  o’  me  sight!”  and  she 
pursued  Archie  to  the  door,  Ijrandishi ng 

VoL  I-XX.^Nt» 


darigemus  missiles  of  broken  crockery  in 
each  hand,  and  sending  them  flying  after 
him  as  he  took  to  his  heels.  '*  The  leein’ 
h>on!^’  she  repeated,  as  she  turned  slianie- 
hwedly  to  confront  Farmer  Worrall,  wlio 
was  lying  bau.'k  in  his  oaken  chair  laugh- 
ing so  he  could  not  speak.  He,  also, 
liked  to  see  Elspie  in  a rage.  He  liked 
also  to  hear  the  broad  Scotcli  into  which 
a fit  of  temper  ahvay.s  piwipiiated  her. 
When  she  was  calm,  her  speech  had  the 
faintest  possible  suspicion  of  a brogue 
In  it. 

' ' What  has  Archie  done  now  t”  he  said< 
"'Ben  plaguin'  ye  again  about  niarryiu’ 
him  ?” 

“ Na!  tliat's  no  it,”  she  said,  in  a chok^ 
ing  voice.  * ‘ He's  a-strainmin’  a lee  down 
me  throat,” 

A sudden  intuition  told  Farmer  Worrall 
wliat  it  had  been. 

**  Perhaps  it.  was  not  a lie,  Elspie,"  he 
said,  looking  at  her  keenly.  Elspie  w^ls 
only  half  Scotch,  the  oilier  half  Irish ; her 
maul  worked  bv  flashes. 
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“ Did  ye  hear  him  she  said,  quickly — 

‘‘did  ye  hear  what  he  was  tellin’  ?” 

“No,  but  I can  guess,  Elspie,”  replied 
Farmer  Worrall.  ‘ ‘ It  was  about  me — eh, 
Elspie  ?” 

“And  indeed  it  was,”  groaned  Elspie, 
her  face  turning  almost  purple  with  dis- 
may at  this  confirmation  of  the  tale. 

“Never  you  mind,  girl  — never  you 
mind,”  laughed  the  old  man.  “Give  us  a 
bite  to  eat,  an’  after  dinner,  afore  ye  clean 
up,  I’d  like  a little  talk  with  ye  myself.” 

At  this  Elspie  began  to  move  about  like 
one  in  a dream.  She  was  half  paralyzed 
by  her  bewilderment  and  vague  fear. 
Could  it  be  true,  then  ? Fi*equently  she 
stole  glances  at  the  old  man’s  face.  It 
was  full  of  suppressed  mirth.  This  but 
heightened  her  bewilderment.  She  was 
bursting  with  curiosity.  It  seemed  to  her 
that  the  men  would  never  have  done  eat- 
ing. Farmer  Worrall  finished  his  meal 
first,  and  going  into  the  sitting-room,  said, 
looking  back  at  Elspie, 

“Come, in  here ’s  soon ’s  yer  through, 
will  ye,  Elspie?” 

What  could  it  be  that  was  to  be  told  in 
the  sitting-room,  and  that  could  not  be 
told  in  the  kitchen  ? What,  indeed  ? 

If  Elspie  had  had  the  least  idea  what 
this  mysterious  thing  could  turn  out  to 
be,  it  would  have  been  with  a still  more 
scared  face — if  that  were  possible — that 
she  had  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  sit- 
ting-room door,  to  see  Farmer  Worrall  sit- 
ting in  a corner  of  the  black  liair-cloth 
sofa,  and  wearing  a graver  expression  than 
she  had  ever  seen  on  his  face  since  the 
year  his  wife  died. 

The  interview  was  a very  short  one. 
What  the  old  man  said  or  what  Elspie 
.said  no  one  ever  knew,  but  Elspie  came 
out  of  the  room  a much  graver  woman 
than  she  went  in,  and  from  that  day  till 
the  day  of  the  trial  she  went  about  the 
liouse  witli  a strange  look  on  her  face 
which  nobody  could  make  out.  The  farm 
hands  thouglit  it  was  because  she  was 
so  aghast  at  the  prospect  of  the  dilemma 
in  whicli  she  would  find  Jierself  in  case 
the  jury  should  decide  that  the  askcd-for 
guardian  must  be  appointed. 

“ ’Tain't  nowise  likely,”  they  said, 
“ that  slic’d  be  kept  on  in  the  place  she’s 
allers  lied  here,  an’  it  can’t  be  wondered 
at  she's  consider' ble  down  in  the  mouth 
a-tliinkin'  on’t.” 

And  Archie— poor  loon  that  he  was,  and 
no  mistake! — Archie  plucked  up  no  little 


heart  from  the  general  outlook  of  things, 
and  followed  Elspie  around  in  a way  he 
would  not  have  presumed  on  a week  be- 
fore, and  grew  more  and  more  confident 
day  by  day  because  she  did  not  flout 
and  rebuff  him  as  usual.  He  even  went 
so  far  as  to  think  to  himself,  after  the 
manner  of  men:  “Ha!  she’ll  be  glad 
enough  to  take  up  with  me  if  worst  comes 
to  worst.  She’s  a- th inkin’  o’t.  I can 
I’ead  her  like  a book.”  Whereas  the  truth 
of  the  case  was  that  Elspie’s  mind  was  so 
full  of  other  things  that  she  did  not  even 
see  Archie  when  he  came  and  went. 

And  so  the  day  of  the  trial  came.  Fore- 
warned by  Judge  Gunn,  who  knew  much 
better  than  Farmer  Worrall  did  wliat  an 
excitement  was  to  attend  the  trial,  the  old 
man  had  arranged  with  all  his  witnesses 
that  they  should  meet  him  at  Judge 
Gunn’s  office  one  hour  before  the  court- 
house doors  would  open.  It  was  a good- 
ly array — thirty-five  of  the  solid  men  and 
women  of  the  region ; from  every  corner 
of  the  county  they  had  come,  hardly  a 
town  unrepresented. 

As  they  stood  at  the  court-house,  wait- 
ing for  the  doors  to  be  opened,  they  filled 
the  steps  full,  and  John  Worrall,  Jun., 
who  arrived  a little  later  with  his  small 
squad — only  a half-dozen,  all  told — had 
the  pleasure  of  standing  on  the  sidewalk 
and  looking  up  at  this  dense  throng  of  his 
father’s  supporters. 

As  far  as  could  be  seen  in  all  directions, 
wagons  were  coming  into  view,  heading 
for  the  court-house.  In  a very  few  min- 
utes every  available  hitching-post  in  sight 
was  taken;  many  of  the  men  took  their 
horses  out  and  backed  the  wagons  round 
out  of  the  way,  so  that  the  same  post 
might  do  double  duty.  Tin  pails  and  lunch 
baskets  were  not  wanting.  They  had 
come  to  stay  all  day  if  need  be,  these  men 
and  women  of  Somerset  County.  Nothing 
except  a circus  ever  drew  such  a crowd 
before.  It  was  evident  in  a few  moments 
that  the  little  court-house  would  not  hold 
half  that  had  come. 

When  Judge  Gunn  was  seen  sitting  by 
Farmer  Worrall's  side,  John  Worrall 
leaned  over  and  whispered  angrily  to  his 
counsel : “ I thought  you  said  Judge  Gunn 
told  you  he  was  not  going  to  conduct  the 
old  man’s  case.” 

‘ ‘ So  lie  did,  ” replied  the  lawyer.  ‘ ‘ Told 
me  so  only  yesterday.  I don’t  know  what 
to  make  of  it.” 

But  they  very  soon  found  out  what  to 
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make  of  it,  when  Judge  Gunn,  in  a few 
humorous  words,  stated  that  he  was  there 
only  as  assistant  counsel  to  liis  old  friend, 
who  had,  very  wisely  he  thought,  decided 
to  conduct  his  own  case. 

“First  witness  for  the  defense,  by 
Jove!'’  said  somebody  in  the  audience, 
audibly,  as  Judge  Gunn  sat  down. 

“Order  there!  order  in  the  court!” 
ahouted  Judge  Truman  from  the  bench. 
But  his  mouth  twitched  as  he  pronounced 
the  words,  and  his  eyes  were  running  over 
with  merriment.  It  was  as  plain  as  the 
nose  on  any  man’s  face  that  there  was  not 
going  to  be  any  very  rigid  order  in  the 
court  that  day. 

The  story  of  the  trial  would  be  a story 
in  itself,  and  is  much  too  long  to  tell,  if 
we  are  ever  to  get  to  the  wedding  which 
was  our  end  and  aim. in  the  beginning. 

The  privilege  of  challenging  the  jury 
Farmer  Worrall  waived.  Scrutinizing 
them  one  by  one  as  they  filed  in,  he  nod- 
ded his  head  approvingly,  and  as  the  last 
man  took  his  seat,  said  aloud : 

“A  fii*st-rate  jury,  that.  I wouldn’t 
ask  for  a fairer-minded  set  o’  men.  Stay 
a minute,”  ne  added.  “If  it's  in  order, as 
ye  call  it,  I’d  like  to  ask  Jim  Cowan  there 
one  question,”  pointing  to  the  last  jury- 
man. “ ’Twon’t  take  a secoiqj.” 

This  being  allowed,  “Jim,”  said  the  old 
man,  “d’ye  remember  the  trade  you  an’ 
me  hed  in  heifers  last  spring  ?” 

Cowan,  turning  very  red,  said  he  did. 

“ Thet's  enough,'’  said  Farmer  Worrall. 
Then,  turning  to  the  bench,  he  added: 
“Nothin’  underhanded  in  thet,  jedge.  He 
ain’t  under  any  obligation  ter  me  any- 
vrise  connected  with  thet  trade.  I only 
wanted  ter  make  sure  he  hed  not  forgot- 
ten it.” 

Loud  roars  from  men  standing  in  the 
doorway  attested  to  the  significance  of 
this  remark.  It  was  evident  that  many 
members  of  the  community  knew  why 
Jim  Cowan  had  had  reason  to  believe  that 
Fanner  Worrall  was  in  full  possession  of 
his  faculties  at  the  time  of  that  heifer 
trade. 

It  did  not  take  very  long  to  exhaust  all 
that  there  was  to  be  said  by  the  witnesses 
from  whose  testimony  John  Worrall  liad 
hoped  to  prove  his  father's  mental  inca- 
pacity. Much  stress  was  laid,  as  the  old 
man  had  anticipated  that  there  would  be, 
on  his  habit  of  talking  and  laughing  to 
himself.  There  was  no  denying  that  his 
neigh  bora  had  often  seen  him  cut  very 


queer  antics  by  himself  alone  in  his  fi.elds 
or  in  his  barn.  There  were  other  acts  of 
his,  some  transactions  in  town-meetings, 
in  which  they  professed  to  have  believed 
he  had  behaved  like  a man  out  of  his 
head. 

“True!  true!  every  word  on’t,”the  old 
man  exclaimed,  nodding  his  head  approv- 
ingly, as  narrative  after  narrative  of  these 
acts  was  given. 

But  when  one  Joshua  Kingman,  a dea- 
con of  the  Presbyterian  church,  rose  and 
testified  that  at  one  time  Farmer  Worrall 
had  said  to  him  that  the  Presbyterian 
minister  pelted  his  congregation  with 
green  apples,  the  old  nfan  jumped  to  his 
feet  and  exclaimed, 

“Thet’s  a thunderin’  lie,  Josh  King- 
man,  an’  you  know  it,”  and  Judge  Gunn 
had  hard  work  to  pull  his  senior  counsel 
down  into  his  seat  and  keep  him  quiet. 
However,  as  Kingman  continued  his  re- 
port of  the  conversation,  a smile  gradual- 
ly came  over  Farmer  Worrall’s  face;  it 
broadened — became  a chuckle.  ‘ ‘ Oh  Lor !' ' 
he  ejaculated  under  his  breath.  “I  rec- 
ollect. I’ll  cross-examine  thet  witness  a 
leetle.” 

And  when  the  time  came  he  did  cross- 
examine  the  worthy  Deacon  Kingman  to 
such  good  purpose  as  to  bring  it  out  clear 
and  convincing  before  everybody  that  the 
thing  he  had  said  was  this: 

Deacon  Kingman,  it  api>eared,  was  the 
one  wlio  began  the  conversation,  and  it 
was  by  way  of  complaining  that  his — Dea- 
con Kingman'.s — minister  did  not  preach 
such  bright  sermons  as  he  preached  at 
first,  that  he  was  falling  off  greatly,  and 
the  congregation  were  growing  dissatis- 
fied. 

“Eh?”  said  Farmer  Worrall.  “Be- 
ginniii’  to  serve  ye  out  green  apples,  is 
he  ?” 

And  when  Deacon  Kingman,  whose  in- 
tellect was  quite  inadequate  to  the  under- 
standing of  this  metaphor,  stared  bewil- 
deredly  at  Farmer  Worrall,  and  exclaim- 
ed, “ What  ’re  ye  talkin’  alx)iit,  any- 
how?'’ Farmer  Worrall  had  replied,  sen- 
tentiously,  “Any  man  that  contracts  to 
deliver  so  many  l)ushelsof  apples  per  day 
all  the  year  round  has  got  either  to  break 
his  contract  or  deliver  some  of  his  fruit 
green.'’ 

And  from  that  day  out  Deacon  Kingman 
never  thought  Farmer  Worrall  quite  right 
in  his  mind. 

“An’  I wuz  only  a-tryin’  to  reconcile 
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him  t’  his  minister,”  said  Farmer  Worrall. 
“I  hain’t  never  hed  no  use  for  minis- 
ters myself,  but  I hate  to  see  ’em  put 
upon,  as  they  be  by  their  congregations 
expectin’  what  ’tain’t  in  human  natur’ 
to  do.” 

No  use  trying  to  keep  order  in  the  court 
at  this.  The  room  rang.  The  judge  on 
the  bench  wiped  his  eyes. 

No  use  either  in  taking  the  half  of  the 
testimony  which  was  at  hand  on  Farmer 
Worralls  side.  After  half  a dozen  well- 
known  business  men  had  testified  in  his 
behalf,  the  case  was  given  to  the  jury, 
with  one  of  the  briefest  and  most  memo- 
rable charges  ever  delivered  in  Somerset 
court-house;  and  the  jury,  without  leav- 
ing their  seats,  and  after  not  more  than 
five  minutes’  whispered  consultation,  ren- 
dered an  equally  brief  and  memorable  de- 
cision—a  complete  triumph  for  Farmer 
Worrall. 

Cheers  filled  the  air.  In  the  confusion 
John  Worrall,  Jun.,  slipped  otf  by  some 
back  way  and  disappeared. 

Presently,  as  the  uproar  subsided,  it 
was  discovered  that  Farmer  Worrall  was 
trying  to  speak.  Instantly  all  was  still. 
Coming  forward,  his  cheeks  flushed,  and 
his  voice  not  quite  steady,  the  old  man 
said: 

“I  can’t  but  feel  that  ye’re  all  my 
friends  I see  here.  I didn’t  expect  there'd 
be  near  so  many ; an’  I wuz  a-cal’latin’  to 
ask  all  thet  wuz  here  to  ’djourn  to  my 
house  to  my  weddin’.  But’s  there's  con- 
sid’able  more’n  my  house’d  hold,  I’ll  in- 
vite ye  all  to  my  w^eddin’  here.” 

And  before  the  astonished  people  fairly 
knew  what  had  happened— and  this  was 
not  strange,  for  only  those  in  the  fore- 
most rows  could  see  what  was  going  on — 
he  had  taken  Elspie  McCloud  by  the  hand, 
and  they  were  standing  before  Judge  Tru- 
man, who  was  making  them  man  and 
wife  as  fast  and  as  strong  as  he  knew 
how. 

And  who  was  this  standing  close  by  Els- 
pie ? Who  but  Mrs.  Sikes,  the  repentant 
Jerusha,  who,  let  into  the  secret  at  the 
last  minute  by  her  father,  had  come  in 
her  best  “bunnit”  and  “Sunday  lixin's,” 
and  had  sat  by  Elspie s side  all  tli rough 
the  trial,  every  now  and  then  pressing 
her  hand  in  affectionate  sympathy:  so 
thoroughly  had  remorse  and  contrition 
done  a good  work  in  the  heart  of  Mrs. 
Jerusha. 

And  it  was  Josiah  Worrall  with  his 
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wife  who  stood  just  behind,  also  friendly 
and  smiling;  and  the  three  couples  all 
drove  off  together  in  one  wi^n  behind 
the  sturdy  white  horses,  at  good  ten  miles 
an  hour,  to  Farmer  Worrall’s  house,  where 
Jerusha  and  “Si's  wife”  and  Mrs.  Elspie 
“turned  to”  and  “flew  round,”  as  they 
phrased  it,  and  had  a handsome  supper 
ready  for  at  least  forty  friends  and  neigh- 
bors, who  stopped  to  congratulate  the  bride 
and  bridegroom. 

But,  after  all,  the  story  of  a wedding 
only  begins  with  the  wedding.  This  was 
in  August.  A year  from  the  next  Thanks- 
giving-day the  same  three  couples  sat  down 
together  to  their  Thanksgiving  dinner  in 
Elspie’s  shining  clean  kitchen : and  there 
lay  crowing  and  cooing  in  the  old  oak- 
wood  cradle,  quite  too  near  the  stove  for 
his  best  good,  a splendid  man-child  three 
months  old. 

“Three  months  old,  and  not  named^ 
Elspie  I It’s  a shame !”  said  Mrs.  Jerusha. 

Elspie  looked  at  her  husband.  The  old 
man  laughed.  “It  is  — it’s  ridikerlus !’^ 
he  said — “ pewerly  ridikerlus  ; but  the 
only  name  we  want,  ye  see,  another  man’s 
got,  an’  we've  ben  turnin’ ’t  over  all  man- 
ner o’  ways  to  see  ef  he  could  be  got  to 
give  it  up.” 

Four  pairs  of  eyes  stared  at  him  in  un- 
disguised amazement.  What  quip  or 
crank  was  the  jolly  old  man  at  now  ? 

“Si,  d’ye  s’pose  John ’d  sell  his  name ?’^ 
continued  Farmer  Worrall. 

Light  broke  in  on  the  bewildered  listen- 
ers. Elspie  looked  at  them  anxiously  to 
see  how  they  would  take  it. 

“I've  about  made  up  my  mind,” con- 
tinued the  old  man,  “to  offer  John  thet 
medder  farm  ’long  the  river  ef  he’ll  go  to 
the  Legislator’  an’  git  his  name  changed. 
Now  thet  I've  got  this  ’ere  youngster,” 
looking  fondly  at  the  cradle,  “ I feel ’s  ef 
I’d  go  out  o’  this  world  a heap  easier  ef  he 
wuz  goin’  to  be  John  Worrall  arter  me 
than  to  leave ’t  as  ’tis.” 

A silence  fell  on  the  group.  Si  spoke 
first. 

“I  don’  know's  there’s  anything  John 
wouldn't  sell,”  he  said.  “Thet  medder 
farm’s  worth  good  six  thousand  dollars.” 

‘‘I  know  it,”  said  Farmer  Worrall. 
“’Twas  thet  I allers  reckoned  to  give  to 
Elspie  here  when  she  got  married.  But 
she  don’t  need  it  now,  an’  I’d  count  it  cheap 
buyin'  off  John  thet  way  now  ef  he’d  take 
it.  I hain’t  felt  riglit  about  his  bein^ 
named  fur  me  sence” — he  was  about  to 
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refer  to  the  trial,  but  kindly  changed  the 
phrase  to  “this  some  time  back.” 

“ I think  he’ll  do  it,  father,”  said  Si. 

And  John  Worrall  did.  In  fact,  he 
jumped  at  the  chance.  Stroback’s  Cor- 
ners had  been  too  hot — not  exactly  too 
hot  to  hold  him,  but  much  too  hot  to  be 
■comfortable  for  him — ever  since  that  day 
when  he  slunk  alone  out  of  Somerset 
court-house,  defeated  in  his  attempt  to 
prove  his  father  of  unsound  mind. 

He  took  the  meadow  farm,  sold  it  for 
the  clear  six  thousand  Si  had  said  it  was 
worth,  sold  out  all  his  other  properties, 
some  of  them  at  a sacrifice,  and,  under 
his  new  and  euphonious  name  of  Franklin 
Wayne,  went  West,  engaged  in  great  rail- 


road enterprises,  made  a large  fortune, 
and  was  greatly  respected. 

It  went  against  Farmer  Worrall  sorely 
to  have  his  baby  boy  baptized  in  the  Presby- 
terian meeting-house;  but  when  he  found 
that  Elspie‘s  stanch  loving  heart  would 
be  well-nigh  broken  if  he  did  not  yield  the 
point,  he  yielded  it,  and  went  through  the 
ceremony  with  a better  grace  than  any 
one  would  have  sui^posed  possible.  But 
as  he  handed  the  screaming  “John  Wor- 
rall, Jun.,”  back  into  his  mother’s  arms  at 
the  church  door,  he  could  not  for  the  life 
of  him  refrain  from  scandalizing  her  and 
all  the  by-standers  by  remarking,  audi- 
bly, “There,  there,  now,  it’s  ridikerlus — 
it’s  i*eely  ridikerlus.” 


RECENT  GERMAN  ART. 


Art  has  made  great  advances  in  Ger- 
many during  the  last  quarter  of  a 
century.  It  is  well  known  that  the  pros- 
tration that  followed  the  Napoleonic  cam- 
paigns was  not  only  a material  and  in- 
dustrial, but  also  a spiritual  one.  The 
nation,  or  rather  those  provinces  which 
first  became  a nation  in  1870,  had  been 
taught  to  accept  French  supremacy  in 
almost  everything.  French  words  were 
multiplied  in  Grerman  speech,  French 
manufactures  were  imported  far  beyond 
necessity,  French  manners  were  imitated 
by  the  upper  classes  of  society,  and  French 
literature  and  French  art  had  hardly  less 
influence  than  “the  Revolution”  itself, 
whicli  was  the  terror  of  German  princes 
and  the  political  fetich  of  the  German  peo- 
ple. Self-res]>ect  was  buried  under  this 
avalanche  of  French  civilization,  and  while 
France  was  hated  for  her  encroachments, 
she  was  servilely  followed  by  all  the  small 
leaders  of  social  opinion,  who  led  it  from 
one  ditch  to  another,  until  the  real  liber- 
ators and  masters  of  the  German  nation 
came. 

In  the  domain  of  art,  as  elsewhere, 
this  self-contempt  was  highly  injurious. 
Neither  the  fires  of  the  Revolution,  nor 
the  genius  of  Napoleon,  nor  the  combined 
intrigues  of  a hundred  petty  kings,  could 
alter  the  temperament  of  the  German  peo- 
ple, nor  peimanently  prevent  its  expi*ess- 
ing  itself  according  to  its  own  laws.  The 
young  men  who  went  to  Paris  to  study 
“the  only  true  art”  either  smothered  their 
talents  in  the  napkin  of  French  technique, 


and  became,  some  of  them,  marvellous 
painters  of  becoming  clothes  and  unbe- 
coming nudities,  or  they  reacted  against 
the  “French  style,”  and  sought  to  em- 
body great  poetic  ideas  in  painting — with- 
out first  learning  to  paint.  This  last  was 
the  great  mistake  of  Cornelius,  whose  serv- 
ices to  German  art  are  incalculable,  for 
he  taught  national  self-respect  and  self- 
reliance,  and  in  his  dogged  Grerman  way 
insisted  that  a painter  should  put  thought 
into  his  pictures,  and  that  noble  ideas 
alone  were  worthy  of  a true  artist’s  brush. 
Unfortunately  too  many  of  the  German 
school  imitated  the  mistakes,  instead  of  at- 
taining the  virtues,  of  the  early  modern 
masters.  It  is  well  within  the  memory 
of  living  men  that  German  art  began  to 
develop  its  own  genius,  and  to  express 
the  life  and  sentiment  of  the  German 
people,  by  means  of  thoroughly  trained 
talent.  This  process  of  development  has 
been  hastened  by  the  growth  of  the  na- 
tional spirit,  and  since  the  Franco-German 
war  has  exhibited  results  quite  astonish- 
ing to  those  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
work  of  preparation  that  lifted  German 
art,  as  Moltke's  organization  and  drill 
lifted  German  arms,  out  of  the  slough  of 
despond. 

For  those  to  whom  painting  and  sculp- 
ture are  mere  symbols  of  fashion  and  lux- 
ury, wonderful  technical  skill,  ])esto\ved 
on  meaningless  figures  and  the  textures 
of  beautiful  fabrics,  is  sufficient  to  satisfy 
the  lust  of  the  eye  and  the  pride  of  life; 
but  that  school  of  artists,  in  whatever  na- 
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tion,  that  devotes  such  skill  to  the  portrayal 
of  human  sentiment,  will  surely  produce 
the  “old  masters”  of  the  future.  One  can 
not  study  the  work  of  contemporary  Ger- 
man artists  without  believing  that  among 
them  some  of  these  immortals  will  be 
found.  As  a class,  they  have  emancipated 
themselves  from  French  influence,  and 
are  not  ashamed  to  be  Germans,  as  God 
made  them.  While  they  do  not  despise 
technique^  their  leading  characteristic  is 
the  expression  of  thought  and  sentiment. 
The  thoroughness  and  intellectual  consci- 
entiousness which  distinguish  the  Ger- 
man race  are  stamped  upon  their  work. 

The  chief  art  centres  of  Germany  are  Mu- 
nich, Berlin,  and  Diisseldorf,  while  Dres- 
den, Stuttgart,  Carlsruhe,  and  Weimar  be- 
long to  the  second  rank.  At  Munich  art 
has  struck  deep  roots,  partly  because  of 
royal  patronage,  and  partly  because  it  has 
had  there  the  more  glorious  sunshine  of 
royal  minds.  Cornelius,  Kaulbach,  Pilo- 
ty,  and  their  able  coadjutors  in  the  Acad- 
emy have  trained  a generation  of  remark- 
able artists.  The  works  of  Defregger,  Len- 
bach,  Max,  Lindenschmidt,  Seitz,  Griitz- 
ner,  and  Zimmerman  are  well  known  in 
America.  Notwithstanding  the  criticism 
lavished  upon  the  work  of  the  Munich 
school,  examination  of  any  considerable 
amount  of  it  will  show  that,  contrary  to 
popular  belief,  it  is  remarkably  free  from 
mannerism,  affectations,  and  the  tyranny 
of  local  traditions.  Piloty's  pupils  develop 
their  individual  genius  with  the  utmost 
freedom,  as  appears  from  the  work  of  men 
so  very  unlike  as  Makart  and  Seitz,  or  Max 
and  Kurzbauer. 

Since  Berlin  became  the  capital  of  the 
empire  it  has  drawn  to  itself  by  sheer  force 
all  the  elements  that  belong  to  a great 
metropolis.  The  government  spends  im- 
mense sums  for  the  enrichment  of  historic- 
al, scientific,  and  art  collections,  and  who- 
ever will  secure  a prize  in  the  shape  of 
books,  manuscripts,  excavated  statues,  or 
first-class  paintings  must  bid  against  not 
only  the  British  Museum  and  the  Frencli 
government,  but  also  against  the  man  who 
brings  a long  purse  from  Berlin.  Its  gal- 
lery can  never  equal  that  of  Dresden  in 
the  products  of  the  old  Italian  and  Dutch 
masters,  but  the  best  work  of  the  present 
and  future  will  be  shown  there  in  rich  va- 
riety. Of  Berlin  artists,  Meiizel  and  Knaus 
are  already  well  known  in  America;  so 
also  is  Mayer  von  Bremen  (a  name  that 
raises  a shrug  of  the  shoulder  among  his 


fellow-artists) , and  America  will  learn  more 
of  Werner,  Gussow,  Gustav  Richter,  and 
Thuman. 

Diisseldorf  has  been  sinking  in  relative 
importance  as  an  art -producing  centre 
since  the  loss  of  its  gallery  to  Munich  in 
1871,  and  the  overshadowing  growth  of 
its  manufactures.  Still,  Achenbach’s  land- 
scapes are  known  across  the  sea,  as  they 
are  here,  for  surpassing  fidelity  to  nature, 
poetic  feeling,  and  noble  treatment  of  hia 
theme.  Professor  Janzen  is  also  doing  re- 
markable work  in  colossal  figure  pieces, 
rich  in  coloring  and  very  effective  in  com- 
position and  the  management  of  light  and 
shade. 

Dresden  has  the  richest  gallery  of  paint- 
ings in  northern  Europe,  which  draws 
students  as  well  as  the  travelling  public, 
and  it  has  a few  painters  of  eminence,  al- 
though the  Academy  itself  has  less  repu- 
tation than  that  of  Munich. 

Among  the  modern  paintings  in  the 
gallery,  “The  Boy  Jesus  in  the  Temple,” 
a recent  work  by  Professor  Hoffman,  of 
Dresden,  is  a picture  which  deserves  es- 
pecial notice.  The  frontispiece  to  this 
number  is  an  engraving  from  this  paint- 
ing. The  subject  is  less  hackneyed  than 
most  Scriptural  subjects  are,  and  one 
comes  to  the  contemplation  of  it  without 
the  prejudice  of  a mind  wearied  with  the 
confused  memory  of  a thousand  precon- 
ceptions. The  faces  of  the  rabbis  are  both 
strongly  characteristic  and  individual,  and 
that  of  the  boy  Jesus  is  full  of  youthful 
earnestness  and  heavenly  radiance. 

Dresden,  notwithstanding  the  provin- 
cialism that  distinguished  it  in  the  early 
part  of  the  century,  has  nurtured  some 
sculptors  who  have  justly  a cosmopolitan 
reputation.  Rietschel,  w'hose  statue  of 
Luther  at  Worms  has  been  reproduced  for 
the  monument  in  Washington,  and  Schil- 
ling, who  has  just  completed  tlie  colossal 
statue  of  Germania  for  Niederwald,  are 
names  that  will  always  live  wherever  the 
French  language  is  not  spoken  exclusively. 

The  “ Germania, ’aside  from  its  being  a 
rather  ungenerous  display  of  pride  and 
exultation  over  tlie  results  of  the  French 
war,  is  monumental  in  the  best  sense.  It 
records  the  earnestness,  the  heroism,  the 
high  sense  of  loyalty  and  duty,  of  tliis  peo- 
ple ill  that  war  in  strong,  simple  lines. 
Tlie  colossal  figures  of  War  and  Peace  at 
the  front  corners  of  the  base  aro  finely 
conceived:  they  are  heralds  whose  mes- 
sage is  not  missed.  The  symbolic  figures 
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’Tis  not  in  nature  he  shoulde  be 

(Who  loved  me  soe  when  Springe  was  greene) 
A childe,  to  hange  upon  your  gowne! 

He  loved  me  well  in  Salem  Towne 
Untill  this  wanton  witcherie 

His  hearte  and  myne  crept  dark  betweene. 

Last  Sabbath  niglite,  the  gossips  saye. 

Your  goodman  missed  you  from  his  side. 

He  had  no  strength  to  move,  untill 
Agen,  as  if  in  slumber  still, 

Beside  him  at  the  dawne  you  laye. 

Tell,  no  we,  what  meanwhile  did  betide. 

Dame  Anne,  mye  hate  goe  with  you  fleete 
As  driftes  the  Bay  fogg  overhead — 

Or  over  yonder  hill-topp,  where 
There  is  a tree  ripe  fruite  shall  bear  • 

When,  neighbour  myne,  your  wicked  feet 
The  stones  of  Gallowes  Hill  shall  ti*ead. 


WITCHCRAFT. 

A.  D.  1884. 

OUR  great-great-grandpapas  had  schooled 
Your  fancies,  Lita,  were  you  born 
In  days  when  Cotton  Mather  ruled 
And  damask  petticoats  were  worn! 

Your  pretty  ways,  your  mocking  air. 

Had  passed,  mayhap,  for  Satan’s  wiles— 
As  fraught  with  danger,  then  and  there, 

To  you,  as  now  to  us  your  smiles. 

Why  not?  Were  inquest  to  begin. 

The  tokens  are  not  far  to  seek: 

Item — the  dimple  of  your  chin; 

Item — that  freckle  on  your  cheek. 

Grace  shield  his  simple  soul  from  harm 
Who  enters  yon  flirtation  niche, 

Or  trusts  in  whispered  counter-charm, 

Alone  with  such  a parlous  witch! 

Your  fan  a wand  is,  in  disguise; 

It  conjures,  and  we  straight  ai*e  drawn 
Within  a witches’  Paradise 

Of  music,  germans,  roses,  lawn. 

So  through  the  season,  where  you  go. 

All  else  than  Lita  men  forget: 

One  needs  no  second-sight  to  Icjiow 
Tliat  sorcery  is  rampant  yet. 

Now,  since  the  bars  no  more  awjiit 
Fair  maids  tliat  pmctice  sable  arts. 

Take  heed,  while  I pronounce  the  fate 
Of  her  Avlio  thus  ensnares  our  hearts: 

In  time  you  shall  a wizard  meet 

With  s])ells  more  potent  than  your  own. 
And  you  shall  know  your  master,  Sweet, 
And  for  these  witcheries  atone. 
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Di^itiz^u  b; 


B'or  you  at  his  behest ;^hair wear 

A v<?il,  aiul  set*k  wuth  hiru  the  church, 

Anti  at  lilt*  altar  rail  fbi*^vveHr 

The  craft  that  left  j^tVU  in  the  lurcli; 

But  oft  iliercaftcr,  musing  louj^, 

Willi  stnile,  and  Siigli.  uml  eonscieuce-lwitch, 

You  shall  tO(*  late  confess  the  wrong— 

A captive  and  repenlaiit  witch. 
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ONE  morning  Father  Riel  came  out  of 
his  house  looking  much  depressed. 
It  wasj  rather  a stretch  of  imagination  to 
call  it  a house.  In  reality  it  was  the  hulk 
of  a wrecked  vessel  firmly  imbedded  in  the 
sand,  and  at  high  water  the  rough  steps 
leading  up  to  the  low  doorway  were  half 
submerged. 

The  place  was  the  island  of  Chinco- 
teague,  on^  of  a long  naiTow  chain  on  the 
eastern  shore  of  Maryland  and  Virginia, 
placed  there,  one  would  have  said,  as  a 
breakwater  against  the  force  of  the  ocean. 
As  the  tide  was  out.  Father  Riel  leaned 
against  the  hulk  of  the  vessel,  and  shading 
his  eyes  with  his  hand,  looked  intently 
southward.  He  was  a man  of  about  sev- 
enty, with  a mighty  beard  as  white  as  snow 
flowing  down  to  his  breast,  and  had  the 
appearance  of  a Hebi'ew  patriarch.  He 
was  only,  however,  a Breton  sailor  who 
had  been  wrecked  on  the  coast.  Finding 
the  country  to  his  liking,  he  had  remained, 
taking  up  his  residence  in  the  hulk ; had 
married,  lost  his  wife,  and  was  now  pass- 
ing his  last  years  like  a contented  philoso- 
pher with  his  two  children,  whom  he  sup- 
ported in  comfort  from  the  proceeds  of  his 
fishing. 

On  this  morning  his  seine  hung  undis- 
turbed against  the  hulk,  and  Father  Riel 
had  plainly  taken  a holiday.  In  fact,  it 
was  the  day  fixed  for  the  “horse-penning” 
on  Assateague  Island,  the  link  in  the  chain 
immediately  south  of  Chincoteague.  This 
island  was  uninhabited,  as  it  was  subject 
to  inundations;  but  the  grass  there  was 
luxuriant,  and  flourished  throughout  the 
year  untouched  by  frosts.  The  fact  was 
taken  advantage  of  by  the  people  of  the 
adjoining  region,  who  turned  their  horses 
out  to  graze  through  the  winter,  taking 
them  up  again  in  summer,  and  the  cere- 
mony of  lassoing  and  securing  them  was 
accompanied  by  uproarious  festivities  and 
general  rejoicing.  Crowds  flocked  to  the 
island;  the  wild  horses  were  driven  into  a 
log  pen  resembling  an  open  V ; the  young 
men  exhibited  their  prowe.s.s  by  catcliing 
them  in  the  midst  of  shouts  and  outcries, 
and  then  the  frolic  began,  and  only  ended 
with  the  next  morning. 

There  really  seemed  to  be  no  good  rea- 
son why  Father  Riel  should  bo  depressed. 
He  enjoyed  the  horse-pennings  as  much 
iis  anybody,  and  as  he  looked  through  the 
morning  mist  toward  Assateague  the  sight 


was  cheerful.  The  water,  shining  with  sil- 
ver ripples,  was  covered  with  boats  filled 
with  men,  women,  and  children  hastening 
to  be  present  at  the  annual  festival,  and 
the  distant  shouts  of  the  islanders  as  they 
hailed  each  other  from  boat  to  boat  came 
to  his  eai*s  mingled  with  the  scream  of 
white- winged  sea- fowls  hovering  above 
the  ripples. 

“Father,”  said  a voice. 

“It  is  coming,”  muttered  Father  Riel, 
uttering  a sigh  and  raising  his  head. 

In  the  doorway  of  the  hulk  stood  a very 
handsome  girl  of  about  nineteen,  neatly 
dressed,  with  dark  hair  gathered  in  a knot 
behind  her  head. 

“Will  we  go  to  the  penning,  father?” 
she  said,  in  a moody  voice. 

“Why  not,  daughter?  I have  never 
missed  one  except  the  year  Marie  died. 
Yes,  yes,  Catherine,  we  will  go,  Toinette 
and  all,  ma  cherey 

Catherine  looked  down  at  her  linsey 
dress  with  a dissatisfied  expression. 

“ I thought — I feel  ashamed  when  I see 
other  girls  in  new  dresses  and  ribbons. 
But  I would  not  mind  to-day,  if  only — at 
my  wedding — ” 

“Yes,  I know  what  you  mean,  daugh- 
ter.” 

“Think,  father,  how  am  I to  be  mar- 
ried ? All  the  girls  would  laugh  at  me  if 
I had  no  ribbons,  and  wore  iny  old  linsey.” 

Father  Riel  sighed.  “The  new  seine 
took  all  we  had,”  he  said.  “ If  I could,  I 
would  buy  you  the  ribbons  and  a fine  wed- 
ding dress,  but  what  can  I do,  daughter?” 

Catherine  hesitated  for  a moment.  Then 
she  said,  in  a low  tone^ 

“You  might  sell  Ecume  de  Mer,  fa- 
ther.” 

“Sell  Ecume  de  Mer!”  cried  Father 
Riel,  nearly  groaning;  “that  is,  then, 
what  you  have  been  hinting  at.  I thought 
so,  and  it  has  made  me  unhappy.  Sell 
Ecume  de  Mer!” 

“Why  not  father r’ 

“ How  could  I ? Your  mother,  my  poor 
Marie,  used  to  ride  her,  and  little  Toinette 
love.s  her  dearly.” 

“ But  think,  father — ” 

“ How  could  I ?”  repeated  Father  Riel, 
in  a low  tone.  “I  have  been  looking  for- 
ward with  joy  to  the  day  when  she  was 
coming  back.  She  has  been  running  all 
winter  on  the  Assateague  grass,  and  is  as. 
fat  as  a seal,  if  anything  could  make  my 
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white  slender  little  beauty  fat.  Sell 
iksume  de  Mer,  ray  poor  Marie’s  favorite? 
How  could  I ever  do  it,  daughter  ? And 
think  of  little  Toinette!  How  the  mare 
loves  the  petite!  Often  when  Toinette 
has  played  on  the  road  in  fi*ont  of  our  old 
hulk,  Ecume  de  Mer  would  come  up  slow- 
ly, stretch  out  her  glossy  white  he^,  and 
ask  to  be  cai’essed.  And  little  Toinette 
was  not  afraid;  she  would  smooth  the 
mare’s  face,  or  push  her  away  if  she  took 
the  fancy,  and  fecume  de  Mer  would  toss 
away,  gambolling  like  a dog,  only  to  come 
back  running  when  Toinette  called  her.” 

Catherine  listened  with  a depressed  ex-^ 
pression,  her  rosy  chin  resting  upon  her 
bosom,  and  only  sighed  in  response. 
Thereat  worthy  Father  Riel  was  troubled 
in  his  mind.  Was  he  not  rather  obdu- 
rate, considering  all  the  circumstances? 
Catherine  was  engaged  to  be  married  to 
a handsome  young  islander,  and  the  wed- 
ding was  fixed  for  the  next  month.  The 
girl  was  fond  of  finery,  and  had  set  her 
heart  upon  a new  gown  and  ribbons.  But 
the  purchase  of  tlie  seine  had  exhausted 
the  family  exchequer,  and  liow  was  he  to 
buy  the  gown  unless  he  sold  fecume  de 
Mer?  Catherine  was  a good  girl,  and  it 
went  against  his  heart  to  subject  her  to 
mortification.  Her  wedding  would  be  a 
sad  affair  if  she  were  forced  to  be  married 
in  a poor  linsey.  But  sell  fccume  de  Mer, 
so  beloved  by  his  dead  Marie  and  little  Toi- 
nette ? How  could  he  ? 

All  at  once  Toinette  came  out  of  the 
hulk  and  ran  down  the  steps,  after  which 
she  precipitated  herself  into  Father  Riel’s 
arms,  laughing  and  kissing  him.  She 
was  a chubby  little  maid  of  five  or  six, 
the  picture  of  health — rosy  cheeks,  plump 
arms  and  legs,  and  blue  eyes,  which  looked 
out  from  a mass  of  curls  of  the  color  of 
pale  gold. 

“Ecume  de  Mer!  We  will  go  and  see 
her  to-day,  n'est  ce  pas,  papa!”  said  Toi- 
nette, who  spoke  indifferently  French  or 
English. 

Father  Riel  looked  up  and  said  to  Cath- 
erine, “You  see,  daughter.”  Then  he  put 
both  arms  around  Toinette  and  kissed  her. 

“Yes.  petite,  we  are  going  to  bring  her 
back  with  us  this  evening,  or  perchance 
later.  She  will  swim  by  the  boat,  and 
you  may  hold  the  halter;  she  is  certain  to 
follow  you.”  And  taking  one  arm  from 
around  Toinette,  Father  Riel  drew  Cath- 
erine down  to  him,  kis.sed  her  cheek,  and 
murmured  in  her  ear,  “How  could  I ?” 
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An  hour  afterward  Father  Riel,  accom- 
panied by  Catherine  and  Toinette,  was 
rowing  toward  Assateague.  The  shallow 
lagoons  were  alive  with  boats  decked  with 
flags,  and  filled  with  young  people  as  well 
as  old.  The  rustic  beaux  and  belles  were 
clad  in  all  their  finery ; called  gayly  to 
each  other  as  the  boats  passed,  driven  by 
lusty  oar  strokes;  and  here  and  there 
through  the  mist,  which  the  sun  was  rout- 
ing as  the  morning  advanced,  glimmered 
the  white  sails  of  sail -boats  bringing 
crowds  from  the  mainland. 

By  noon  the  island  of  Assateague  was. 
alive  with  hundreds  of  people,  old  and 
young,  men,  women,  and  children,  all 
thrilling  with  the  excitement  of  the  time. 
The  logs  for  the  horse-pen  had  been  pro- 
vided days  before,  and  the  stout  young 
islandei*s  were  already  busy  building  the 
breastwork  which  was  to  confine  the  wild 
horses.  It  was  more  than  five  feet  high, 
and  extended  nearly  across  the  island  in 
the  shape  of  an  open  triangle,  its  extremi- 
ties nearly  concealed  from  view  by  the  tall 
grass  growing  almost  to  the  height  of  a 
pian.  A little  aside  were  erected  booths 
upon  which  tempting  edibles  were  ar- 
ranged for  purchasers,  for  the  horse-pen - 
nings  were  a species  of  fairs,  where  the 
rustic  beaux  could  treat  their  sweethearts, 
finding  the  way  to  the  maidens’  hearts 
through  their  mouths. 

At  an  early  hour  in  the  afternoon  the 
long  breastwork  was  finished,  and  the  de- 
clining sun  warned  the  “drivers”  that  it 
was  time  to  begin  their  work.  A large 
number  of  the  young  men  had  brought 
horses,  swimming  beside  the  boats,  and 
these  now  mounted,  often  without  sad- 
dles, and  scattered  in  every  direction  to 
drive  up  the  horses.  An  unusual  num- 
ber had  been  turned  loose  in  the  preced- 
ing autumn,  but  they  had  grown  exceed- 
ingly wild,  and  it  was  difficult  to  discover 
them  in  the  tall  grass,  behind  the  rolling 
sand  dunes.  The  driveis  were,  however, 
familiar  with  the  work  before  them,  and 
forming  a crescent  resembling  a line  of 
mounted  skirmishers,  steadily  closed  in, 
driving  everything  before  tliein  toward 
the  log  barrier. 

Then  the  island  of  Assateague  became 
the  scene  of  immense  excitement.  With 
loud  hurrahs  the  young  men  drove  the 
frightened  hoi*ses  before  tlnun,  the  con- 
fused mass  growing  ever  more  compact 
as  it  advanced.  The  lierd  came  on  like  a 
hurricane,  with  tossing  manes  and  shrill 
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neighs.  The  galloping  hoofs  seemed  to 
shake  the  ground,  and  as  they  closed  in 
toward  the  breastwork  a long  shout  from 
the  crowd  posted  on  each  wing  of  the 
structure  mingled  with  the  cries  of  the 
<lrivers.  As  the  horses  approached  the 
trap  laid  for  them,  trampling  breast-high 
through  the  tall  grass,  they  seemed  to  re- 
alize their  peril,  and  attempted  to  scatter 
and  escape.  But  the  flankei's  were  ready, 
and  drove  them  back  by  heading  them  off. 
Then  the  rush  of  hoofs  grew  louder,  the 
shrill  neighing  filled  the  air,  and  the  herd 
were  steadily  driven  into  the  arms  of  the 
breastwork,  where  they  were  hemmed  in. 

Father  Riel,  Catherine,  and  Toinette 
had  watched  these  proceedings  with  the 
deepest  interest.  Even  Catherine  had  lost 
her  depression,  and  when  her  dance  pass- 
ed her  at  a headlong  gallop,  taking  off  his 
hat  to  her  and  laughing,  she  said,  blush- 
ing, to  Father  Riel, 

“ How  well  he  rides,  father!” 

“Your  young  man  ?”  said  Father  Riel, 
with  a twinkle  of  the  eye.  “Well,  he  is 
not  a bad  youth.” 

All  at  once  clapping  hands  were  heard 
above  Father  Riel’s  head,  for  he  carried 
Toinette  on  his  shoulder,  and  a voice  full 
of  rejoicing  cried : 

“ V’l&,  papa  1 There  is  Ikiume  de  Mer !” 

Toinette  had  no  eyes  for  any  object 
but  her  dear  mare.  The  beautiful  ani- 
mal, as  white  as  snow,  and  with  slender 
limbs,  had  passed  like  a flash  of  light,  pur- 
sued by  Catherine’s  “young  man.”  An 
instant  afterward  she  disappeared  in  the 
trampling  herd,  caught  in  the  pen ; and  the 
young  men,  forming  line,  prepared  for  the 
flnal  ceremony  of  securing  the  animals. 

This  was  a test  both  of  skill  and  cour- 
age. The  frightened  horses  were  rushing 
to  and  fro  in  the  inclosure,  and  there  was 
imminent  danger  of  being  dismounted  and 
trampled  upon  in  the  attempt  to  seize  them. 
This  work,  however,  the  young  islanders 
fearlessly  set  about,  and  after  a struggle 
of  more  than  three  hours,  the  excited  ani- 
mals were  either  lassoed  or  caught  other- 
wise and  haltered. 

There  was  only  a single  exception.  One 
had  leaped  the  log  breastwork  and  disap- 
peared in  the  gathering  twilight — Ikjume 
de  Mer.  Catherine's  sweetheart,  perhaps 
aware  of  tlie  connection  of  the  mare  with 
her  wedding  dress,  had  made  every  effort 
to  catch  Ecu  me  de  Mer.  But  at  the  very 
moment  when  he  drove  through  tlie  press 
and  attempted  to  throw  a halter  over  her 


head,  the  fleet  animal  cleared  the  barrier 
as  high  as  a man’s  head,  and  disappeared 
in  the  sea  of  grass. 

The  crowd,  who  had  witnessed  all,  ut- 
tered a loud  shout  of  laughter,  and  as  the 
young  man  came  back  with  his  head 
hanging  down,  he  was  “chaffed”  unmer- 
cifully by  his  friends  for  his  ill  luck. 

“ The  man  who  can’t  catch  a poor  little 
white  mare  will  never  catch  a wife !”  cried 
one. 

‘ ‘ A horse  in  the  hand  is  worth  two  in 
the  grass  I”  exclaimed  another.  And — 

“Try  again— and  don’t  let  her  kick 
‘you !”  was  the  sarcastic  advice  of  a third. 

Catherine  did  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry  wdth  vexation.  It  was  im- 
possible to  secure  Ekiume  de  Mer  until 
the  next  day,  as  night  had  now  come; 
and  Father  Riel,  perhaps  not  ill  pleased 
that  the  mare  had  escaped,  said  to  Cather- 
ine : ‘ ‘ Take  care  of  Toinette,  daughter.  I 
see  my  old  friend  Simon  yonder  making 
signs  to  me.” 

He  set  down  Toinette,  and  as  he  did  so 
and  disappeared  in  the  crowd,  the  Addles 
struck  up;  partners  took  their  places  for  a 
reel  in  a space  cleared  for  them ; and  in 
the  midst  of  the  gay  music  and  the  buzz 
of  voices  from  the  booths,  Catherine  gave 
her  hand,  laughing,  to  her  “ young  man,” 
and  began  dancing. 

The  scene  was  picturesque.  The  sun 
had  sunk  behind  the  Virginia  shore,  but 
the  moon  had  risen  nearly  at  the  same 
moment,  and  the  broad  disk  of  dark  gold 
threw  long  shadows  over  the  sand,  where 
the  surf  was  rolling  in  with  its  muffled 
murmur.  Beyond  the  light  of  the  torch- 
es around  the  booths  and  the  dancers  the 
tall  grass  waved  like  a green  ocean  in  the 
night  breeze,  adding  its  whisper  to  the 
surf.  At  times  the  long  rows  of  wild 
horses  tethered  to  the  barriera  stamped 
angrily  or  uttered  shrill  neighs;  and  sea- 
fowl,  attracted  by  the  lights,  wheeled  over 
the  revellei*s  with  startling  screams.  The 
Assateague  festivities  were  in  full  progress, 
and  the  enjoyment  general. 

Suddenly  a cry  was  heard  which  rose 
above  the  music  of  the  violins. 

“Where  is  my  little  Toinette?  I can 
And  her  nowhere !”  shouted  Father  Riel. 

The  music  stopped,  and  the  dancera 
gathered  round  Father  Riel,  who  called  to 
Catlierine. 

“Where  is  Toinette  ?”  he  exclaimed. 

“Oh,  father  I — I thought — nothing  can 
have  happened  to  lier!” 
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“Where  is  she?  Perhaps  among  the 
horses,  and  trampled  to  death !” 

The  stern  and  vibrating  v^oice  made 
Catherine  burst  into  teai*s. 

“Look  out  for  Father  Riel’s  little  Toi- 
nette !”  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  for 
the  rude  islanders  were  the  kindest  heart- 
od  of  people,  and  speedily  forgot  all  their 
merry-making  in  anxiety  for  the  safety  of 
the  child. 

Toinette  was  nowhere  in  the  encamp- 
ment— that  fact  was  speedily  ascertained. 
Could  she  have  wandered  away  to  the 
beach,  or  into  the  tall  grass,  and  losing 
her  path  there,  found  it  impossible  to 
make  her  way  back  to  the  camp?  Doubt- 
less the  latter  was  the  fact.  If  she  had 
gone  down  to  the  beach,  the  loud  calls  for 
her  must  have  attracted  her  attention, 
and  she  had  only  to  return  across  the 
beaten  sand  in  the  direction  of  the  light  of 
the  bonfires  which  had  now  been  kindled. 

Torches  were  lit  at  the  bonfires,  and  the 
islandei*s  were  soon  hurrying  in  every  di- 
rection, shouting  and  calling  Toinette’s 
name.  Then  the  island  of  Assateague 
became  a wild  and  picturesque  tableau. 
The  torches,  moving  across  the  expanse  of 
grass,  resembled  stars  or  will-o’-the-wisps  ; 
and  the  far  cries  were  full  of  a weird  and 
mysterious  charm. 

Father  Riel  had  hurried  off,  followed 
by  Catherine  and  her  sweetheart,  each 
holding  aloft  a torch,  and  calling,  “Toi- 
nette I Toinette !”  as  they  made  their  way 
through  the  trampled  grass,  for  it  had 
been  traversed  by  the  horses,  and  was  full 
of  winding  paths.  On  every  side  was 
heard  the  same  cry,  “Toinette!  Toi- 
nette !”  but  no  Toinette  replied,  and  Cath- 
erine, bursting  into  tears,  exclaimed,  “ Oh, 
if  I had  only  done  my  duty,  and  held  her 
hand,  father,  as  you  told  me  1”  And  look- 
ing at  her  sweetheart,  with  a sudden  fire 
in  her  eyes,  she  cried,  “Why  did  you  wor- 
ry me  to  dance  with  you  ? I wish  I had 
never  seen  you ! And  to  think  that  only 
this  morning  Toinette  cried  when  she 
heard  me  ticking  of  selling  Ecume  de  Mer 
to  buy  my  wedding  dress!  ” 

“May  the  curse  of  St.  Malo  light  on 
your  wedding  dress,  and  on — you !”  Fa- 
ther Riel  nearly  added. 

Catherine  again  burst  into  tears,  ex- 
claiming, “Oh,  no,  no,  father!  I’ll  never 
again.  I have  been  so  wicked!” 

“Toinette?”  shouted  Father  Riel,  hur- 
rying on.  “ Where  is  my  child — my  poor 
little  Toinette  ?’’ 


Catherine  suddenly  caught  his  arm, 
crying,  “What  is  that,  father?  Is  it  a 
ghost  ?” 

She  pointed  to  something  white,  faintly 
glimmering  at  the  extremity  of  the  circle 
of  light  from  the  torches.  Father  Riel 
rushed  forward,  shouting,  “Ecume  de 
Mer!  Toinette  is  not  far  off.” 

“Here  is  little  Toinette,  papa,”  came, 
in  faint  tones,  in  answer  to  the  shout ; and 
exclaiming,  “Blessed  be  God!”  Father 
Riel  i*an  to  the  child,  who  was  holding 
out  her  arms  toward  him. 

She  was  seated  on  the  ground,  and 
Ecume  de  Mer  was  standing  quietly  at  her 
side,  the  white  nose  bent  down  and  near- 
ly touching  her.  The  animal  had  plain- 
ly recognized  her,  and  was  asking  to  be 
caressed,  and  when  Catherine  and  Father 
Riel  hastened  to  the  spot,  Ecume  de  Mer 
did  not  move. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  Toinette 
was  caught  up  and  smothered  with  kiss- 
es. She  was  not  at  all  frightened,  and 
her  prattle  soon  explained  everything. 
She  had  gone  to  gather  some  flowers  in 
the  high  grass,  and  then  to  find  more; 
and  then  the  light  went  away,  and  it  was 
dark,  and  she  vyas  tired,  and  she  sat  down 
to  rest,  and  Ecume  de  Mer  came  and 
smelled  her,  and  that  was  all  till  she  heard 
papa  call  her. 

An  hour  afterward  the  festivities  were 
again  in  full  blast.  The  safety  of  Toi- 
nette had  added  zest  to  the  general  enjoy- 
ment. She  was  kissed  by  all  in  turn; 
and  then  the  violins  again  struck  up,  the 
headlong  reel  went  on  its  way,  and  it  was 
only  when  the  sun  rose  on  the  ocean  that 
the  long  frolic  ended. 

Just  one  month  after  the  Assateague 
horse-penning  a boat  left  Chincoteague, 
and  was  rowed  to  the  mainland,  tlcume 
de  Mer  following  in  its  wake,  led  by  Toi- 
nette. Having  reached  the  Virginia 
shore,  Father  Riel  perched  Toinette  upon 
his  shoulder,  Catherine’s  sweetheart  sad- 
dled the  mare  and  assisted  his  bride  to 
mount,  and  the  liumble  group  went  on 
their  way  to  find  the  parson. 

Catherine  wore  her  linsey  dress,  and 
there  was  no  trace  of  mortification  what- 
ever on  her  happy  face.  From  time  to 
time  she  patted  the  neck  of  Ecume  de  Mer, 
and  seen)ed  to  i»ejoice. 

Since  the  night  on  As.sateague  she  had 
never  again  alluded  to  the  fine  dress  and 
ribbons. 
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(a  farce.) 


I. 

Through  the  curtained  doorway  of 
Mrs.  Edward  Roberts’s  pretty  draw- 
ing-room, in  Hotel  Bellingham,  shows 
the  snowy  and  gleaming  array  of  a table 
set  for  dinner,  under  the  dim  light  of  gas- 
burners  turned  low.  An  air  of  expect- 
ancy pervades  the  place,  and  the  uneasi- 
ness of  Mr.  Roberts,  in  evening  dress,  ex- 
presses something  more  as  he  turns  from 
a glance  into  the  dining-room,  and  still 
holding  the  portiere  with  one  hand,  takes 
out  his  watch  with  the  other. 

Mr.  RcbertSy  to  Mrs.  Roberts  entering 
the  drawing  room  from  regions  beyond: 
“ My  dear,  its  six  o’clock.  What  can 
have  become  of  your  aunt  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  with  a little  anxiety : 
“That  was  just  what  I was  going  to  ask. 
She’s  never  late;  and  the  children  are 
quite  heart-broken.  They  had  counted 
upon  seeing  her,  and  talking  Christmas  a 
little  before  they  were  put  to  bed.” 

Roberts:  “ Very  singular  her  not  com- 
ing ! Is  she  going  to  begin  standing  upon 
ceremony  with  us,  and  not  come  till  the 
hour  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Nonsense,  Edward! 
She’s  been  detained.  Of  course  she’ll  be 
here  in  a moment.  How  impatient  you 
are!” 

Roberts:  “You  must  profit  by  me  as 
an  awful  example.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  going  about  the  room, 
and  bestowing  little  touches  here  and 
there  on  its  ornaments : “If  you’d  had  that 
new  cook  to  battle  with  over  this  dinner, 
you’d  have  learned  patience  by  this  time 
without  any  awful  example.” 

Roberts,  dropping  nervously  into  the 
nearest  chair:  “I  hope  she  isn’t  behind 
time.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  drifting  upon  the  sofa, 
and  disposing  her  train  effectively  on  the 
car[>et  around  her:  “She’s  before  time. 
The  dinner  is  in  the  last  moment  of  ripe 
perfection  now,  when  we  must  still  give 
people  fifteen  minutes’  grace.”  She  stud- 
ies the  convolutions  of  her  train  absent- 
mindedly. 

Roberts,  joining  in  its  perusal : “ Is  that 
the  way  you’ve  arranged  to  be  sitting  when 
people  come  in  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts : Of  course  not.  I shall 
get  up  to  receive  them.” 


Roberts:  “That’s  rather  a pity.  To 
destroy  such  a lovely  pose.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “ Do  you  like  it  ?” 

Roberts:  “It’s  divine.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “You  might  throw  me 
a kiss.” 

Roberts:  “No;  if  it  happened  to  strike 
on  that  train  anywhere,  it  might  spoil  one 
of  the  folds.  I can’t  risk  it.”  A ring  is 
heard  at  the  apartment  door.  They  spring 
to  their  feet  simultaneously. 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “There’s  Aunt  Mary 
now !”  She  calls  into  the  vestibule,  ‘ ‘ Aunt 
Mary!” 

Dr.  Laivton,  putting  aside  the  vestibule 
portiere,  with  affected  timidity:  “Very 
sorry.  Merely  a father.” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “Oh,  Dr.  Lawton ! I am 
so  glad  to  see  you !”  Slie  gives  him  her 
hand:  “I  thought  it  was  my  aunt.  We 
can’t  understand  why  she  hasn’t  come. 
Why ! where’s  Miss  Lawton  ?” 

Lawton : “ That  is  precisely  what  I was 
going  to  ask  you.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Why,  she  isn’t  here.” 

Lawton:  “So  it  seems.  I left  h,er  with 
the  carriage  at  the  door  when  I started  to 
walk  here.  She  called  after  me  down  the 
stairs  that  she  would  be  ready  in  three 
seconds,  and  begged  me  to  hurry,  so  that 
we  could  come  in  together,  and  not  let 
people  know  I’d  saved  half  a dollar  by 
walking.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  She's  been  detained 
too!” 

Roberts,  coming  forward:  “Now  you 
know  what  it  is  to  have  a delinquent  Auiit- 
Mary-in-law.” 

Lawton,  shakinghands  with  him : “ Oh, 
Roberts!  Is  that  you  ? It’s  astonishing 
how  little  one  makes  of  the  husband  of  a 
lady  who  gives  a dinner.  In  my  time — a 
long  time  ago — he  used  to  carve.  But 
nowadays,  when  everything  is  served  a 
la  Riissey  he  might  as  well  be  abolished. 
Don’t  you  think,  on  the  whole,  Roberts, 
you’d  better  not  have  come  ?” 

Roberts:  “Well,  you  see,  I had  no  ex- 
cuse. I hated  to  say  an  engagement  when 
I hadn’t  any.” 

Lawton:  “Oh,  I undei*stand.  You 
wanted  to  come.  We  all  do,  when  Mrs. 
Roberts  will  let  us.”  He  goes  and  sits 
down  by  Mrs.  Roberts,  who  has  taken  a 
more  provisional  pose  on  the  sofa.  ‘ ‘ Mrs. 
Roberts,  you’re  the  only  woman  in  Boston 
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my  own  aunt,  seems  to  think  it  a cere- 
monious occasion.  There  are  only  to  be 
twelve.  Do  you  know  the  Millers  ?” 

Lawton:  “No,  thank  goodness!  One 
meets  the  same  people  so  often  that  one 
fancies  one’s  weariness  of  them  reflected 
in  their  sympathetic  countenances.  Who 
are  these  acceptably  novel  Millers  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Do  explain  the  Millers 
to  the  doctor,  Edward.” 

Robei'ts,  standing  on  the  hearth-rug, 
with  his  thumbs  in  his  waistcoat  pockets: 
“They  board.” 

Lawton:  “Genus.  That  accounts  for 
their  willingness  to  flutter  round  your 
evening  lamp  when  they  ought  to  be  singe- 
ing their  wings  at  their  own.  Well, 
species.” 

Roberts:  “They’re  very  nice  young 
newly  married  people.  He’s  something  or 
other  of  some  kind  of  manufactures.  And 
Mrs.  Miller  is  disposed  to  think  that  all 
other  ladies  are  as  fond  of  him  as  she  is.” 

Mrs.  Roberts  : “Oh  1 That  is  not  so, 
Edward.” 

Lawton : ‘ ‘ You  defend  your  sex,  as  wo- 
men always  do.  But  you’ll  admit  that, 
as  your  friend,  Mrs.  Miller  may  have  this 
foible.” 

Mrs.  Roberts ; “ I admit  nothing  of  the 
kind.  And  we’ve  invited  another  young 
couple  who  haven’t  gone  to  housekeeping 
yet — the  Curwens.  And  he  has  the  same 
foible  as  Mrs.  Miller.”  Mrs.  Roberts  takes 
out  her  handkerchief  and  laughs  into  it. 

Lawton : “That  is,  if  Mrs.  Miller  has  it, 
which  we  both  deny.  Let  us  hope  that 
Mrs.  Miller  and  Mr.  Curwen  may  not  get 
to  making  eyes  at  each  other.” 

Roberts:  “And  Mr.  Bemis  and  his  son 
complete  the  list.  Why,  Agnes,  there  are 
only  ten.  You  said  there  were  twelve.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Well,  never  mind.  I 
meant  ten.  I forgot  that  the  Summerses 
declined.”  A ring  is  heard.  “ Ah ! thafs 
Aunt  Mary.”  She  runs  into  the  vestibule, 
and  is  heard  exclaiming,  without:  “Why, 
Mrs.  Miller,  is  it  you  ? I thought  it  was 
my  aunt.  Where  is  Mr.  Miller  ?” 

Mrs.  Miller,  entering  the  drawing-room 
arm-in-arm  with  her  hostess:  “Oh,  he’ll 
be  here  directly.  I had  to  let  him  run 
back  for  my  fan.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Well,  we’re  very  glad 
to  have  you  to  begin  with.  Let  me  intro- 
duce Dr.  Lawton.” 

Mrs.  Miller,  in  a polite  murmur:  “ Dr. 
Lawton.”  In  a louder  tone:  “Oh,  Mr. 
Roberts  1” 

VoL.  LXX.~No.  415-8 


Lawton:  “You  see,  Roberts?  The 
same  aggrieved  surprise  at  meeting  you 
here  that  I felt.” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “What  in  the  world  do 
you  mean  ?” 

Lawton:  “Don’t  you  think  that  when 
a husband  is  present  at  his  wife’s  dinner 
party  he  repeats  the  mortifying  superflu- 
ity of  a bridegroom  at  a wedding  ?” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “I’m  sure  I don’t  know 
what  you  mean.  I should  neVer  think 
of  giving  a dinner  without  Mr.  Miller.” 

Lawton:  “No?”  A ring  is  heard. 
“There’s  Bemis.” 

Mrs.  Miller : “ It’s  Mr.  Miller.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Aunt  Mary  at  last!” 
As  she  bustles  toward  the  door : ‘ ‘ Edward, 
there  are  twelve — Aunt  Mary  and  Willis.” 

Roberts:  “Oh  yes.  I totally  forgot 
Willis.” 

Lawton : “Who’s  Willis  ?” 

Roberts:  “Willis?  Oh,  Willis  is  my 
wife’s  brother.  We  always  have  him.” 

Mrs,  Roberts,  without:  “ Mr.  Bemis ! So 
kind  of  you  to  come  on  Christmas.” 

Mr.  Bemis,  without : “So  kind  of  you 
to  ask  us  houseless  strangers.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  without:  “ I ran  out  here, 
thinking  it  was  my  aunt.  She’s  played  us 
a trick,  and  hasn’t  come  yet.” 

Bemis,  entering  the  drawing-room  with 
Mrs.  Roberts:  “I  hope  she  won’t  fail  al- 
together. I haven’t  met  her  for  twenty 
years,  and  I counted  so  much  upon  the 
pleasure—  Hello,  Lawton !” 

Lawton:  “Hullo,  old  fellow !”  They 
fly  at  each  other,  and  shake  hands.  ‘ ‘ Glad 
to  see  you  again.” 

Bemis,  reaching  his  left  hand  to  Mr. 
Roberts,  while  Mr.  Lawton  keeps  his  right : 
“Ah!  Mr.  Roberts.” 

Laxoton:  “Oh,  never  mind  him.  He's 
merely  the  husband  of  the  hostess.” 

Mrs.  Miller,  to  Roberts:  “ What  does  he 
mean  ?” 

Roberts : “ Oh,  nothing.  Merely  a joke 
he’s  experimenting  with.” 

Lawton,  to  Bemis:  “Where’s  your 
boy  ?” 

Bemis:  “He’ll  be  here  directly.  He 
preferred  to  walk.  Where’s  your  girl  ?” 

Lawton:  “Oh,  she’ll  come  by-and-by. 
She  preferred  to  drive.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  introducing  them:  “Mr. 
Bemis,  have  you  met  Mrs.  Miller  ?”  She 
drifts  away  again,  manifestly  too  uneasy 
to  resume  even  a provisional  pose  on  the 
sofa,  and  walks  detachedly  about  tlie 
room. 
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Bemis:  “What  a lovely  apartment 
Mrs.  Roberts  has  1” 

Mrs,  Miller : ‘ ‘ Exquisite ! But  then  she 
has  such  perfect  taste.” 

Bemis,  to  Mrs.  Roberts,  who  drifts  near 
them:  “We  were  talking  about  your  apart- 
ment, Mrs.  Roberts.  It’s  charming.” 

Mrs,  Roberts : “ It  w nice.  It’s  the  ideal 
way  of  living.  All  on  one  floor.  No 
stairs.  Nothing.” 

Bemis : “Yes,  when  once  you  get  here ! 
But  that  little  matter  of  flve  pair  up — ” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “You  don’t  mean  to  say 
you  walked  up  ? Why  in  the  world  didn’t 
you  take  the  elevator?” 

Bemis ; “ I didn’t  know  you  had  one.” 

Mrs,  Roberts : “ It’s  the  only  thing  that 
makes  life  worth  living  in  a flat.  All 
these  apartment  hotels  have  them.” 

Bemis:  “Bless  me!  Well,  you  see, 
I’ve  been  away  from  Boston  so  long,  and 
am  back  so  short  a time,  that  I can’t  real- 
ize your  luxuries  and  conveniences.  In 
Florence  we  always  walk  up.  They  have 
ascenseurs  in  a few  great  hotels,  and  they 
brag  of  it  in  immense  signs  on  the  sides  of 
the  building.” 

Lawton:  “What  pastoral  simplicity! 
We  are  elevated  here  to  a degree  that 
you  can’t  conceive  of,  gentle  shepherd. 
Has  yours  got  an  air-cushion,  Mrs.  Rob- 
erts ?” 

Mrs,  Roberts  : “ An  air  - cushion  ? 
What’s  that  ?” 

Lawton:  “The  only  thing  that  makes 
your  life  worth  a moment’s  purchase  in 
an  elevator.  You  get  in,  with  a glass  of 
water,  a basket  of  eggs,  and  a file  of  the 
Daily  Advertiser,  They  cut  the  elevator 
loose  at  the  top,  and  you  drop.” 

Both  ladies : “Oh !” 

Lawton : “In  three  seconds  you  arrive 
at  the  ground-floor,  reading  your  file  of 
the  Daily  Advertiser ; not  an  egg  broken 
nor  a drop  spilled.  I saw  it  done  in  a New 
York  hotel.  The  air  is  compressed  under 
the  elevator,  and  acts  as  a sort  of  ethereal 
buffer.” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “And  why  don’t  we  al- 
ways go  down  in  that  way  ?” 

Lawton:  “Because  sometimes  the  walls 
of  the  elevator  shaft  give  out.” 

Mrs,  Roberts : “ And  what  then  ?” 

Lawton : ‘ ‘ Then  the  elevator  stops  more 
abruptly.  I had  a friend  who  tried  it 
when  this  happened.” 

Mrs,  RoheHs : “And  what  did  he  do?” 

Lawton:  “Stepped  out  of  the  elevator; 
laughed ; cried ; went  home ; got  into  bed ; 


and  did  not  get  up  for  six  weeks.  Nerv- 
ous shock.  He  was  fortunate.” 

Mrs,  Miller : “I  shouldn’t  think  you’d 
want  an  air-cushion  on  yowr  elevator,  Mrs. 
Roberts.” 

Mrs,  Roberts : ‘ ‘ No,  indeed ! Horrid !” 
The  bell  rings.  ‘ ‘ Edward,  you  go  and  see 
if  that’s  Aunt  Mary.” 

Mrs,  Miller : “ It’s  Mr.  Miller,  I know.” 

Bemis:  “Or  my  son.” 

Lawton:  “My  voice  is  for  Mrs.  Rob- 
erts's brother.  I’ve  given  up  all  hopes 
of  my  daughter.” 

iJobcrfs,  without:  “Oh,  Cur  wen  I Glad 
to  see  you ! Thought  you  were  my  wife’s 
aunt.” 

Lawton,  at  a suppressed  sigh  from  Mrs. 
Roberts:  “ It’s  one  of  his  jokes,  Mrs.  Rob- 
erts. Of  course  it’s  your  aunt.” 

Mrs,  Roberts,  through  her  set  teeth, 
smilingly:  “Oh,  if  it  is,  I’ll  make  him 
suffer  for  it.” 

Mr,  Curwen,  without:  “No,  I hated  to 
wait,  so  I walked  up.” 

Lawton:  “It  is  Mr.  Curwen,  after  all, 
Mrs.  Roberts.  Now  let  me  see  how  a lady 
transmutes  a frown  of  threatened  venge- 
ance into  a smile  of  society  welcome.” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “Well,  look!”  To  Mr. 
Curwen,  who  enters,  followed  by  her  hus- 
band: “Ah,  Mr.  Curwen!  So  glad  to  see 
you.  You  know  all  our  friends  here — 
Mrs.  Miller,  Dr.  Lawton,  and  Mr.  Bemis  ?” 

Curwen,  smiling  and  bowing  and  shak- 
ing hands  right  and  left:  “Very  glad — 
very  happy—pleased  to  know  you.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  behind  her  fan  to  Dr. 
Lawton : “ Didn’t  I do  it  beautifully  ?” 

Lawton,  behind  his  hand:  “Wonder- 
fully! And  so  unconscious  of  the  fact 
that  he  hasn’t  his  wife  with  him.” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  in  great  astonishment,  to 
Mr.  Curwen : ‘ ‘ Where  in  the  world  is  Mrs. 
Curwen  ?” 

Curwen:  “Oh — oh— she’ll  be  here.  I 
thought  she  was  here.  She  started  from 
home  with  two  right-hand  gloves,  and  I 
had  to  go  back  for  a left,  and  I— I sup- 
posed— Good  heavens !”  pulling  the 
glove  out  of  his  pocket.  ‘ ‘ I ought  to  have 
sent  it  to  her  in  the  ladies’  dressing-room.” 
He  remains  with  the  glove  held  up  before 
him,  in  spectacular  stupefaction. 

Ixiwton:  “Only  imagine  what  Mrs. 
Curwen  would  be  saying  of  you  if  she 
were  in  the  dressing-room.” 

Roberts:  “Mr.  Curwen  felt  so  sure 
she  was  there  that  he  wouldn’t  wait  to 
take  the  elevator,  and  walked  up.”  An- 
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other  ring  is  heard.  Shall  I go  and 
meet  your  aunt  notv,  my  dear  ?■’ 

Mrs.  Roberta : “No,  indeed  I She  may 
come  in  now  with  all  the  formality  she 
chooses,  and  I will  receive  her  excuses  in 
state.”  She  waves  her  fan  softly  to  and 
fro,  concealing  a murmur  of  trepidation 
under  an  indignant  air,  till  the  portiere 
parts,  ^ and  Mr.  Willis  Campbell  enters. 
Then  Mrs.  Roberts  breaks  in  nervous  agi- 
tation: “Why,  Willis  I Where’s  Aunt 
Mary  ?” 

Mrs.  Miller : “ And  Mr.  Miller  ?” 

Curwen : “And  Mrs.  Curwen  ?” 

Lawton : “And  my  daughter  ?” 

Bemis : ‘ ‘ And  my  son  ?” 

Mr.  Campbell,  looking  tranquilly  round 
on  the  faces  of  his  interrogators:  “ Is  it  a 
conundrum  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberta,  mingling  a real  distress 
with  an  effort  of  mock-heroic  solemnity: 
“It  is  a tragedy!  Oh,  Willis  dear!  it’s 
what  you  see — what  you  hear:  a niece 
without  an  aunt,  a wife  without  a hus- 
band, a father  without  a son,  and  another 
father  without  a daughter.” 

Roberta:  “And  a dinner  getting  cold, 
and  a cook  getting  hot.” 

Lawton:  “And  you  are  expected  to 
account  for  the  whole  situation.” 

Campbell : “ Oh,  I understand ! I don’t 
know  what  your  little  game  is,  Agnes,  but 
I can  wait  and  see.  Fm  not  hungry.” 

Mra.  Roberta:  “Willis,  do  you  think  I 
would  try  to  play  a trick  on  you,  if  I could  ?” 

Campbell : “I  think  you  can’t.  Come, 
now,  Agnesi  It’s  a failure.  Own  up, 
and  bring  the  rest  of  the  company  out  of 
the  next  room.  I suppose  almost  any- 
thing is  allowable  at  this  festive  season, 
but  this  is  pretty  feeble.” 

Mra.  Roberta:  “Indeed,  indeed,  they’re 
not  there !” 

Campbell:  “Where  are  they,  then ?” 

All : “That’s  what  we  don’t  know.” 

Campbell:  “Oh,  come,  now!  that’s  a 
little  too  thin.  You  don’t  know  where  any 
of  all  these  blood-relations  and  connec- 
tions by  marriage  are  ? Well,  search  me.” 

Mra.  Roberta,  in  open  distress:  “Oh, 
I’m  sure  something  must  have  happened 
to  Aunt  Mary!” 

Mra.  Miller ; “ I can’t  understand  what 
BUlery  C.  Miller  means.” 

Lawton,  with  simulated  sternness:  “I 
hope  you  haven’t  let  that  son  of  yours 
run  away  with  my  daughter,  Bemis  ?” 

^ Bemia : ‘ ‘ I’m  afraid  he’s  come  to  a pass 
where  he  wouldn’t  ask  my  leave.” 


Curwen,  re -assuring  himself:  “Ah, 
she’s  all  right,  of  course.  I know  that — ” 

Bemia : “ Miss  Lawton  ?” 

Curwen:  “No,  no — Mrs.  Curwen.” 

Campbell : “ Is  it  a true  bill,  Agnes  ?” 

Mra.  Roberta:  “Indeed  it  is,  Willis. 
We’ve  been  expecting  her  for  an  hour — 
of  course  she  always  comes  early — and 
I’m  afraid  she’s  been  taken  ill  suddenly.” 

Roberta:  “Oh,  I don’t  think  4t’s  that, 
my  dear.” 

Mra.  Roberta : “ Oh,  of  course  you  nev- 
er think  anything’s  wrong,  Edward.  My 
whole  family  might  die,  and — ” Mrs.  Rob- 
erts restrains  herself,  and  turns  to  Mr. 
Campbell,  with  hysterical  cheerfulness: 
“Who  came  up  in  the  elevator  with 
you  ?” 

Campbell:  “Me?  I didn’t  come  in 
the  elevator.  I had  my  usual  luck.  The 
elevator  was  up  somewhere,  and  after  I’d 
pressed  the  annunciator  button  till  my 
thumb  ached,  I watched  my  chance  and 
walked  up.” 

Mra.  Roberta:  “Where  was  the  jani- 
tor?” 

Campbell : “Where  the  janitor  always 
is — nowhere.” 

Lawton:  “Elating  his  Christmas  din- 
ner, probably.” 

Mra.  Roberta,  partially  abandoning  and 
then  recovering  herself:  “Yes,  it’s  per- 
fectly spoiled!  Well,  friends,  I think 
we’d  better  go  to  dinner— that’s  the  only 
way  to  bring  them.  I’ll  go  out  and  in- 
terview the  cook.  ” Sotto  voce  to  her  hus- 
band : “If  I don’t  go  somewhere  and 
have  a cry,  I shall  break  down  here  before 
everybody.  Did  you  ever  know  anything 
so  strange  ? It’s  perfectly — pokerish.” 

Lawton:  “Yes,  there’s  nothing  like 
serving  dinner  to  bring  the  belated  guest. 
It’s  as  infallible  as  going  without  an  um- 
brella when  it  won’t  rain.” 

Campbell:  “No,  no!  Wait  a minute, 
Roberts.  You  might  sit  down  without 
one  guest,  but  you  can’t  sit  down  with- 
out five.  It’s  the  old  joke  about  the  part 
of  Hamlet.  I’ll  just  step  round  to  Aunt 
Mary’s  house — why,  I’ll  be  back  in  three 
minutes.” 

Mra.  Roberta,  with  perfervid  gratitude: 
“Oh,  how  good  you  are,  Willis!  You 
don’t  know  how  much  you’re  doing ! What 
presence  of  mind  you  have  I Why  couldn’t 
we  have  thought  of  sending  for  her  ? Oh, 
Willis,  I can  never  be  grateful  enough  to 
you!  But  you  always  think  of  every- 
thing.” 
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Roberta:  “I  accept  my  punishment 
meekly,  Willis,  since  it’s  in  your  honor.” 

Lawton:  “It’s  a simple  and  beautiful 
solution,  Mrs.  Roberts,  as  far  as  your  aunt’s 
concerned ; but  I don’t  see  how  it  helps  the 
rest  of  us.” 

Mrs:  Miller,  to  Mr.  Campbell:  “If  you 
meet  Mr.  Miller — ” 

Curwen : “Or  my  wife — ” 

Bemis:  Or  my  son — ” 

Lawton : “Or  my  daughter — ” 

Campbell:  “I’ll  tell  them  they’ve  just 
one  chance  in  a hundred  to  save  their 
lives,  and  that  one  is  open  to  them  for  just 
five  minutes.” 

Lawton:  “Tell  my  daughter  that  I’ve 
been  here  half  an  hour,  and  everybody 
knows  I drove  here  with  her.” 

Bemia:  “Tell  my  son  that  the  next 
time  I’ll  walk,  and  let  him  drive.” 

Mra,  Miller : “ Tell  Mr.  Miller  I found  I 
had  my  fan,  after  all.” 

Curwen:  “And  Mrs.  Curwen  that  I’ve 
got  her  glove  all  right.”  He  holds  it  up. 

Mra.  Roberta,  at  a look  of  mystification 
and  demand  from  her  brother:  “Never 
mind  explanations,  Willis.  They’ll  un- 
derstand, and  we'll  explain  when  you  get 
back.” 

Lawton,  examining  the  glove  which 
Curwen  holds  up:  “Why,  so  it  ia  right  I” 

Curwen : “What  do  you  mean  ?” 

Lawton : “Were  you  sent  back  to  get  a 
left  glove  ?”* 

Curwen:  “Yes,  yes;  of  course.” 

Lawton:  “Well,  if  you’ll  notice,  this 
is  a right  one.  The  one  at  home  is 
left.” 

Curwen,  staring  helplessly  at  it:  “ Gra- 
cious Powers ! what  shall  I do  ?” 

Lawton : ‘ ‘ Pray  that  Mrs.  Curwen  may 
never  come.” 

Mr.  Curwen,  dashing  through  the  door: 
“I'll  be  back  by  the  time  Mr.  Campbell  re- 
turns.” 

Mra.  Miller,  with  tokens  of  breaking 
down  visible  to  Mrs.  Roberts:  “I  wonder 
what  could  have  kept  Mr.  Miller  ? It's  so 
very  mysterious,  I — ” 

Mra.  Roberta,  suddenly  seizing  her  by 
the  arm,  and  hurrying  her  from  the  room: 
“Now,  Mi*s.  Miller,  you’ve  just  got  time 
to  see  my  baby.” 

Mr.  Robei'ta,  winking  at  his  remaining 
guests:  “A  little  cry  will  do  them  good. 
I saw,  as  soon  as  Willis  came  in  instead 
of  her  aunt,  that  my  wife  couldn’t  get 
through  without  it.  They’ll  come  back 
as  bright  as — ” 
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Lawton:  “Bemis,  should  you  mind  a 
bereaved  father  falling  upon  your  neck  ?” 

Bemia  .*  “ Y es,  Lawton , I think  I should.  ” 

Lawton : “ Well,  it  ia  rather  odd  about 
all  those  people. . You  can  say  of  one  or 
two  that  they’ve  been  delayed,  but  five 
people  can't  have  been  delayed.  It’s  too 
much.  It  amounts  to  a coincidence.  Hello! 
What’s  that?” 

Roberta : “ What’s  what  ?” 

Lawton ; “ I thought  I heard  a cry.” 

Roberta : “ Very  likely  you  did.  They 
profess  to  deaden  these  floors  so  that  you 
can’t  hear  from  one  apartment  to  an- 
other. But  I know  pretty  well  when  my 
neighbor  overhead  is  trying  to  wheel  his 
baby  to  sleep  in  a perambulator  at  three 
o’clock  in  the  morning;  and  I guess  our 
young  lady  lets  the  people  below  under- 
stand when  she’s  wakeful.  But  it’s  the 
only  way  to  live,  after  all.  I wouldn’t  go 
back  to  the  old  up-and-down-stairs,  house- 
in-a-block  system  on  any  account.  Here 
we  all  live  on  the  ground-floor  practically. 
The  elevator  equalizes  everything.” 

Bemia:  “Yes,  when  it  happens  to  be 
where  you  are.  I believe  I prefer  the 
good  old  Florentine  fashion  of  walking 
upstairs,  after  all.” 

Lawton:  “Roberts,  I did  hear  some- 
thing. Hark  I It  sounded  like  a ciy  for 
help.  There !” 

Roberta : “You’re  nervous,  doctor.  It’s 
nothing.  However,  it’s  easy  enough  to 
go  out  and  sec.”  He  goes  out  to  the  door 
of  the  apartment,  and  immediately  returns. 
He  beckons  to  Dr.  Lawton  and  Mr.  Bemis, 
with  a mysterious  whisper:  “Come  here, 
both  of  you.  Don’t  alarm  the  ladies.” 

II. 

In  the  interior  of  the  elevator  are  seated 
Mrs.  Roberts’s  Aunt  Mary  (Mrs.  Crashaw), 
Mrs.  Curwen,  and  Miss  Lawton ; Mr.  Miller 
and  Mr.  Alfred  Bemis  are  standing  with 
their  hats  in  their  hands.  They  are  in  din- 
ner costume,  with  their  overcoats  on  their 
arms,  and  the  ladies’  draperies  and  rib- 
bons show  from  under  their  outer  wraps, 
where  they  are  caught  up  and  held  with 
that  caution  which  characterizes  ladies 
in  sitting  attitudes  which  they  have  not 
been  able  to  choose  deliberately.  As 
they  talk  together,  the  elevator  rises  very 
slowly,  and  they  continue  talking  for 
some  time  before  they  observe  that  it  has 
stopped. 

Mra.  Craahaw:  “It’s  very  fortunate 
that  we  are  all  here  together.  I ought  to 
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have  been  here  half  an  hour  ago,  but  I 
was  kept  at  home  by  an  accident  to  my 
finery,  and  before  I could  be  put  in  re- 
pair I beard  it  striking  the  quarter  past. 
I don't  know  what  my  niece  will  say  to 
me.  I hope  you  good  people  will  all  stand 
by  me  if  she  should  be  violent.” 

Miller ; “ In  what  a poor  man  may  with 
his  wife's  fan,  you  shall  command  me, 
Mrs.  Crasbaw.”  He  takes  the  fan  out, 
and  unfurls  it. 

Mrs.  Craahaw:  **  Did  she  send  you  back 
for  it  ?” 

Miller ; “ I shouldn't  have  had  the  plea- 
sure of  arriving  with  you  if  she  hadn’t.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw,  laughing,  to  Mrs.  Cur- 
wen:  “What  did  you  send  yours  back 
for,  my  dear  ?” 

Mrs.  Curwen^  thrusting  out  one  hand 
gloved,  and  the  other  ungloved : “ I didn’t 
want  two  rights.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “Not  even  women’s 
rights?” 

Mrs.  Curtoen:  “Oh,  so  young  and  so 
depraved!  Are  all  the  young  men  in 
Florence  so  bad  ?”  Surveying  her  extend- 
ed arms,  which  she  turns  over:  “I  don’t 
know  that  I need  have  sent  him  for  the 
other  glove.  1 could  have  explained  to 
Mr&  Roberts.  Perhaps  she  would  have 
forgiven  my  coming  in  one  glove.” 

Miller^  looking  down  at  the  pretty 
arms:  “ If  she  had  seen  you  without.” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “Oh,  you  were  look- 
ing!” She  rapidly  involves  her  arms  in 
her  wrap.  Then  she  suddenly  unwraps 
them,  and  regards  them  thoughtfully. 
“What  if  he  should  bring  a ten -button 
instead  of  an  eight!  And  he’s  quite  ca- 
pable of  doing  it.” 

Miller : “Are  there  such  things  as  ten- 
button  gloves  ?” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “You  would  think  there 
were  two-thousand-button  gloves  if  you 
had  them  to  button.” 

Miller:  “It  would  depend  upon  whom 
I had  to  button  them  for.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “For  Mrs.  Miller,  for  ex- 
ample.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “We  women  are  too 
bad,  always  sending  people  back  for  some- 
thing. It’s  well  the  men  don’t  know  how 
bad.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “ ’Sh ! Mr.  Miller  is  list- 
ening. And  he  thought  we  were  perfect. 
He  asks  nothing  better  than  to  be  sent 
back  for  his  wife's  fan.  And  he  doesn’t 
say  anything  even  under  bis  breath  when 
she  finds  she’s  forgotten  it,  and  begins. 


‘Oh,  dearest,  my  fan — ’ Mr.  Curwen 
does.  But  he  goes  all  the  same.  I hope 
you  have  your  father  in  good  training, 
Miss  Lawton.  You  must  commence  with 
your  father,  if  you  expect  your  husband 
to  be  ‘good.’  ” 

Miss  Lawton:  “Then  mine  will  never 
behave,  for  papa  is  perfectly  incorri^ble.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “ I’m  sorry  to  hear  such 
a bad  report  of  him.  Shouldn't  you  think 
he  would  be  ‘ good,’  Mr.  Bemis  ?” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “ I should  think  he 
would  try.” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “A  diplomate,  as  well 
as  a punster  already  I I must  warn  Miss 
Lawton.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw,  interposing  to  spare  the 
young  people:  “What  an  amusing  thing 
elevator  etiquette  is!  Why  should  the 
gentlemen  take  their  hats  off?  Why 
don’t  you  take  your  hats  off  in  a horse- 
car?” 

Miller : ‘ ‘ The  theory  is  that  the  elevator 
is  a room.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “ We  were  at  a ho- 
tel in  London  where  they  called  it  the  As- 
cending Room.” 

Miss  Lawton : “ Oh,  how  amusing !” 

Miller,  looking  about:  “This  is  a regu- 
lar drawing-room  for  size  and  luxury. 
They’re  usually  such  cribs  in  these  hotels.  ” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Yes,  it’s  very  nice, 
though  I say  it  that  shouldn’t  of  my 
niece’s  elevator.  The  worst,  about  it  is, 
it’s  so  slow.” 

Miller : “ Let’s  hope  it’s  sure.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “Some  of  these 
elevators  in  America  go  up  like  express 
trains.” 

Mrs.  Curtoen,  drawing  her  shawl  about 
her  shoulders,  as  if  to  be  ready  to  step 
out:  “ Well,  I never  get  into  one  without 
taking  my  life  in  my  band,  and  my  heart 
in  my  mouth.  I suppose  every  one  real- 
ly expects  an  elevator  to  drop  with  them, 
some  day,  just  as  everybody  really  expects 
to  see  a ghost  some  time.” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “Oh,  my  dear!  what 
an  extremely  disagreeable  subject  of  con- 
versation !” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “I  can’t  help  it,  Mrs. 
Crashaw.  When  I refiect  that  there  are 
two  thousand  elevators  in  Boston,  and 
that  the  inspectors  have  just  pronounced 
a hundred  and  seventy  of  them  unsafe, 
I’m  so  desperate  when  I get  into  one  that 
I could— flirt  I” 

Miller,  guarding  himself  with  the  fan: 
“Not  with  me!” 
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Miss  Lawton,  to  young  Mr.  Bemis: 
“ How  it  does  creep !” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis,  looking  down  fond- 
ly at  her : “ Oh,  does  it  ?” 

Mrs,  Crashaw : “ Why,  it  doesn’t  go  at 
all!  It’s  stopped.  Let  us  get  out.”  They 
all  rise. 

The  Elevator  Boy,  pulling  at  the  rope: 
“We’re  not  there,  yet.” 

Mrs,  Crashaw,  with  mingled  trepida- 
tion and  severity:  “Not  there?  What 
are  you  stopping,  then,  for  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy  . “I  don’t  know.  It 
seems  to  be  caught.” 

Mrs,  Crashaw : ‘ ‘ Caught  ?” 

Miss  Lawton : “Oh  dear !” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis : “Don’t  mind.” 

Miller : ‘ ‘ Caught  ? Nonsense !” 

Mrs,  Curwen:  “ We’re  caught,  I should 
say.”  She  sinks  back  on  the  seat. 

The  Elevator  Boy : “ Seemed  to  be  go- 
ing kind  of  funny  all  day!”  He  keeps 
tugging  at  the  rope. 

Miller,  arresting  the  boy’s  eflForts : 
“Well,  hold  on — stop!  What  are  you 
doing  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy:  “ Trying  to  make  it 
go.” 

Miller:  “Well,  don’t  be  so — violent 
about  it.  You  might  break  something.” 

The  Elevator  Boy:  “ Break  a wire  rope 
like  that!” 

Miller:  “ Well,  well,  be  quiet,  now.  La- 
dies, I think  you’d  better  sit  down—and 
as  gently  as  possible.  I wouldn’t  move 
about  much.” 

Mrs,  Curwen:  “Move!  We’re  stone. 
And  I wish  for  my  part  I were  a feather.” 

Miller,  to  the  boy:  “Er — a er — where 
do  you  suppose  we  are  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy:  “We’re  in  the 
shaft,  between  the  fourth  and  fifth  floors.” 
He  attempts  a fresh  demonstration  on  the 
rope,  but  is  prevented. 

Miller:  “Hold  on!  Er — er— ” 

Mrs,  Crashaw,  as  if  the  boy  had  to  be 
communicated  with  through  an  interpret- 
er: “Ask  him  if  it’s  ever  happened  be- 
fore.” 

Miller:  “Yes.  Were  you  ever  caught 
before  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy : “ No.” 

Miller : “He  says  no.” 

Mrs,  Crashaw  i “Ask  him  if  the  ele- 
vator has  a safety  device.” 

Miller : “ Has  it  got  a safety  device  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy:  “How  should  I 
know  ?” 

Miller : “ He  says  he  don’t  know.” 
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Mrs,  Curwen,  in  a shriek  of  hysterical 
laughter:  “Why,  he  understands  Eng- 
lish !” 

Mrs,  Crashaw,  sternly  ignoring  the  in- 
sinuation : ‘ ‘ Ask  him  if  there’s  any  means 
of  calling  the  janitor.” 

Miller : “Could  you  call  the  janitor  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy,  ironically:  “Well, 
there  ain’t  any  telephone  attachment.” 

Miller,  solemnly:  “ No,  he  says  there 
isn’t.” 

Mrs,  Crashaw,  sinking  back  on  the  seat 
with  resignation:  “Well,  I don’t  know 
what  my  niece  will  say.” 

Miss  Lawton : ‘ ‘ Poor  papa !” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis,  gathering  one  of 
her  wandering  hands  into  his:  “Don’t  be 
frightened.  I’m  sure  there’s  no  danger.” 

The  Elevator  Boy,  indignantly : ‘ ‘Why, 
she  can’t  drop.  The  cogs  in  the  runs  won’t 
let  her !” 

All:  “Oh!” 

Miller,  vfiih.  a deep  sigh  of  relief:  “I 
knew  there  must  be  something  of  the  kind. 
Well,  I wish  my  wife  had  her  fan^” 

Mrs,  Curwen:  “And  if  I had  my  left 
glove  I should  be  perfectly  happy.  Not 
that  I know  what  the  cogs  in  the  runs 
are!” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “Then  we’re  merely 
caught  here  ?” 

Miller:  “That’s  all.” 

Mrs,  Curwen:  “It’s  quite  enough  for 
the  purpose.  Couldn’t  you  put  on  a life- 
preserver,  Mr.  Miller,  and  go  ashore  and 
get  help  from  the  natives  ?” 

Miss  Lawton,  putting  her  handkerchief 
to  her  eyes:  “Oh  dear!” 

Mrs.  Crashaw,  putting  her  arm  round 
her:  “Don’t  be  frightened,  my  child. 
There’s  no  danger.” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis,  caressing  the  hand 
which  he  holds:  “Don’t  be  frightened.” 

Miss  Lawton:  “Don’t  leave  me.” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis:  “No,  no;  I won’t. 
Keep  fast  hold  of  my  hand.” 

Miss  Lawton:  “Oh  yes,  I will  I I’m 
ashamed  to  cry.” 

Young  Mr,  Bemis,  fervently:  “Oh,  you 
needn’t  be!  It  is  perfectly  natural  you 
should.” 

Mrs,  Curwen:  “I’m  too  badly  scared 
for  tears.  Mr.  Miller,  you  seem  to  be  in 
charge  of  this  expedition — couldn’t  you 
do  something  ? Throw  out  ballast,  or  let 
the  boy  down  in  a parachute  ? Or  I’ve 
read  of  a shipwreck  where  the  survivors, 
in  an  open  boat,  joined  in  a cry,  and  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  a vessel  that  was  go- 


original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  ELEVATOR. 


119 


ing  to  pass  them.  We  might  join  in  a 
cry.” 

Miller:  “Oh,  it’s  all  very  well  joking, 
Mrs.  Curwen — ” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “You  call  it  joking!” 

Miller:  “ But  it’s  not  so  amusing,  be- 
ing cooped  up  here  indefinitely.  I don’t 
know  how  w’eVe  to  get  out.  We  can’t 
join  in  a cry,  and  rouse  the  whole  house. 
It  would  be  ridiculous.” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “And  our  present  atti- 
tude is  so  eminently  dignified!  Well,  I 
suppose  we  shall  have  to  cast  lots  pretty 
soon  to  see  which  of  us  shall  be  sacrificed 
to  nourish  the  survivors.  It’s  long  past 
dinner-time.” 

Miss  Lawton^  breaking  down:  “Oh, 
don^t  say  such  terrible  things.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis^  indignantly  comfort- 
ing her:  “Don’t,  don’t  cry.  There’s  no 
danger.  It’s  perfectly  safe.” 

Miller,  to  the  Elevator  Boy:  “Couldn’t 
you  climb  up  the  cable,  and  get  on  to  the 
landing,  and — ah ! — get  somebody?” 

The  Elevator  Boy:  “ I could,  maybe,  if 
there  was  a hole  in  the  roof.” 

glancing  up:  “Ah!  true.” 

Afirs.  CrashaWy  with  an  old  lady’s  seri- 
ous kindness:  “My  boy, can’t  you  think 
of  anything  to  do  for  us  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy,  yielding  to  the  touch 
of  humanity,  and  bursting  into  tears : ‘ ‘ No, 
ma’am,  I can’t.  And  everybody  blamin’ 
me,  as  if  I done  it!  What’s  my  poor  mo- 
ther goin’  to  do  ?” 

Mrs.  Crashaw,  soothingly:  “But  you 
said  the  runs  in  the  cogs — ” 

The  Elevator  Boy : “ How  can  I tell? 
That’s  what  they  say.  They  hain’t  never 
been  tried.” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  springing  to  her  feet : 
“There!  I knew  I should.  Oh!”  She 
sinks  fainting  to  the  fioor. 

Mrs.  Crashaw,  abandoning  Miss  Law- 
ton  to  the  ministrations  of  young  Mr.  Be- 
mis,  while  she  kneels  beside  Mrs.  Curwen 
and  chafes  her  hand:  “Oh.  poor  thing!  I 
knew  she  was  overwrought  by  the  way  she 
was  keeping  up.  Give  her  air,  Mr.  Miller. 
Open  a — Oh,  there  isn’t  any  window !” 

Miller,  dropping  on  his  knees  and  fan- 
ning Mrs.  Curwen : “ There ! there ! Wake 
up,  Mrs.  Curwen.  I didn’t  mean  to  scold 
you  for  joking.  I didn’t,  indeed.  I — I — 
I don’t  know  what  the  deuce  I’m  up  to.” 
He  gathers  Mrs.  Curwen’s  inanimate  form 
in  his  arms,  and  fans  her  face  where  it 
lies  on  his  shoulder.  “I  don’t  know 
what  my  wife  would  say  if — ” 


Mrs.  Crashaw:  “She  would  say  that 
you  were  doing  your  duty.” 

Miller,  a little  consoled  : “Oh,  do  you 
think  so  ? Well,  perhaps.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “Do  you  feel  faint 
at  all,  Miss  Lawton  ?” 

Miss  Lawton:  “No,  I think  not.  No, 
not  if  you  say  it’s  safe.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis : “Oh,  I’m  sure  it  is !” 

Miss  Lawton,  renewing  her  hold  upon 
his  hand:  “Well,  then!  Perhaps  I hurt 
you  ?” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “No,  no!  You 
couldn’t.” 

Miss  Lawton:  “ How  kind  you  are!” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  opening  her  eyes  : 
“Where—” 

Miller,  rapidly  transferring  her  to  Mrs. 
Crashaw:  “Still  in  the  elevator,  Mrs. 
Curwen.”  Rising  to  his  feet:  “Some- 
thing must  be  done.  Perhaps  we  had 
better  unite  in  a cry.  It’s  ridiculous,  of 
course.  But  it’s  the  only  thing  we  can 
do.  Now,  then ! Hello !” 

Miss  Lawton:  “Papa!” 

Mrs.  Crashaw:  “ Agne-e-e-s!” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  isXrMy  I “Walter!” 

The  Elevator  Boy : ‘ ‘ Say !” 

Miller:  “ Oh,  that  won’t  do ! All  join 
in  ‘Hello!’” 

All:  “Hello!” 

Miller:  “Once  more!” 

All:  “Hello!” 

Miller : “ Once  more !” 

All:  “Hello!” 

Miller:  “Now  wait  a while.”  After 
an  interval:  “No,  nobody  coming.”  He 
takes  out  his  watch.  “We  must  repeat 
this  cry  at  intervals  of  a half  minute. 
Now,  then !”  They  all  join  in  the  cry,  re- 
peating it  as  Mr.  Miller  makes  the  signal 
with  his  lifted  hand. 

Miss  Lawton:  “Oh,  it’s  no  use!” 

Mrs.  Crashaw : “ They  don’t  hear.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “ They  won't  hear.” 

Miller : “ Now,  then,  three  times !” 

All:  “Hello!  hello!  hello!” 

III. 

Roberts  appears  at  the  outer  door  of  his 
apartment  on  the  fifth  fioor.  It  opens 
upon  a spacious  landing,  to  which  a wide 
staircase  ascends  at  one  side.  At  the  other 
is  seen  the  grated  door  to  the  shaft  of  the 
elevator.  He  peers  about  on  all  sides,  and 
listens  for  a moment  before  he  speaks. 

Roberts : “ Hello  yourself.” 

Miller,  invisibly  from  the  shaft:  “Is 
that  you,  Roberts  ?” 
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Roberta:  “Yes;  where  in  the  world  are 
you  ?” 

Miller : “In  the  elevator.” 

Mrs,  Craahaw:  “We’re  all  here, 
Edward.” 

Roberta : ‘ ‘ What ! You,  Aunt  Mary  ?” 

Mrs.  Craahaw:  “Yes.  Didn’t  I say 
so  ?” 

Roberta:  “Why  don’t  you  come  up  ?” 

Miller:  “We  can’t.  The  elevator  has 
got  stuck  somehow.  ” 

Roberta : “ Gk>t  stuck  ? Bless  my  soul  I 
How  did  it  happen  ? How  long  have  you 
been  there  ?” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “Since  the  world  be- 
gan I” 

Miller:  “What’s  the  use  asking  how  it 
happened  ? We  don’t  know,  and  we  don’t 
care.  What  we  want  to  do  is  to  get  out.” 

Roberta : ‘ ‘ Yes,  yes ! Be  careful !”  He 
rises  from  his  frog-like  posture  at  the  grat- 
ing, and  walks  the  landing  in  agitation. 
“ Just  hold  on  a minute  I” 

Miller : ‘ ‘ Oh,  toe  sha’n't  stir.  ” 

Roberta : “ I’ll  see  what  can  be  done.” 

Miller : “ Well,  see  quick,  please.  We 
have  plenty  of  time,  but  we  don’t  want 
to  lose  any.  Don’t  alarm  Mrs.  Miller,  if 
you  can  help  it.” 

Roberta:  “No, no.” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “You  may  alarm  Mr. 
Curwen.” 

Roberta : ‘ ‘ What  I Are  you  there  ?” 

Mra.  Curwen : “Here  ? I’ve  been  here 
all  my  life!” 

Roberta:  “Hal  ha!  ha!  That’s  right. 
We’ll  soon  have  you  out.  Keep  up  your 
spirits.” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “But  I’m  not  keeping 
them  up.” 

Miaa  Lawton:  “Tell  papa  I’m  here 
too.” 

Roberta : ‘ ‘ What  I You  too.  Miss  Law- 
ton  ?” 

Mra.  Craahaw:  “Yes,  and  young  Mr. 
Bern  is.  Didn’t  I tell  you  we  were  all 
here  ?” 

Roberta : “I  couldn’t  realize  it.  Well, 
wait  a moment.” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “Oh,  you  can  trust  us 
to  wait.” 

Roberta^  returning  with  Dr.  Lawton 
and  Mr.  Bemis,  who  join  him  in  stooping 
round  the  grated  door  of  the  shaft : 
“They’re  just  under  here  in  the  well  of 
the  elevator,  midway  between  the  two 
stories.” 

Lawton : ‘ * Ha  1 ha ! ha ! You  don’t  say 
so.” 


Bemia:  “Bless  my  heart!  What  are 
they  doing  there  ?” 

Miller : “We’re  not  doing  anything.” 

Mra.  Curwen : “ We’re  waiting  for  you 
to  do  something.” 

Miaa  Lawton : “ Oh,  papa  I” 

Lawton : ‘ ‘ Don’t  be  troubled,  Lou,  well 
soon  have  you  out.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemia : “Don’t  be  alarmed, 
sir.  Miss  Lawton  is  all  right.” 

Miaa  Lawton : “ Yes,  I’m  not  frighten- 
ed, papa.” 

Lawton:  “Well,  that’s  a great  thing 
in  cases  of  this  kind.  How  did  you  hap- 
pen to  get  there  ?” 

Miller,  indignantly : “ How  do  you  sup- 
pose ? We  came  up  in  the  elevator.” 

Lawton:  “ Well,  why  didn’t  you  come 
the  rest  of  the  way  ?” 

Miller : ‘ ‘ The  elevator  wouldn’t.” 

Lawton : “What  seems  to  be  the  mat- 
ter ?” 

Miller:  “We  don’t  know.” 

Lawton:  “Have  you  tried  to  start  it  ?” 

Miller : “Well,  I’ll  leave  that  to  your 
imagination.” 

Lawton:  “Well,  be  careful  what  you 
do.  You  might — ” 

Miller,  interrupting:  “Roberts,  who’s 
that  talking  ?” 

Roberta,  coming  forward  politely : “Oh, 
excuse  me ! I forgot  that  you  didn’t  know 
each  other.  Dr.  Lawton,  Mr.  Miller.”  In- 
troducing them. 

Lawton : “ Glad  to  know  you.” 

Miller : “ Very  happy  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance, and  hope  some  day  to  see  you. 
And  now,  if  you’ve  completed  your  diag- 
nosis— ” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “None  of  us  have  ever 
had  it  before,  doctor;  nor  any  of  our  fam- 
ilies, so  far  as  we  know.” 

Lawton:  “Ha!  ha!  hal  Very  gootl! 
Well,  just  keep  quiet.  We’ll  have  you 
all  out  of  there  presently.” 

Bemia:  “Yes,  remain  perfectly  still.” 

Roberta:  “Yes,  we’ll  have  you  out. 
Just  wait.” 

Miller:  “You  seem  to  think  we’re  go- 
ing to  run  away.  Why  shouldn’t  we  keep 
quiet  ? Do  you  suppose  we're  going  to  be 
very  boisterous,  shut  up  here  like  rats  in 
a trap  ?” 

Mra.  Curwen:  “Or  birds  in  a cage,  if 
you  want  a more  pleasing  image.” 

Mra.  Craahaw : “ How  are  you  going  to 
get  us  out,  Edward  ?” 

Roberta:  “We  don’t  know  yet.  But 
keep  quiet — ” 
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Mrs,  Miller : ‘ ‘ Caught  ? Oh,  then  you 
will  be  killed— killed — killed!  And  it’s 
all  my  fault,  sending  you  back  after  my 
fan,  and  I had  it  all  the  time  in  my  own 
pocket;  and  it  comes  from  my  habit  of 
giving  it  to  you  to  carry  in  your  overcoat 
pocket,  because  it’s  deep,  and  the  fan  can’t 
break.  And  of  course  I never  tbpught  of 
my  own  pocket,  and  I never  should  have 
thought  of  it  at  all  if  Mr.  Curwen  hadn’t 
been  going  back  to  get  Mrs.  Curwen’s 
glove,  for  he’d  brought  another  right  after 
she’d  sent  him  for  a left,  and  we  were  all 
having  such  a laugh  about  it,  and  I just 
happened  to  put  my  hand  on  my  pocket, 
and  there  I felt  the  fan.  And  oh,  what 
shall  I do  ?'’  Mrs.  Miller  utters  these  ex- 
planations and  self-reproaches  in  a lament- 
able voice,  while  crouching  close  to  the 
grated  door  to  the  elevator  shaft,  and  cling- 
ing to  its  meshes. 

Miller ; “Well,  well,  it’s  all  right.  I’ve 
got  you  another  fan,  here.  Don’t  be 
frightened.” 

Mrs,  Roberts^  wildly:  “Where’s  Aunt 
Mary,  Edward  ? Has  Willis  got  back  ?” 
At  a guilty  look  from  her  husband:  “Ed- 
ward ! don't  tell  me  that  sAe’s  in  that  ele- 
vator! Don’t  do  it,  Edward!  For  your 
own  sake,  don’t.  Don’t  tell  me  that  your 
own  child’s  mother’s  aunt  is  down  there, 
suspended  between  heaven  and  earth  like 
—like—” 

Lawton : “The  coflSn  of  the  Prophet.” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “Yes.  DonH  tell  me, 
Edward ! Spare  your  child’s  mother,  if 
you  won’t  spare  your  wife  I” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “Agnes!  don’t  be  ridic- 
ulous. I’m  here,  and  I never  was  more 
comfortable  in  my  life.” 

Mrs,  Roberts^  calling  down  the  grating: 
“ Oh ! Is  it  you,  Aunt  Mary  ?” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “Of  course  it  is!” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “You  recognize  my 
voice  ?” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “I  should  hope  so,  in- 
deed ! Why  shouldn’t  I ?” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “And  you  know  me? 
Agnes?  Oh!” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “Don’t  be  a goose,  Ag- 
nes.” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “Oh,  it  is  you,  aunty. 
It  is  ! Oh,  I’m  so  glad  I I’m  so  happy ! 
But  keep  perfectly  still,  aunty  dear,  and 
we’ll  soon  have  you  out.  Think  of  baby, 
and  don’t  give  way.” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “I  shall  not,  if  the  ele- 
vator doesn’t ; you  may  depend  upon 
that.” 
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Mrs,  Roberts:  “Oh,  what  courage  you 
do  have!  But  keep  up  your  spirits!  Mrs. 
Miller  and  I have  just  come  from  seeing 
baby.  She’s  gone  to  sleep  with  all  her  lit- 
tle presents  in  her  arms.  The  children 
did  want  to  see  you  so  much  before  they 
went  to  bed.  But  never  mind  that  now. 
Aunt  Mary.  I’m  only  too  thankful  to 
have  you  at  all  I” 

Mrs,  Crashaw:  “I  wish  you  did  have 
me!  And  if  you  will  all  stop  talking  and 
try  some  of  you  to  do  something,  I shall 
be  greatly  obliged  to  you.  It’s  worse  than 
it  was  in  the  sleeping-car  that  night.” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “Oh,  do  you  remember 
it.  Aunt  Mary  ? Oh,  how  funny  you 
are  I”  Turning  heroically  to  her  hus- 
band: “Now,  Edward  dear,  get  them  out. 
If  it’s  necessary,  get  them  out  over  my 
dead  body.  Anything!  Only  hurry.  I 
will  be  calm ; I will  be  patient.  But  you 
must  act  instantly.  Oh,  here  comes  Mr. 
Curwen !”  Mr.  Curwen  mounts  the  stairs 
to  the  landing  with  every  sign  of  exhaus- 
tion, as  if  he  had  made  a very  quick  run 
to  and  from  his  house.  “ Oh,  he  will  help 
— I know  he  will ! Oh,  Mr.  Curwen,  the 
elevator  is  caught  just  below  here  with 
ray  aunt  in  it  and  Mrs.  Miller’s  husband — ” 

Lawton : “ And  my  girl.” 

Bemis : “ And  my  boy.” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  calling  up:  “And  your 
wife  I” 

Curwen,  horror-struck : ‘ ‘ And  my  wife  I 
Oh,  heavenly  powers!  what  are  we  going 
to  do  ? How  shall  we  get  them  out  ? 
Why  don’t  they  come  up  ?” 

All:  “They  can’t.” 

Curwen : ‘ ‘ Can’t  ? Oh,  my  goodness !” 
He  flies  at  the  grating,  and  kicks  and 
beats  it. 

Roberts:  “Hold  on!  What’s  the  use 
of  that  ?” 

Lawton : “ You  couldn’t  get  at  them  if 
you  beat  the  door  down.” 

Bemis:  “Certainly  not.”  They  lay 
hands  upon  him  and  restrain  him. 

Curwen,  struggling:  “Let  me  speak  to 
my  wife!  Will  you  prevent  a husband 
from  speaking  to  his  own  wife  ?” 

Mrs,  Miller,  in  blind  admiration  of  his 
frenzy : “ Ye^,  that’s  just  what  I said.  Ji 
some  one  had  beaten  the  door  in  at  once — ” 

Mrs,  Roberts:  “Oh,  Edward  dear,  let 
him  speak  to  his  wife.”  Tearfully : 
“Think  if  J were  there!” 

Roberts,  releasing  him : “ He  may  speak 
to  his  wife  all  night.  But  he  mustn’t  knock 
the  house  down.” 
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Curtren,  rushing  at  the  gratmg:  “Caro- 
line ! Can  you  hear  me  ? Are  you  safe 

Mrs.  Curwen : “Perfectly.  I had  a lit- 
tle faint  when  we  first  stuck — ” 

Curvoen : * ‘ Faint  ? Oh !” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “But  I’m  all  right 
now.  ” 

Curwen:  “Well,  that’s  right  Don’t 
be  frightened!  There’s  no  occasion  for 
excitement  Keep  perfectly  calm  and 
collected.  It’s  the  only  way — What’s 
that  ringing  ?”  The  sound  of  an  electric 
bell  is  heard  within  the  elevator.  It  in- 
creases in  fury. 

Mrs.  Roberts  and  Mrs.  Miller:  “Oh, 
isn’t  it  dreadful  ?” 

The  Elevator  Boy : “ It’s  somebody  on 
the  ground-floor  callin’  the  elevator!” 

Curwen : “ Well,  never  mind  him. 
Don’t  pay  the  slightest  attention  to  him. 
Let  him  go  to  the  deuce  I And,  Caroline  ?” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “ Yes  ?” 

Curwen:  “I— I— I’ve  got  your  glove 
all  right.” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “Left,  you  mean,  I 
hope  ?” 

Curwen:  “Yes,  left,  dearest!  I mean 
left,” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “ Eight-button  ?” 

Curwen:  “Yes.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : ‘ ‘ Light  drab  ?” 

Curwen^  pulling  a light  yellow  glove 
from  his  pocket:  “Oh!”  He  staggers 
away  from  the  grating  and  stays  himself 
against  the  wall,  the  mistaken  glove  dan- 
gling limply  from  his  hand. 

Roberts.,  Lawton^  and  Bemis:  “Ah! 
ha!  ha!  ha!” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh,  for  shame!  to 
laugh  at  such  a time !” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “When  it’s  a question  of 
life  and  death.  There ! the  ringing’s 
stopped.  What’s  that !”  Steps  are  heard 
mounting  the  stairway  rapidly,  several 
treads  at  a time.  Mr.  Campbell  suddenly 
bursts  into  the  group  on  the  landing  with 
a final  bound  from  the  stairway.  “Oh!” 

Campbell:  “I  can’t  find  Aunt  Mary, 
Agnes.  I can’t  find  anything — not  even 
the  elevator.  Where’s  the  elevator?  I 
rang  for  it  down  there  till  I was  black  in 
the  face.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “No  wonder!  It’s  here.” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “Between  this  floor  and 
the  floor  below.  With  my  husband  in  it.  ” 

Curit’cn : “And  my  wife  I” 

Lawton:  “And  my  daughter!” 

Bemis : “ And  my  son !” 

Mrs.  Roberts : “And  aunty !” 


All:  “And  it’s  stuck  fast.” 

Roberts:  “And  the  long  and  short  of 
it  is.  Willis,  that  we  don’t  know  how  to 
get  them  out,  and  we  wish  you  would  sug- 
gest some  way.” 

Lawton:  “There’s  been  a great  tacit 
confidence  among  us  in  your  executive 
ability  and  your  inventive  genius.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Oh  yes,  we  know  you 
can  do  it.” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “If  you  can’t,  nothing 
can  save  them.” 

Campbell,  going  to  the  grating:  “Mil- 
ler!” 

Miller:  “Well?” 

Campbell:  “ Start  her  up !” 

Miller : “ Now  look  here,  Campbell,  we 
are  not  going  to  stand  that ; we’ve  had 
enough  of  it.  I speak  for  the  whole  ele- 
vator. Don’t  you  suppose  that  if  it  had 
been  possible  to  start  her  up  we — ” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “We  shouldn’t  have 
been  at  the  moon  by  this  time  ?” 

Campbell:  “Well,  then,  start  her 
down 

Miller  “ I never  thought  of  that.  ” To 
the  Elevator  Boy : ‘ * Start  her  down.  ” To 
the  people  on  the  landing  above:  “Hur- 
rah ! She’s  off !” 

Campbell : “Well,  now  start  her  up!” 

A joint  cry  from  the  elevator:  ‘ ‘ Thank 
you!  we’ll  walk  up  this  time.” 

Miller : “ Here ! let  us  out  at  this  land- 
ing!” They  are  heard  precipitately 
emerging,  with  sighs  and  groans  of  relief, 
on  the  floor  below. 

Mrs.  Roberts,  devoutly:  “ Oh,  Willis,  it 
seems  like  an  interposition  of  Providence 
your  coming  just  at  this  moment.” 

Campbell:  “ Interposition  of  common- 
sense  ! These  hydraulic  elevators  weaken 
sometimes,  and  can’t  go  any  further.” 

Roberts,  to  the  shipw^recked  guests,  who 
arrive  at  tlie  top  of  the  stairs  crest-fallen, 
spent,  and  clinging  to  one  another  for  sup- 
port: “Why  didn’t  you  think  of  starting 
her  down,  some  of  you  ?” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  welcoming  them  with 
kisses  and  hand-shakes:  “I  should  have 
thought  it  would  occur  to  you  at  once.” 

Miller,  goaded  to  exasperation:  “Did  it 
occur  to  any  of  you  ?” 

Lawton,  with  sublime  impudence:  “ It 
occurred  to  all  of  us.  But  we  naturally 
supposed  you  had  tried  it.” 

Mrs.  Miller,  taking  possession  of  her 
husband:  “Oh,  what  a fright  you  have 
given  us!” 

Miller : “ / given  you ! Do  you  sup- 
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pose  I did  it  out  of  a joke,  or  voluntari-  J/ns,  Cmshaw  : *‘Oh,  I can  explain 
ly  l"  everything  in  due  season.  What  I wish 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Aunty^  I don't  know  you  to  do  now  is  to  let  me  get  at  Willis, 
wliatlosaytoyou-  FoaouglU  to  have  been  and  kiss  him.”  As  Campbell  submits  to 
here  long  ago,  before  any  thing  happened.  ” her  embrace : “ You  dear,  good  fellow  1 If 
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it  hadn't  been  for  your  presence  of  mind, 
I don’t  know  how  we  should  ever  have 
got  out  of  that  horrid  pen.” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  giving  him  her  hand: 
“As  it  isn’t  proper  for  me  to  kiss  you — ” 

Campbell:  “Well,  I don’t  know.  I 
don’t  wish  to  be  too  modest.” 

Mrs.  Curwen : “I  think  I shall  have  to 
vote  you  a service  of  plate.” 

Mrs.  Roberts:  “Come  and  look  at  the 
pattern  of  mine.  And,  Willis,  as  you  are 
the  true  hero  of  the  occasion,  you  shall 
take  me  in  to  dinner.  And  I am  not  go- 
ing to  let  anybody  go  before  you.”  She 
seizes  his  arm,  and  leads  the  way  from 
the  landing  into  the  apartment.  Roberts, 
Lawton,  and  Bern  is  follow  stragglingly. 

Mrs.  Miller^  getting  her  husband  to  one 
side:  “When  she  fainted,  she  fainted  at 
you,  of  course ! What  did  you  do  ?” 

MUler : ‘ ‘ Who  ? I ? Oh !”  After  a 
moment’s  reflection : “ She  came  to!” 

Curwen,  getting  his  wife  aside : ‘ ‘ When 
you  fainted,  Caroline,  who  revived  you  ?” 

Mrs.  Curwen  : “ Who  ? Me^  Oh ! 
How  should  I know  ? I was  insensible.” 
They  wheel  arm  in  arm,  and  meet  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Miller  in  the  middle.  Mrs.  Curwen 
yields  precedence  with  an  ironical  courte- 
sy: “After  you,  Mrs.  Miller!” 

Mrs.  Miller,  in  a nervous,  inimical  twit- 


ter: “Oh,  before  the  heroine  of  the  lost 
elevator  ?” 

Mrs.  Curwen,  dropping  her  husband’s 
arm,  and  taking  Mrs.  Miller’s:  “Let  us 
split  the  difference.” 

Mrs.  Miller:  “Delightful!  I shall  nev- 
er forget  the  honor.” 

Mrs.  Curwen:  “Oh,  don’t  speak  of 
honors!  Mr.  Miller  was  so  kind  through 
all  those  terrible  scenes  in  the  elevator.” 
They  pass  in,  followed  by  their  husbands. 

Young  Mr.  Bemis,  timidly : “ Miss  Law- 
ton,  in  the  elevator  you  asked  me  not  to 
leave  you.  Did  you — ah — mean — I must 
ask  you ; it  may  be  my  only  chance ; if  you 
meant — never  ?” 

Miss  Lawton,  dropping  her  head:  “I 
— I — don’t— know.” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis:  “But  if  I wished 
never  to  leave  you,  should  you  send  me 
away?” 

Miss  Lawton,  with  a shy,  sly  upward 
glance  at  him : ‘ ‘ Not  in  the  elevator  1” 

Young  Mr.  Bemis : “Oh I” 

Mrs.  Roberts,  re-appearing  at  the  door: 
‘ ‘ Why,  you  good-for-nothingyoungthings, 
why  don’t  you  come  to — Oh ! excuse  me !” 
She  re-enters  precipitately,  followed  by 
her  tardy  guests,  on  whom  she  casts  a 
backward  glance  of  sympathy.  “Oh, 
you  needn't  hurry !” 
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Near  the  summit  of  the  hill  in  the 
Quartier  Montmartre,  Paris,  is  a little 
street  in  which  the  grass  grows  between 
the  paving -stones,  as  in  the  avenues  of 
some  dead  old  Italian  city.  Tall  build- 
ings border  the  street  for  about  one-third 
its  length,  and  the  walls  of  tiny  gardens 
belonging  to  houses  on  adjacent  streets 
occupy  the  rest  of  its  extent.  It  is  a pop- 
ulous thoroughfare,  but  no  wheels  pass 
through  it,  for  the  very  good  reason  that 
near  the  upper  end  it  suddenly  takes  a 
short  turn,  and  shoots  up  the  hill  at  an  in- 
cline too  steep  for  a horse  to  climb.  The 
regular  morning  refuse  cart,  and  on  rare 
occasions  a public  carriage,  venture  a 
short  distance  into  the  lower  part  of  the 
street,  and  even  these,  on  wet,  slippery 
days,  do  not  pass  the  door  of  the  first 
house.  Scarcely  two  minutes’  walk  from 
the  busy  exterior  boulevards,  this  little 
comer  of  the  great  city  is  as  quiet  as  a 
village  nearly  all  day  long.  Early  in  the 


morning  the  sidewalks  clatter  with  the 
shoes  of  workmen  hurrying  down  to  their 
work,  children  scamper  along  playing 
hide  and  seek  in  the  doorways  on  their 
way  to  school,  and  then  follows  a long 
silence,  broken  only  by  the  glazier  with 
his  shrill  cry,  “ Vi-tre-rie!”  or  the  farmer 
with  his  “A  la  creme,  fromagei  la  creme !” 
In  the  late  summer  afternoons  the  women 
bring  their  babies  out  and  sit  on  the  door- 
steps, as  the  Italians  do,  gossiping  across 
the  street,  and  watching  the  urchins  pitch 
sous  against  the  curb-stone,  or  draw  school- 
boy hieroglyphics  on  the  garden  walls. 
There  is  a musical  quiet  in  this  little  street. 
Birds  sing  merrily  in  the  stunted  trees  of 
the  shady  gardens,  the  familiar  calls  of 
hens  and  chickens  and  the  shrill  crow 
of  the  cock  come  from  every  inclosure, 
and  all  the  while  is  heard  the  deep  and 
continuous  note  of  tiie  rumble  of  the  city 
down  below.  At  night  the  street  is  light- 
ed by  two  lanterns  swung  on  ropes  be- 
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tween  opposite  houses,  and  the  flickering, 
dim  light,  sending  uncertain  shadowsupon 
the  blank  walls  and  the  towering  fagades, 
gives  the  place  a weird  and  fantastic  as- 
pect. 

Montmartre  is  full  of  these  curious 
highways.  Quite  distinct  from  the  rest 
of  the  city  by  reason  of  its  elevated  posi- 
tion, few  or  no  modem  improvements 
have  changed  its  character,  and  a large 
extent  of  it  remains  to-day  much  the  same 
as  it  was  fifty  years  ago. 

It  is  perhaps  the  cheapest  quarter  of  the 
city.  Rents  are  low,  and  the  necessities 
and  commodities  of  life  are  proportion- 
ately cheaper  than  in  other  parts  of  the 
town.  This  fact,  and  the  situation  the 
quarter  affords  for  unobstructed  view  of 
the  sky,  have  always  attracted  artists,  and 
many  cozy  studios  are  hidden  away  in  the 
maze  of  house-tops  there.  On  the  little 
street  I have  just  described  are  several 
large  windows  indicating  unmistakably 
the  profession  of  those  occupying  the 
apartments. 

Late  one  dark  and  stormy  evening  a 
gate  creaked  and  an  automatic  bell  sound- 
ed at  the  entrance  to  one  of  the  little  gar- 
dens half-way  up  the  street.  A young 
woman  came  out  into  the  light  of  the 
swinging  lantern,  and  hurried  down  the 
sidewalk.  Her  unnaturally  quick  and 
spasmodic  movements  showed  she  was 
anxious  to  get  away  from  the  neighbor- 
hood as  quickly  as  possible.  Her  in- 
stinctive avoidance  of  the  bad  places  in 
the  sidewalk  gave  evidence  of  her  fa- 
miliarity with  the  locality.  In  a few 
moments  she  had  left  the  tortuous  nar- 
row side  street  that  led  down  the  hill,  and 
stood  upon  the  brilliantly  lighted  boule- 
vard. Pausing  for  an  instant  only,  she 
rapidly  crossed  the  street,  and  soon  stood 
beside  the  fountain  in  the  Place  Pigalle. 
Here  she  vratched  for  a moment  the  sur- 
face of  the  water,  ruffled  by  the  gusts  of 
wind  and  beaten  by  the  fierce  rain-drops. 
Suddenly  she  turned  and  hurried  away 
. down  the  Rue  Pigalle,  across  to  the  Rue 
Blanche,  and  was  shortly  lost  in  the 
crowd  that  was  pouring  out  of  the  door- 
way of  the  skating-rink. 

The  little  street  on  the  hill  remained 
deserted  and  desolate.  The  lights  in  the 
windows  went  out  one  by  one.  The  wind 
gusts  swayed  the  lanterns  to  and  fro, 
creaking  the  rusty  pulleys  and  rattling 
the  glass  in  the  iron  frames.  Now  and 
then  a gate  was  blown  backward  and  for- 


ward with  a dull  sound,  a shutter  slammed^ 
and  between  the  surges  of  the  wind  could 
be  heard  the  spirting  of  the  stream  from 
the  spouts  and  the  rush  of  the  water  in 
the  gutters.  Toward  midnight  a single 
workman  staggered  up  the  street  from  the 
cheap  cabaret  kept  in  the  wood  and  char- 
coal shop  on  the  comer.  A little  later 
a sergent  de  ville^  wrapped  in  a cloak, 
passed  slowly  up  the  sidewalk,  until  he 
came  to  a spot  where  the  asphalt  was 
worn  away,  and  there  was  a great  pool  of 
muddy  water.  There  he  stopped,  turned 
around,  and  strode  down  the  street  again. 
The  melancholy  music  of  the  storm  went 
on. 

Suddenly,  toward  morning,  there  was  a 
dull,  prolonged  report  like  the  sound  of  a 
distant  blast  of  rocks.  The  great  studio 
window  over  the  little  garden  flashed  all 
red  for  an  instant,  then  grew  black  again, 
and  all  was  still.  Away  up  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  street  a window  was  opened, 
a head  thrust  out,  and,  meeting  the  drench- 
ing rain,  was  quickly  withdrawn.  A 
hand  and  bare  arm  were  pushed  through 
the  half -open  window,  feeling  for  the 
fastening  of  the  shutter.  In  an  adjoin- 
ing house  a light  was  seen  in  the  win- 
dow, and  it  continued  to  bum.  Then  the 
mournful  music  of  the  tempest  went  on 
as  before. 

Shortly  after  daybreak  the  same  young 
woman  who  fled  so  hastily  the  evening 
before  slowly  and  with  difficulty  mount- 
ed the  hill.  Her  clothes  wei*e  saturated 
with  the  rain,  and  clung  to  her  form  as 
the  violent  wind  caught  her  and  sent  her 
staggering  along.  Her  bonnet  was  out 
of  shape  and  beaten  down  around  her 
ears,  and  her  dark  hair  was  matted  on  her 
forehead.  Her  face  was  haggard,  and  her 
eyes  were  large  and  full  of  a strange 
gleam.  She  was  evidently  of  Southern 
birth,  for  her  features  had  the  sculptur- 
esque regularity  of  the  Italian,  and  her 
skin,  though  pallid  and  bloodless,  was 
still  deep  in  tone.  She  hesitated  at  the 
garden  gate  for  a while,  then  opened  it, 
entered,  and  shut  it  behind  her,  the  auto- 
matic bell  tinkling  loudly.  No  one  ap- 
pearing at  the  door,  she  opened  and  shut 
the  gate  again  to  ring  the  bell.  A second 
and  third  time  she  rang  in  the  same 
way,  and  without  any  response  from  the 
house.  At  last,  hearing  no  sound,  she 
crossed  the  garden,  tried  the  house  door, 
and  finding  it  unlocked,  ox>ened  it  and 
went  in.  Shortly  afterward  a frightened 
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cry  was  heard  in  the  studio,  and  a mo- 
ment later  the  girl  came  out  of  the  house, 
her  haggard  face  white  with  fear.  Clutch- 
ing her  hands  together  with  a nervous 
motion,  she  half  ran  down  the  street.  A 
half-hour  later  a femme  de  manage  open- 
ed the  gate,  passed  through  the  garden, 
and  tried  her  key  in  the  door.  Finding 
it  unlocked,  she  simply  said,  “Perhaps 
he’s  gone  out,”  and  went  into  the  kitchen 
and  began  to  prepare  breakfast.  Before 
the  water  boiled  the  gate  opened  sharply, 
and  three  persons  entered ; first,  the  mar- 
tial figure  of  a eergent  de  ville;  second,  a 
tall,  blonde  young  man  in  a brown  vel- 
vet^n  coat  and  waistcoat  and  light  trou- 
sers; and  lastly,  the  girl,  still  trembling 
and  panting.  Xhe  sergent  carefully  lock- 
ed the  gate  on  the  inside,  taking  the  key 
with  him,  and,  followed  by  the  young 
man,  entered  the  house,  paused  in  the 
kitchen  for  a few  rapid  words  with  the 
femme  de  minage^  and  then  went  up  into 
the  studio.  The  girl  crouched  down  upon 
the  stone  step  by  the  gate  and  hid  her 
face. 

The  studio  was  of  irregular  shape,  hav- 
ing curious  jogs  and  corners,  and  one- 
third  of  the  ceiling  lower  than  the  rest. 
The  alcove  formed  by  this  drop  in  the 
ceiling  was  about  the  size  of  an  ordinary 
bed-chamber.  The  drawn  curtain  of  the 
large  side  light  shut  out.  so  much  of  the 
dim  daylight  that  the  whole  studio  was 
in  twilight.  In  the  farther  corner  of  the 
deep  alcove  was  a low  divan,  filling  the 
jog  between  a quaint  staircase  which  led 
into  the  attic  and  the  wall  opposite  the 
window.  This  divan  served  as  a bed, 
and  on  this,  half  covered  with  the  bed- 
clothes, lay  a man,  stretched  on  his  back, 
with  his  face  half  turned  toward  the  win- 
dow. The  left  arm  hung  over  the  edge 
of  the  divan,  and  the  hand,  turned  inert- 
ly under  the  wrist,  rested  on  the  floor. 
There  was  the  unmistakable  pallor  of 
death  on  the  face,  visible  even  in  the 
uncertain  gloom.  The  sergent  quickly 
lowered  the  curtain,  letting  in  a flood  of 
cold  gray  light.  Then  great  blood  stains 
were  seen  on  the  pillow,  and  on  the  neck 
and  shoulder  of  the  shirt.  Beside  the  bed 
stood,  like  a grim  guard  of  the  dead  body, 
the  rigid  and  angular  figure  of  a man- 
ikin dressed  in  Turkish  costume.  Be- 
tween the  manikin  and  the  window  lay 
on  the  floor  a large  flint-lock  pistol.  Near 
the  window  stood  an  easel,  with  a large 
canvas  turned  away  from  the  light. 


The  two  men  paused  in  the  middle  of 
the  studio,  and  looked  at  the  spectacle 
without  speaking.  Then  the  young  man 
rushed  to  the  divan,  and  caught  the  arm 
that  hung  over  the  side,  but  dropped  it  in- 
stantly again. 

“Touch  nothing.  Do  not  touch  a 
single  object,”  commanded  the  sergent^ 
sternly.  Then  he  approached  the  body 
himself,  put  his  hand  on  the  face,  and 
said,  “He  is  dead.”  Taking  the  young 
man  by  the  arm,  he  led  him  out  of  the 
room,  carefully  locking  the  door  behind 
him.  In  the  kitchen  he  wrote  a few  words 
on  a leaf  tom  from  his  note-book,  gave  it 
to  the  femme  de  minage  with  a hasty  di- 
rection, checked  her  avalanche  of  ques- 
tions with  a single  significant  gesture,  led 
the  way  into  the  garden,  unlocked  the 
gate,  and  half  pushed  her  into  the  street. 

He  stood  quietly  watching  the  crouch- 
ing figure  of  the  young  girl  for  some  time, 
then  stooping  over  her,  raised  her,  half 
forcibly,  half  gently,  to  her  feet,  and 
pointed  out  that  the  place  where  she  sat 
was  wet  and  muddy.  Then  he  made  a 
few  commonplace  remarks  about  the  wea- 
ther. In  a short  time  the  femme  de  mi- 
nage returned,  breathless,  accompanied  by 
two  more  officers,  one  of  them  a lieuten- 
ant. 

It  was  curious  to  see  the  instantaneous 
transformation  of  the  little  street  when 
the  femme  de  minage  and  the  two  police- 
men entered  the  gate.  Windows  were 
opened  and  heads  thrust  out  on  all  sides. 
It  was  impossible  to  say  where  the  people 
came  from,  but  in  a very  short  time  the 
street  was  blocked  with  a crowd  that  gath- 
ered around  the  gate.  Those  on  the  side- 
walk struggled  to  get  a peep  through  the 
gate,  while  those  in  the  street  star^  fix- 
edly at  the  studio  window.  One  or  two 
tried  to  force  the  gate  open,  but  a sergent 
de  villej  posted  inside,  pushed  the  bolts  in 
place.  Tlie  femme  de  minage,  who  had 
managed  to  get  a glimpse  of  the  scene  in 
the  studio,  sat  weeping  dramatically  at 
the  kitchen  window. 

The  lieutenant  and  the  sergent  who 
first  came  went  from  one  room  to  anoth- 
er, examining  everything  with  care,  to  see 
if  there  had  been  a robbery.  In  the  stu- 
dio they  scrutinized  every  inch  of  the 
room,  even  to  the  dust-covered  stairway 
that  led  to  the  little  attic  over  the  alcove. 
Then,  after  a hasty  examination  of  the 
corpse,  they  mounted  the  stairway  that 
led  from  the  entry  to  the  roof,  and  search- 
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ed  for  fresh  scratches  on  the  lead-covered 
promenade  there.  Apparently  satisfied 
with  the  completeness  of  their  search,  they 
remained  awhile  there  looking  at  the  sla- 
ted roof,  and  at  the  hawthorn-tree  which 
stretched  two  or  three  strong  branches 
almost  up  to  the  iron  railing  of  the  bal- 
cony. 

The  lieutenant  then  with  great  deliber- 
ation took  down  in  his  note-book  the  ex- 
act situation  in  the  studio,  measuring 
carefully  the  distance  of  the  pistol  from 
the  body,  noting  the  angle  of  the  wound 
(for  the  ball  had  gone  through  the  head 
just  over  the  ear),  taking  account  of  many 
things  that  would  have  escaped  the  atten- 
tion of  the  ordinary  observ’^er.  When 
this  was  finished,  he  sent  away  one  of 
the  sergents^  who  shortly  returned  with 
two  men  bearing  a stretcher,  or  rather  a 
rusty  black  bier.  The  men  were  con- 
ducted to  the  studio,  and  there,  with  busi- 
ness-like haste,  they  placed  the  body  on 
the  bier,  strapped  it  firmly  there,  covered 
it  with  a soiled  and  much-worn  black 
cloth,  and  with  the  aid  of  the  officers  car- 
ried it  down  the  stairs  and  out  of  the 
house  into  the  garden.  The  girl,  who  had 
remained  standing  where  the  sergent  had 
placed  her,  sank  down  again  on  the  stone 
steps  at  the  sight  of  the  black  bier  and  its 
burden,  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands. 
There  was  a momentary  gleam  of  some- 
thing like  satisfaction  in  the  eye  of  the 
sergent  who  stood  beside  her. 

The  lieutenant,  who  had  remained  to 
put  seals  on  the  door  of  the  studio,  on  the 
door  which  led  out  upon  the  promenade, 
and  upon  all  the  windows  of  the  upper 
stories,  came  out  of  the  house,  followed  by 
the  young  man  in  the  velveteen  coat,  and 
the  weeping/e7wme  de  menage.  The  lieu- 
tenant had  a bundle  in  bis  arms  a foot  and 
a half  long,  done  up  in  a newspaper.  He 
gave  the  sergent  at  the  gate  a brief  order, 
then  went  out  into  the  street,  clearing  the 
sidewalk  of  the  crowd.  The  body  was 
next  borne  out,  and  the  young  man  and 
the  two  women,  followed  by  one  of  the 
sergents,  presented  themselves  to  the  eyes 
of  the  curious  multitude.  Without  delay 
the  two  bearers  inarched  off  down  the 
street  at  a rapid  pace,  the  heavy  burden 
shaking  with  the  rhythm  of  their  step. 
The  little  procession  of  officers  and  prison- 
ers, accompanied  by  the  whole  of  the 
great  crowd,  followed  the  bier  to  the  pre- 
fecture. There  a preliminary  examina- 
tion of  the  two  women  and  the  young 


man  was  held,  and  they  were  all  detained 
as  witnesses.  The  body  was  carried  to 
the  Morgue. 

It  would  be  tedious  to  describe  in  de- 
tail the  different  processes  of  law  which  to 
our  Anglo-Saxon  eyes  appear  but  empty 
and  useless  indignities  heaped  upon  the 
defenseless  dead.  Neither  would  it  be 
an  attractive  task  to  give  a minute  ac- 
count of  the  meagre  funeral  ceremonies 
which  the  friends  of  the  dead  artist  con- 
ducted after  they  had  succeeded  in  getting 
possession  of  the  body  for  burial.  The 
grave  was  dug  in  the  cemetery  of  Mont- 
martre, and  the  few  simple  tributes  of 
friendship  placed  on  the  mound  were  lost 
among  the  flashing  filigree  emblems  and 
gaudy  wreaths  which  adorned  the  sur- 
rounding tombstones. 

The  theories  which  were  advanced  by 
the  three  officei's  who  had  examined  the 
premises  were  distinguished  by  some  in- 
vention and  ingenuity.  From  careful- 
ly collected  information  concerning  the 
intimate  life  and  whole  history  of  the 
three  persons  kept  as  witnesses,  the  of- 
ficers constructed  each  his  separate  ro- 
mance about  the  motives  for  the  crime 
and  the  manner  in  which  it  was  com- 
mitted. The  lieutenant  had  quite  a vo- 
luminous biography  of  each  character. 

Concerning  Charles  Mandel,  the  dead 
artist,  it  was  found  that  he  was  a native 
of  Styria,  in  Austria;  that  his  parents 
and  all  his  relatives  were  exceedingly 
poor ; that  he  had  worked  his  way  up 
from  a place  as  a farmer’s  boy  to  a posi- 
tion as  attendant  in  the  baths  at  Oastein, 
and  thence  he  had  found  his  way  to  Mu- 
nich, and  to  the  School  of  Fine  Arts  there. 
He  had  taken  a good  rank  in  the  Academy, 
and  after  several  years’  study,  supporting 
himself  meanwhile  on  a small  govern- 
ment subsidy  and  by  the  sale  of  |ien-and- 
ink  sketches,  he  began  to  paint  pictures. 
When  he  had  saved  money  enough  he 
came  to  Paris,  whei*e  he  had  lived  about 
eighteen  months.  His  character  was  un- 
impeachable. Helived  quietly,  and  rarely 
went  out  of  the  quarter;  was  never  seen 
at  the  balls  in  the  old  windmill  on  the 
summit  of^  Montmartre,  nor  did  he  fre- 
quent the  Elis6e  Montmartre,  the  skating 
rink,  the  Cirque  Fernando,  nor  any  other 
place  of  amusement  in  the  neighborhood. 
The  little  Cafe  du  Rat  Mort,  in  the  Place 
Pigalle,  was  the  only  cafe  he  visited,  and 
in  this  he  was  accustomed  to  pass  an  hour 
or  two  every  evening  in  company  with 
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bis  friend,  tbe  sculptor  Paul  Benner.  He 
was  not  known  to  have  any  enemies,  there 
was  no  suspicion  that  he  was  connected 
with  the  Internationalists,  and  the  only 
reason  lie  had  been  remarked  at  all  as  an 
individual  was  because  he  spoke  French 
badly,  and  always  conversed  in  Cerman 
with  his  friend  Benner. 

The  information  concerning  the  latter 
was  a great  deal  more  accurate  and  pre- 
cise. A great  deal  of  it,  however,  was  ir- 
relevant. He  was  bom  in  Strasburg  in 
1849,  and  began  the  study  of  his  profession 
there.  He  came  to  Paris  when  he  was 
twenty  years  old,  and  entered  the  Acad6- 
mie  des  Beaux  Arts.  After  he  had  finished 
the  course  he  set  up  his  studio  in  Mont- 
martre, and  had  already  exhibited  suc- 
cessful works  in  three  Salons.  He  had  a 
great  many  friends  in  the  city,  and  was 
well  spoken  of  by  all  who  knew  him. 
The  only  thing  that  could  possibly  be 
urged  against  him  was  the  fact  that  he 
seemed  very  little  disturbed  at  the  idea  of 
being  a Prussian  subject.  But  he  was 
consistently  cosmopolitan,  as  his  intimate 
friendship  with  the  Austrian  and  his 
equally  close  relations  with  fellow- stu- 
dents in  tbe  Beaux  Arts  abundantly 
proved. 

The  inquiries  about  the  girl  were,  judg- 
ing from  the  frequent  gaps  in  the  history 
as  written  in  the  lieutenant's  note-book, 
conducted  with  difficulty,  and  with  only 
partial  success.  She  was  a Corsican,  and 
was  generally  called  Rose  Blanche,  the 
translation  of  her  Corsican  name,  Rosina 
Bianchi.  By  the  artists  she  was  face- 
tiously called  La  Rose  Blanche,  partly  be- 
cause of  her  hair  and  complexion,  which 
were  of  the  darkest  Southern  hue,  and 
partly  for  the  sake  of  the  grammatical 
harmony  of  the  name  thus  altered.  No- 
thing in  particular  was  found  out  about 
her  early  life.  She  herself  declared  she 
was  born  in  a small  village  in  the  mount- 
ains of  Corsica,  and  that  her  father,  mo- 
ther, and  several  brothers  and  sisters  were 
still  living  there.  She  had  come  to  Paris 
as  a model  just  before  the  siege,  having 
first  begun  to  pose  in  Marseilles,  w^bither 
she  had  gone  from  Corsica  to  live  with  an 
aunt.  This  aunt  had  married  a crockery 
merchant,  and  was  a respectable  member 
of  the  community.  From  her  was  gleaned 
some  notion  of  the  family.  It  was  of 
genuine  Corsican  stock,  and  they  all  had 
the  violent  x>assions  which  are  the  com- 
mon characteristic  of  that  people.  Rosina 
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while  in  Marseilles  had  been  quiet  and 
proper  enough  except  when  she  had  been, 
.as  her  aunt  described,  tinpeu  toqv^.  At 
long  intervals  it  seems  that  she  became 
highly  sensitive  and  excitable.  She  would 
on  these  occasions  fly  into  a mad  rage  at  a 
trifle,  and  when  she  grew  calmer  would  sob 
and  weep  fora  while,  and  end  by  remaining 
sullen  and  morose  for  hours,  sometimes  for 
days.  Her  aunt  had  opposed  her  going  to 
Paris,  prophesying  all  sorts  of  evil.  She 
had  never  seen  hersince  her  departure,  and 
had  only  heard  from  her  twice  or  three 
times  since  she  had  left  Marseilles. 

There  was  scarcely  a better  known 
model  in  Paris  than  La  Rose  Blanche. 
She  was  not  one  of  those  choice  favorites 
who  are  engaged  for  months  and  some- 
times for  a year  in  advance  at  double 
prices,  but  she  was  in  great  demand,  es- 
pecially among  sculptors.  Her  head  was 
Italian  enough  to  serve  as  a model  for  tbe 
costume  pictures  of  the  Campagna  pea- 
sants, but  she  was  much  more  picturesque 
as  a Spanish  girl,  and  her  employment 
among  the  painters  was  chiefly  with  those 
who  painted  Spanish  or  Eastern  subjects. 
The  sculptors  found  in  her  form  a certain 
girlishness  which  had  not  disappeared 
with  age,  and  although  she  was  twenty- 
five  years  old,  she  hc^  the  lithe,  slender 
figure  of  a girl  of  seventeen.  There  was 
something  of  the  faun  in  the  accents  of 
her  limbs,  and  she  was  active,  wiry,  and 
muscular.  The  artists  connected  tbe  pe- 
culiarities of  her  figure  with  tbe  charac- 
teristics of  her  disposition,  and  often  said 
to  her,  “ What  a hand  and  arm  for  a sti- 
letto!” “Yes,”  she  would  answer,  with 
a glittering  eye;  “and  it  isn’t  afraid  to 
hold  one  either!”  Every  one  had  noticed 
her  violent  temper,  and  some  of  those  who 
were  best  acquainted  with  her  confessed 
to  the  feeling  that  it  was  like  playing  with 
gunpowder  to  have  much  to  do  with  her. 
When  she  was  in  good  spirits,  she  was  soft- 
mannered  and  amiable;  but  when  roused 
in  the  least,  she  became  like  a fury.  She 
had  frequently  posed  in  the  ateliers^  and 
then  she  had  been  treated  with  great  re- 
spect by  the  students.  For  the  past  year 
she  had  served  often  as  a model  for  Ben- 
ner in  the  execution  of  bis  statue  “Diana 
surprised  at  her  Bath,”  and  when  she  was 
not  at  work  with  him  was  generally  in 
Mandel’s  studio,  where  she  posed  for  a 
figure  in  a picture  from  the  history  of 
Hungary,  an  event  in  one  of  the  Turkish 
invasions.  With  the  exception  of  the  re- 
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port  of  her  eccentricities  of  temper,  no- 
thing had  counted  against  her.  Even  this 
was  partly  counterbalanced  by  the  tes-. 
timony  of  many  to  whom  she  had  been 
both  kind  and  useful.  As  far  as  her  moral 
character  went,  some  had  said,  with  an 
expressive  shrug  of  the  shoulders,  “She’s 
a model,  and  like  all  the  rest  of  them.” 
Others  had  declared  that  she  was  undoubt- 
edly honest  and  virtuous.  No  one  knew 
anything — at  least  no  one  confessed  to 
any  positive  knowledge — of  her  suspected 
transgressions. 

The  poor  femme  de  minage,  whose  life 
had  been  hitherto  without  an  event  worth 
the  attention  of  the  police,  did  not  escape 
the  most  rigid  scrutiny.  Her  history  was 
sifted  out  as  carefully  as  that  of  the  other 
three.  She  was  married  to  a second  hus- 
band, and  the  mother  of  a boy  of  eight- 
een, who  was  sal^man  in  one  of  the 
large  dry-goods  shops.  Her  husband,  be- 
sides the  duties  of  concierge  in  the  house 
where  they  lived — an  occupation  which 
paid  for  the  rent  of  the  rooms  they  oc- 
cupied-managed to  make  a trifle  at  his 
trade  of  tailor,  repairing  and  turning  old 
garments,  and  on  rare  occasions  making 
a new  coat  or  a pair  of  trousers  for  an  old 
customer.  He  was  also  employed  as  a 
supernumerary  in  the  Grand  Opera,  a duty 
which  obliged  him  to  attend  the  theatre 
often,  to  the  serious  interruption  of  his 
home  occupations.  He  could  not  well 
give  up  the  place  in  the  theatre,  for  his 
salary  was  just  enough,  with  the  rest  he 
eam^,  to  make  both  ends  meet.  The  wife 
was  obliged  to  be  at  home  so  much,  to  fill 
her  husband’s  place  in  the  care  of  the  great 
house,  that  she  could  only  manage  to  do 
very  little  outside  work.  The  families  in 
the  house  were  all  working  people,  and 
consequently  could  not  afford  the  luxury 
of  assistance  in  the  kitchen.  She  there- 
fore found  a place  as  femme  de  manage 
with  some  family  in  the  vicinity.  For 
some  time  she  had  been  in  the  employ  of 
the  dead  artist,  and  particularly  satisfied 
with  the  place,  first  because  she  could 
choose  her  own  hours,  and  then  because 
she  had  very  little  to  do,  and  was  paid  as 
much  as  if  she  took  care  of  a family — twen- 
ty francs  a month.  One  circumstance  ex- 
cited tlie  suspicion  of  the  police.  She  had 
been  gone  nearly  the  whole  afternoon  of 
the  day  before  the  mui*der.  When  she 
returned  at  dark  her  husband  noticed  that 
she  was  heated  and  confused,  and  asked 
her  where  she  had  been.  She  refused  to 


tell  him,  painfully  trying  to  make  the  re- 
fusal palatable  by  jokes.  And  the  police 
with  little  difficulty  found  out  exactly 
what  she  had  been  doing  for  the  three  or 
four  hours  in  question.  She  had  been  to 
the  cemetery  of  Montmartre.  She  had 
been  seen  by  the  keepers  there  busy  near  a 
grave  on  the  third  side  avenue  to  the  left, 
about  a quarter  way  up  the  slope.  They 
had  observed  her  digging  up  the  two  small 
flowering  shrubs  she  had  planted  there 
years  before,  and  had  constantly  tended. 
These  shrubs  she  had  wrapped  up  in  an 
old  colored  shirt,  and  had  carried  them 
away.  Further,  a neighbor  of  the  dead 
artist  in  the  little  street  on  Montmartre 
deposed  that  late  in  the  afternoon  of  the 
day  before  the  tragedy'  she  had  seen  the 
femme  de  menage  enter  the  gate  of  the 
studio  garden,  bearing  an  irr^ular-sbaped 
bundle  of  considerable  size.  The  police, 
on  visiting  the  garden,  found  the  two 
shrubs  described  by  the  keepers  of  the 
cemetery,  freshly  planted  in  the  little  cen- 
tral plot. 

Then  for  the  first  time  they  questioned 
the  femme  de  menage  herself,  and  she 
confessed,  with  an  abundance  of  tears,  that 
her  only  daughter  had  died  five  yeara  pre- 
vious, and  that  she  had  been  buried  in  the 
cimetidre  montrnartre,  and  the  grave  had 
been  purchased  for  the  period  of  five  years. 
The  term  was  to  expire  within  a few  days, 
and  the  poor  woman,  unable  to  pay  for  a 
further  lease  of  ground,  was  obliged  to 
give  up  her  claim  to  the  grave.  She  could 
not  bear  to  lose  the  shrubs,  for  they  were 
souvenirs  of  her  dead  child,  who  cultivated 
them  when  very  small  plants  in  flower- 
pots on  the  balcony.  The  mother  had  dug 
them  up  in  the  cemetery,  and  transplant- 
ed them  in  the  garden  of  the  house  where 
she  worked,  having  no  garden  plot  of  her 
own.  She  intended  the  next  day  to  tell 
the  artist  what  she  had  done,  and  to  get 
his  permission  to  let  the  shrubs  flourish 
there.  She  had  refused  to  explain  her  ab- 
sence to  her  husband  because  the  girl  bad 
been  dead  a year  when  she  married  him, 
and  he  had  sometimes  reproached  her  for 
spending  her  time  in  the  cemetery.  As  it 
was  not  his  child,  lie  could  not  be  expect- 
ed to  care  for  it,  and  the  poor  mother,  not 
having  the  courage  to  ask  for  money  to 
renew  the  lease  of  the  grave,  kept  her  own 
counsel  about  the  matter. 

The  examination  of  the  witnesses,  and 
the  investigation  of  their  personal  history, 
threw  but  little  light  upon  the  exact  state 
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of  the  relations  which  existed  between  the 
painter  and  La  Rose  Blanche.  The  neigh- 
bors had  overheard  at  various  times  loud 
talking  in  tlie  studio,  and  occasionally 
some  violent  language  that  sounded  very 
much  like  a quarrel.  One  or  two  of  the 
shrewd  ones,  especially  an  old  woman 
who  sold  vegetables  from  a little  hand-cart 
on  the  corner,  volunteered  their  opinion 
that  the  model  was  in  love  with  the  artist. 
The  withered  and  blear-eyed  old  huckster 
gave  as  reason  for  heropinion  that  the  mod- 
el had  generally  staid  long  after  painting 
hours,  and  was  unusually  prompt  in  the 
morning.  But  there  was  quite  as  much 
proof  that  Handel  did  not  care  for  the  mod- 
el as  that  she  was  enamored  of  him.  He 
never  watched  for  her  in  the  morning, 
never  came  to  the  door  with  her,  treated 
her  always,  as  far  as  was  noticed  by  any 
one  who  had  seen  them  together,  as  if  on 
the  most  formal  terms  with  her.  In  the 
Caf6  du  Rat  Mort  it  was  found  that  La 
Rose  Blanche  had  often  come  in  during 
the  evening,  sometimes  in  fine  costume 
and  elaborate  toilet,  and  had  placed  her- 
self at  the  table  where  Mandel  and  Benner 
sat.  The  latter  always  appeared  glad  to 
see  her,  and  joked  and  chatted  with  her, 
while  Mandel  was  evidently  annoyed  by 
her  presence,  and  did  not  try  very  hard 
to  conceal  his  feelings. 

An  almost  inquisitorial  examination  of 
Benner  elicited  the  fact  that  his  friend 
had  confided  to  him  that  the  model  tor- 
mented him  with  her  attentions,  and  so 
thrust  herself  upon  him  that  he  was  at  a 
loss  what  to  do  about  it.  He  had  thought 
seriously  of  giving  up  the  picture  he  was  at 
work  on,  so  that  she  might  have  no  excuse 
for  coming  to  his  studio.  The  same  ex- 
amination drew  out  the  confession  that  he 
was  in  love  with  La  Rose  Blanche  himself, 
and  had  been  for  some  time. 

Now  the  most  plausible  theory  of  the 
three  ofRcers  was  apparently  well  enough 
supported  by  fact  to  warrant  a most  care- 
ful investigation.  This  theory  was  based 
chiefly  on  the  common  French  axiom  that 
a woman  is  at  the  bottom  of  every  piece 
of  mischief.  The  strongest  suspicion 
pointed  toward  La  Rose  Blanche,  and  no 
motive  but  that  of  jealousy  could  be  as- 
signed for  the  deed.  It  was  necessary, 
then,  to  find  some  cause  for  jealousy  be- 
fore this  theory  could  be  accepted.  Man- 
del  was,  as  the  study  of  his  character  had 
proved  to  the  officers,  of  a quiet  and  peace- 
able disposition,  and  not  in  the  habit  of 


frequenting  society.  Although,  like  most 
young  men,  he  spent  part  of  his  time  in 
the  cafe,  he  was  more  disposed  to  stay  at 
home  than  to  join  in  any  time -killing 
amusement.  After  the  most  diligent 
search  the  officers  only  succeeded  in  find- 
ing one  girl  beside  La  Rose  Blanche  who 
had  been  at  all  on  friendly  terms  with  the 
artist.  She  was  a model  who  had  posed 
for  a picture  he  painted  while  he  occupied 
a studio  in  Rue  Monsieur  le  Prince,  in  the 
Latin  Quarter.  But  it  was  also  found  out 
that  La  Rose  Blanche  had  never  seen  Man- 
del  until  long  after  the  picture  was  finish- 
ed and  the  model  dismissed.  In  this  way 
the  investigation  went  on  with  all  possi- 
ble ingenuity  and  most  wearisome  delib- 
eration. No  effort  was  more  fruitful  than 
the  one  just  described.  Every  clew  which 
promised  to  lead  to  the  slightest  know- 
ledge of  the  life  of  the  artist  or  the  char- 
acter of  the  model  was  followed  out  per- 
sistently, doggedly,  and  often  even  cruel- 
ly. Thus  months  passed. 

Benner  had  been  discharged  from  cus- 
tody after  liis  first  long  and  trying  exam- 
ination. Unable  to  work,  he  wandered 
around  the  city  in  an  aimless  way.  He 
could  not  help  having  a faint  yet  agoniz- 
ing glimmer  of  hope  that  he  might  meet 
with  a solution  of  the  mystery  of  his 
friend's  death.  This  solution  would,  he 
was  sure,  prove  La  Rose  Blanche  inno- 
cent. His  unfinished  statue  in  the  clay, 
moistened  only  at  irregular  intervals, 
cracked  and  shrunk,  and  gradually  fell 
to  pieces.  Dust  settled  in  his  studio,  and 
his  modelling  tools  rested  where  they  lay. 
At  first  he  had  tried  to  work,  and  sum- 
moning another  model,  he  had  uncovered 
the  clay.  But  he  only  spoiled  what  he 
touched,  and  after  a short  time  he  threw 
down  his  tools  and  walked  away. 

La  Rose  Blanche  languished  in  the 
house  of  detention.  Benner  gradually 
began  to  lose  courage,  and  perhaps  even 
his  faith  wavered  a little.  When  he 
learned  that  in  the  course  of  the  exami- 
nation the  sleepy  concierge  of  the  house 
where  the  model  lived  h^  testified  that 
she  was  absent  all  night  at  the  time  of  the 
tragedy,  Benner  felt  convinced  that  cir- 
cumstances had  combined  to  convict  the 
girl.  Her  explanation  liad  been  most  un- 
satisfactory. She  had  quarrelled  with  the 
artist  because  he  told  her  he  was  annoyed 
by  her.  She  did  not  remember  what  she 
said  or  did ; she  only  knew  that  she  left 
the  house  in  a great  passion,  and  walked 
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the  streets  all  night  in  the  rain.  Her  pas* 
sion  gave  way  to  her  affection  for  the  art- 
ist, and  as  soon  as  it  was  light  she  went  to 
the  studio  to  ask  him  to  forgive  her.  She 
found  him  dead. 

It  was  the  apathy  of  La  Rose  Blanche 
quite  as  much  as  her  inability  to  prove 
herself  innocent  that  caused  the  increasing 
uneasiness  in  Benner's  mind.  Not  that 
he  believed  her  for  a moment  guilty,  but 
he  knew  that  she  was  convicting  herself 
with  fatal  rapidity.  He,  knowing  her 
character,  could  undei*stand  how  she  could 
walk  the  streets  all  night  in  the  storm. 
He,  in  the  warmth  of  his  passion  for  her, 
had  often  fought  with  the  weather  for  the 
relief  the  struggle  afforded  him.  Love- 
madness  is  nothing  new,  and  the  model's 
actions  were  only  one  phase  of  it.  At  the 
little  Caf4  du  Rat  Mort,  Benner  now  spent 
all  his  evenings,  and  on  some  days  part 
of  the  afternoon.  He  grew  to  be  one  of 
the  fixtures  of  the  establishment.  The 
habitues  of  the  place  had  ceased  to  talk 
about  him,  and  no  longer  pointed  liim  out 
to  the  new-comere  as  the  friend  of  the 
dead  artist.  The  self-consciousness  which 
in  the  beginning  was  painful  to  him  grad- 
ually wore  away,  and  he  almost  forgot 
himself  at  times  in  connection  with  the 
tragedy,  and  only  kept  constantly  a dull 
sense  of  waiting — waiting  he  knew  not 
what  for.  Evening  after  evening  he  sat 
at  the  little  comer  table  of  the  front  room 
of  the  cafe  smoking  cigarettes,  playing 
with  the  curious  long-handled  spoons,  and 
occasionally  sipping  coffee  or  a glass  of 
beer.  The  two  tables  between  his  seat 
and  the  window  on  tlie  street  changed  oc- 
cupants many  times  during  the  evening, 
and  the  newspapers  grew  sticky,  fumbled, 
and  worn  at  the  hands  of  the  frequent 
readers.  The  opposite  side  of  this  room 
of  the  caf6  was  filled  by  a long  counter 
covered  on  top  with  shining  zinc,  and  di- 
vided into  several  compartments,  on  the 
highest  of  which  stood  the  water  carafes 
and  a filter.  Behind  this  counter  sat 
Madame  Lepic,  the  wife  of  the  proprie- 
tor, placidly  knitting  from  morning  until 
midnight.  When  the  street  door  opened 
she  raised  her  eyes  and  greeted  the  comer 
with  a hospitable  smile,  then  her  face  re- 
sumed its  normal  expression  of  content- 
ment. By  carefully  watching  her  it 
could  be  discovered  that  she  had  a habit 
of  quickly  glancing  out  from  under  her 
eyebrows  and  taking  in  the  whole  interior 
of  the  cafe  in  a flash  of  her  dark  little 


eye.  Just  beyond  the  end  of  the  counter 
a partition,  wainscoted  as  high  as  a man’s 
shoulder  and  with  glass  above,  divided  the 
caf4  into  two  rooms.  From  where  she  sat 
Madame  L^pic  could  overlook  the  four 
tables  in  the  inner  room  as  well  as  the 
three  in  the  front.  Her  habit  of  constant 
watchfulness  was  cultivated,  of  course,  by 
the  necessity  of  keeping  run  of  the  two 
tired-looking  waiters,  who,  like  the  rest  of 
their  class,  had  the  weakness  of  being 
tempted  by  the  abundance  of  money  which 
passed  through  their  hands.  The  police 
had  ali*eady  approached  Madame  Lepic, 
and  she  had  given  her  testimony  in  regard 
to  the  actions  of  the  model  with  the  two 
young  men.  The  police  would  not  have 
been  Parisian  if  they  had  not  engaged 
madame  to  keep  an  eye  on  Benner.  If  he 
had  not  been  too  much  occupied  with  his 
own  thoughts,  he  might  have  detected  her 
watching  him  constantly  and  persistently 
even  after  he  had  ceased  to  be  interesting 
in  the  eyes  of  the  old  habitues  of  the  cafe. 

It  was  a long  four  months  after  that 
terrible  morning  when  Benner  sat,  late 
one  afternoon,  in  the  caf4,  brooding  as 
usual.  Before  him  on  the  stained  mar- 
ble slab  stood  a glass  of  water,  a tall  gob- 
let and  long  spoon  with  twisted  handle, 
and  a ix>rcelain  match-holder  half  full  of 
matches.  Bent  over  tlie  table,  Benner 
was  absent-mindedly  arranging  bits  of 
matches  on  the  slab,  something  in  the 
shape  of  a guillotine.  There  were  few 
people  in  the  caf6.  The  click  of  the  dom- 
inoes in  the  back  room,  an  occasional 
word  from  one  of  the  players,  and  the 
snap,  snap,  of  Madame  L6pic  s needles 
alone  broke  the  quiet  of  the  interior.  As 
Benner  sat  watching  the  outline  of  the 
guillotine  he  had  formed  of  broken  match- 
es he  saw  one  of  the  corner  pieces  straight- 
en out,  and  thus  destroy  the  symmetry 
of  the  arrangement.  This  was  a piece 
which  had  been  bent  at  right  angles  and 
only  half  broken  off.  Without  paying 
particular  attention  to  the  occurrence,  he 
took  up  the  bit,  threw  it  on  the  floor,  and 
put  another  one,  similarly  broken,  in  its 
place.  In  a few  moments  this  straight- 
ened out  also,  and  this  time  the  movement 
attracted  Benners  curiosity.  Throwing 
it  aside,  he  replaced  it  by  a fresh  piece,  and 
tliis  repeated  the  movement  of  the  first 
two.  Now  his  curiosity  was  excited  in 
earnest,  and  his  face  and  figure  expressed 
such  unusual  interest  that  the  sharp  glit- 
ter was  visible  under  Madame  I^pic’s 
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eyebrows,  and  her  knitting  went  on  only 
spasmodically.  A fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth 
piece  was  put  in  place  on  the  corner  of 
the  little  guillotine,  and  as  the  last  one 
was  moving  in  the  same  way  as  the  first 
one  did,  Benner  perceived  that  the  water 
spilled  on  the  table  trickled  down  to  where 
the  broken  match  was  placed.  He  took 
another  match,  as  if  to  break  it,  but  be- 
fore the  brittle  wood  snapped,  his  face 
lit  up  with  a sudden  expression  of  sur- 
prise and  joy,  and  he  started  to  his  feet  so 
violently  as  to  nearly  throw  the  marble 
slab  from  the  iron  legs.  The  click  of  the 
dominoes  ceased,  faces  were  seen  at  the 
glass  of  the  partition,  and  Madame  L6pic 
fairly  stared,  forgetting  for  once  her  role 
of  disinterested  knitter. 

Without  stopping  to  pay,  without  seem- 
ing to  sec  anybody  or  anything,  Benner 
strode  nervously  and  quickly  out  of  the 
caf6.  When  he  was  gone,  Madame  Lepic 
touched  her  bell,  one  of  the  drowsy  wait- 
ers came,  received  a whispered  order,  and 
went  out  of  the  front  door  hatless.  A 
few  moments  later,  even  before  Benner 
had  disappeared  along  the  boulevard  in 
the  direction  of  his  studio,  a neatly  dress- 
ed man  came  out  of  the  police  station  near 
the  cafe  and  walked  in  the  same  direc- 
tion the  sculptor  had  taken.  After  Ben- 
ner had  entered  the  ports  cocMre  of  the 
great  building  where  his  studio  was,  the 
police  agent  went  into  the  concierge’s  lit- 
tle office  near  the  door,  and  sat  there  as  if 
he  were  at  home.  In  a few  moments  a 
nervous  step  was  heard  on  the  asphalt  of 
the  court-yard,  and  the  agent  had  only 
time  to  withdraw  into  the  gloom  of  the 
comer  behind  the  stove  when  Benner 
passed  out  again,  looking  neither  to  the 
right  nor  the  left.  He  was  evidently 
much  excited,  and  clutched  rather  than 
held  a small  parcel  in  his  hand.  The 
agent  followed  him  a short  distance  be- 
hind, and,  meeting  a sergent  de  villSy 
paused  to  say  a word  to  him.  As  Benner 
climbed  on  the  top  of  an  Od^on  omnibus, 
the  agent  took  a seat  inside.  Benner  had 
not  reached  the  interior  boulevard  before 
his  studio  was  searched. 

It  was  now  nearly  six  o’clock,  and  the 
omnibus  was  crowded  all  the  way  across 
the  city.  As  soon  as  the  foot  of  the  Rue 
des  Beaux  Arts  was  reached,  Benner  hur- 
riedly descended  without  waiting  to  stop 
the  omnibus,  and  ran  to  the  Academy. 
Here  he  sought  the  concierge,  asked  him 
a few  questions,  and  then  walked  quick- 


ly away  to  the  east  side  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg Gardens,  where  he  rang  the  bell  at 
the  door  of  a house.  He  asked  the  serv- 
ant who  answered  the  bell  if  Professor 
Brunin  was  at  home,  and  was  evidently 
chagrined  at  being  told  he  was  absent, 
and  would  not  return  for  an  hour  or  two. 
Entering  the  nearest  caf^,  he  called  for 
pen  and  paper,  and  wrote  three  pages  rap- 
idly, but  legibly.  By  this  time  he  had 
grown  calmer  in  mind,  not  losing,  howev- 
er, the  physical  spring  which  his  first  ex- 
citement had  induced.  When  his  letter 
was  finished  he  put  it  in  an  envelope,  ad- 
dressed it,  and  left  it  at  the  professor  s 
house.  This  done,  he  walked  rapidly 
across  the  Luxembourg  Gardens  to  the 
Odeon,  took  an  omnibus,  accompanied  as 
before  by  the  agent,  and  at  the  end  of  the 
route,  in  the  Place  Pigalle,  he  descended, 
hastened  to  his  studio,  and  did  not  come 
out  again  that  evening.  The  great  win- 
dow was  lighted  all  night  long,  and  the 
agent  in  the  entry  could  hear  light  ham- 
mering and  filing  at  intervals,  as  he  list- 
ened at  the  door  every  hour  or  two. 

The  gray  morning  broke,  and  Benner 
was  still  at  his  work.  As  the  daylight 
dimmed  the  light  of  the  lamp,  he  seemed 
not  to  notice  it,  but  continued  bent  over 
his  table,  where  various  blocks,  pieces  of 
sheet  brass,  and  a few  tools  were  scattered 
promiscuously.  A piece  of  brown  paper 
lay  on  the  floor  with  what  appeared  to  be 
a glove.  On  the  corner  of  the  table  was 
a rude  imitation  of  a human  hand  made 
of  wood,  hinged  so  that  the  fingers  would 
move.  This  was  not  of  recent  construc- 
ti6n ; but  on  a small  drawing-board,  over 
which  Benner  was  leaning,  was  fixed  a 
curious  piece  of  mechanism  which  he  was 
adjusting,  having  apparently  just  put  it 
together.  He  had  joined  together  five 
pieces  of  oak-wood  about  three-quarters 
of  an  inch  wide  and  half  an  inch  thick, 
arranged  according  to  their  length.  The 
joints  had  been  cut  in  the  shape  of  quarter- 
circles,  like  the  middle  hinge  of  a carpen- 
ter's rule.  After  these  were  fitted  to  each 
other,  a saw-cut  was  made  in  each  one,  and 
a piece  of  sheet  brass  inserted  which  join- 
ed the  concave  to  the  convex  end.  Two 
rivets  on  one  end  and  one  on  the  other, 
serving  as  a pivot,  completed  the  hinge. 

The  joints  were  so  arranged  that,  when 
opened  to  the  greatest  extent,  the  five 
pieces  composing  the  whole  made  a straight 
line.  The  longest  piece  of  wood  was  fast- 
ened at  the  middle  and  outer  end  by  screws. 
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which  held  it  firmly  to  the  drawing-hoard. 
The  shortest  piece,  on  the  opposite  end  of 
the  line,  had  fastened  to  it  on  the  under 
side  a pointed  bit  of  brass  like  an  index. 
As  morning  broke,  Benner  was  engaged  in 
fastening  a bit  of  an  ivory  meter  measure, 
wliich  is  marked  to  millimeters,  under  this 
index  point.  After  this  scale  was  firmly 
fixed  in  its  place  the  mechanism  was  ap- 
parently completed,  for  he  straightened 
up,  looked  at  his  work  from  a distance, 
then  bent  over  it  again,  and  gently  tried 
the  joints,  watching  with  some  satisfac- 
tion the  index  as  it  moved  along  the  scale. 
While  pi*eoccupied  with  this  study  a sud- 
den knock  at  the  door  caused  him  to  start 
like  a guilty  man.  He  threw  open  the 
door  almost  tragically.  It  was  only  the 
concierge,  who  brought  him  a letter.  He 
tore  it  open,  and  read  it  and  re-read  it  with 
eagerness ; then  went  to  the  table  and  care- 
fully measured  several  times  the  whole 
length  of  the  mechanism,  from  the  inner 
screw  of  the  longest  piece  to  the  end  of 
the  shortest.  He  then  began  to  calculate 
and  to  cipher  on  the  edge  of  the  drawing- 
board.  The  letter  read  as  follows : 

“Monsieur, — En  fait  de  renseigne- 
ments  sur  la  dilatation  du  bois  je  ne  con- 
nais  que  ceux  donnas  par  M.  Reynaud 
dans  son  traite  d'architecture,  vol.  i.,  pages 
84  & 87  de  la  2®  Edition. 

“ II  en  r6sulte  que : 

“ 1.  Les  bois  verts  se  dilatent  beaucoup 
plus  que  ceux  purges  de  sfeve. 

“2.  Que  le  chene  se  dilate  tantot  plus 
tantot  moins  que  le  sapin,  mais  plus  que 
le  noyer. 

“3.  Que  dans  les  conditions  ordinaires, 
c'est  & dire,  avec  les  variations  hygrome- 
triques  de  I’air  seulement,  le  coefficient  de 
dilatation  atteint  au  plus  0.018,  d’ou  re- 
sulte  qu’une  planche  de  0.20  deviendrait 
0.2036. 

“4.  Qu'en  plongeant  dans  I’eau  pend- 
ant longtemps  une  planche  primitivement 
tr^  s6che,  le  coefficient  de  dilatation  peut 
atteindre  0.0375,  ce  que  donnerait  pour  la 
planche  de  0.20,  0.2075. 

“Peut-etre  vous  trouverez  d'autres  ren- 
seignemcnts  dans  le  trait4  de  charpente 
du  Colonel  Emy,  ou  dans  celui  de  menui- 
serie  de  Roubo. 

“ Recevez,  Monsieur,  I’assurance  de  mes 
sentiments  distingues.  P.  Brunin.” 

A few  days  later  there  was  gathered  in  a 
small  room  in  the  prefecture  quite  a knot  of 
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advocates  and  police  officers.  They  were 
soon  joined  by  Benner  himself,  accompa- 
nied by  a short  stout  gentleman  with  eye- 
glasses. Besides  the  ordinary  furniture  of 
the  room,  there  was  a tub  of  water,  a mani- 
kin, and  the  drawing-board  with  the  mech- 
anism on  it  The  entrance  of  the  judge 
put  a stop  to  the  buzz  of  conversation,  and 
when  he  took  a seat  on  the  low  platform 
the  rest  of  the  company  placed  themselves 
on  the  benches  in  front.  The  judge,  after 
a few  preliminary  remarks  on  the  subject 
of  the  mystery  of  Montmartre,  said  that 
there  had  lately  been  developed  such  a 
new  and  surprising  theory  to  account  for 
the  death  of  the  artist  that  he  had  con- 
sented to  give  a hearing  to  the  explana- 
tion of  the  theory.  Benner  then  arose 
and  made  the  following  statement:  “In 
the  Cafe  du  Rat  Mort  a few  days  ago  I no- 
ticed a peculiar  movement  in  a broken 
match  as  it  lay  on  the  table  before  me. 
At  first  my  curiosity  was  excited  only  to 
a moderate  degree,  but  shortly  this  inex- 
plicable motion  interested  me  so  that  I ex- 
perimented until  I found  the  cause  of  it. 
At  the  same  moment  there  flashed  into 
my  mind  what  I had  learned  long  ago  at 
school  about  capillary  force,  and  the  so- 
lution of  the  mystery  of  my  friend’s  death 
was  at  once  plain  to  me.  Hurrying  to 
my  studio,  I cut  off  the  hand  of  my  man- 
ikin, and  carried  it  to  the  Academy  of 
Fine  Arts  to  show  it  to  Professor  Brunin, 
of  the  Architectural  Department,  and  ask 
his  assistance.  Finding  him  neither  there 
nor  at  his  house,  I wrote  him  a note  and 
left  it  for  him.  All  that  night  I worked 
constructing  a working  model  of  a mani- 
kin’s finger,  and  the  next  morning  I re- 
ceived a letter  from  Professor  Brunin 
which  gave  me  the  data  I was  in  search 
of — the  facts  in  regard  to  the  expansion  of 
wood  when  moistened.  I should  read 
that  letter  here,  but  Professor  Brunin  is 
present,  and  will  explain  the  phenomenon. 
My  theory  is  very  simple.  My  friend 
Charles  Mandel  was  shot  by  his  own 
manikin.  There  are  witnesses  enough  to 
prove  that  the  pistol  had  been  loaded  for 
a long  time,  and  that  Mandel  had  often 
tried  in  vain  to  draw  the  charge.  It  is 
also  well  known  that  the  pistol  was  cocked 
when  it  was  in  the  manikin’s  belt,  for  on 
the  half-completed  picture  it  was  so  paint- 
ed by  Mandel  on  the  last  day  of  his  life. 
Furtlierinore,  the  position  of  the  right  in- 
dex finger  of  the  manikin  can  also  bo 
plainly  seen  in  the  picture,  for  the  artist, 
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not  having  a model  to  hold  the  weapon, 
had  roughly  rubbed  in  the  angular  fingers 
of  the  lay  figure  preparatory  to  finishing 
the  hand  from  life.  The  pistol,  then,  being 
loaded  and  cocked,  needed  but  the  pressure 
of  the  finger  to  discharge  it.  That  press- 
ure was  given  by  the  rain  on  the  night  of 
the  deatli  of  my  friend.  The  lieutenant 
will  find  on  reference  to  his  note-book  that 
on  the  morning  when  he  examined  the 
studio  there  had  been  quite  a serious  leak 
in  the  ceiling,  and  that  tlie  water  had  fall- 
en directly  on  the  manikin.  He  will 
find  also  in  his  notes  the  exact  position  of 
the  manikin  in  reference  to  the  divan  on 
which  the  corpse  lay.  Now  it  is  clear  that 
when  the  wrist  of  the  manikin  was  bent, 
and  tlie  index  finger  was  placed  on  the 
trigger  of  the  pistol,  only  a very  slight 
motion  of  the  whole  was  necessary  to  give 
the  pressure  required  to  fire  a pistol.  The 
weapon  w^as  braced  against  the  inside  of 
the  thumb  of  the  hand,  and  thus  held  firm- 
ly there  as  it  stuck  in  the  belt  ready  to  be 
drawn  and  fired.  When  the  water  first 
fell  from  the  ceiling  it  soaked  the  covering 
of  the  wrist  and  hand,  and  swelled  the 
wrist  joint  so  that  it  became  absolutely 
immovable.  Next  the  moisture  extended 
to  the  tip  of  th^  fingers,  the  hand  being 
held  somewhat  downward.  In  the  man- 
ikin we  have  here  the  exact  construction 
of  the  fingers,  and  the  movement  of  the 
joints  of  the  hand  and  wrist  can  be  plainly 
seen.  In  my  working  model  I have  imi- 
tated the  mechanism  of  one  finger,  so  ar- 
ranging it  that  the  least  deflection  of  the 
finger  from  the  straight  line  will  be  mea- 
sured on  a scale  of  millimeters.  The 
joints  are  so  constructed  that  any  elonga- 
tion of  the  pieces  of  wood  will  curve  the 
line  of  joints  away  from  the  straight  line 
which  I have  drawn  on  the  board.  I 
propose  to  experiment  with  this  model 
so  as  to  make  it  perfectly  plain  that  my 
friend's  death  was  accidental.  If  the  ex- 
]>eriment  were  tried  on  the  manikin,  and 
with  a flint-lock  pistol,  it  would  doubtless 
fail  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a hundred. 
In  the  accident  which  caused  my  friend's 
death  everything  happened  to  be  perfect- 
ly adjusted.  If  my  model  works,  of  course 
the  manikin  might  have  worked  in  exact- 
ly tlie  same  way.’’ 

The  lieutenant  gave  his  explanation  of 
the  position  in  which  the  body  was  found, 
and  added  that  he  had  calculated  at  the 
time  that  the  shot  must  have  been  fired 
from  the  direction  of  the  manikin,  and 


from  about  the  height  of  its  waist.  He 
found  in  his  notes  the  statement  that  the 
roof  had  leaked,  and  the  manikin  was 
wet.  Furthermore,  the  pistol  was  found 
just  where  the  recoil  would  have  thrown 
it  backward  out  of  the  manikin's  hand. 
He  ended  by  declaring  that  the  theory 
just  advanced  was  new  to  him  then,  and 
that  he  was  convinced  of  its  probability 
by  the  manner  in  which  it  harmonized 
with  the  conditions  of  the  tragedy. 

The  professor  proceeded  next  to  give  a 
full  account  of  the  expansion  of  wood  by 
moisture,  and  went  into  the  study  of  the 
whole  phenomenon  of  capillary  force. 
He  was  somewhat  verbose  in  his  state- 
ment, probably  because  he,  like  other 
regular  lecturers,  had  been  accustomed  to 
spread  a very  little  fact  over  a great  deal 
of  time.  His  closing  argument  in  favor 
of  the  theory  set  forth  by  Benner  was 
this:  “In  the  ancient  quarries  wedges  of 
wood  were  driven  into  holes  in  the  rock, 
water  was  poured  on  the  wedges,  and  the 
wood,  expanding,  split  the  solid  mass. 
Capillary  force  is  irresistible.  It  was  this 
force  which  caused  the  deplorable  acci- 
dent which  Mr.  Benner  has  so  ingenious- 
ly and  logically  explained.” 

At  the  command  of  the  judge  the  sculp- 
tor proceeded  with  his  experiment.  He 
simply  fastened  the  drawing-board  with 
the  mechanism  to  the  bottom  of  the  in- 
side of  the  tub  by  means  of  screws.  When 
it  was  in  place  it  was  covered  by  about  an 
inch  of  water.  The  lieutenant  then  re- 
corded on  his  note-book  the  time  of  day 
and  the  position  of  the  index,  and  every 
one  present  made  mental  note  of  it.  It 
was  necessary,  in  order  to  give  the  wood 
suflBicient  time  to  swell,  to  leave  it  in  the 
water  for  four  or  five  hours.  Conse- 
quently the  judge  adjourned  the  sitting 
until  the  afternoon  at  four  o'clock.  The 
room  was  locked  and  put  in  charge  of  the 
lieutenant  and  two  men. 

When  the  same  company  assembled  at 
the  appointed  hour  the  door  was  opened 
by  the  lieutenant,  and  the  judge,  with 
genuine  human  curiosity,  stepped  up  to 
the  tub,  looked  into  it,  and  gave  an  excla- 
mation of  surprise.  The  others  approach- 
ed and  looked  in.  The  lieutenant  an- 
nounced, almost  triumphantly,  that  the 
index  had  moved  seven  millimeters — 
enough  to  have  fired  a cannon.  The 
judge  turned  to  the  excited  company  and 
said,  simply,  “Messieurs,  it  was  a capil- 
lary crime.” 
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“CLOUDS  LINGERING  YET.” 

COMPOSED  BY  WILUAM  WORDSWORTH  AT  THB  SIDS  OF  GRASMERE  LAKE,  180T. 

CLOUDS,  lingering  yet,  extend  in  solid  bars 

Through  the  gray  west;  and  lol  these  waters,  steeled 
By  breezeless  air  to  smoothest  polish,  yield 
A vivid  repetition  of  the  stars; 

Jove,  Venus,  and  the  ruddy  crest  of  Mars, 

Amid  his  fellows  beauteously  revealed 
At  happy  distance  from  Earth’s  groaning  field, 

Where  ruthless  mortals  wage  incessant  wars. 

Is  it  a mirror  ? — or  the  nether  Sphere 
Opening  to  view  the  abyss  in  which  she  feeds 
Her  own  calm  fires?  But  list!  a voice  is  near; 

Great  Pan  himself  low  whispering  through  the  reeds, 
“Be  thankful,  thou;  for,  if  unholy  deeds 
Ravage  the  w’orld,  tranquillity  is  here !” 


THE  JUDGMENT  OP  SOLOMON. 

ONCE  on  a time,  when  he  was  growing  old. 
Albeit  there  was  no  sign  of  age  in  him 
Except  his  snowy  beard.  King  Solomon 
Sat  deeply  meditating  on  his  throne — 

His  magic  throne,  which  bore  him  where  he  would, 
Winged  like  a planet.  On  a mountain-peak. 

Which  overlooked  the  long  Iranian  plain 
And  many-citied  kingdoms  of  the  Ind, 

It  stood,  like  mom  re-risen  in  the  east. 

Seen  by  the  people  over  whom  it  shone, 

And  seen  of  all  the  creatures  of  the  earth. 

Which  gathered  from  all  quarters  of  the  earth. 
Commanded  tliither  by  the  powerful  woixl 
Of  their  imperious  master,  Solomon, 

Whom  the  four  angels  of  the  land  and  sea 
Had  given  dominion  over  them  and  theirs, 

That  they  should  honor  him  and  do  his  will. 

And  who,  moreover,  understood  their  speech, 

And  could  converse  with  them,  so  wise  was  he. 
Surrounded  there  by  these,  that  summer  day 
He  sat,  and  over  him  the  birds  of  heaven 
Hung  motionless— -a  living  canopy 
That  shut  out  the  fierce  sunlight;  also  came 
And  ministered  to  him  the  winds  of  heaven — 

They  or  the  angels  who  ruled  over  them — 

Diverse  in  kind,  but  strangely  beautiful, 

As  when  with  their  innumerable  wrings 
He  first  beheld  them  in  Jerusalem. 

The  populous  kingdoms  of  the  earth  and  air, 

Below,  above,  about  him,  troubled  him — 

Troubled  him  because  he  understood  their  speech. 
Their  habits,  passions,  everything  they  were, 

What  life  was  to  them,  and  how  short  it  was, 

And,  whether  long  or  short,  how  certain  death. 

The  solemn  thought  of  their  mortality, 

And,  it  may  be,  his  own,  which  all  that  day 
Was  prosent  with  him,  an  unwelcome  guest — 

The  more  unwelcome  as  he  grew  more  old — 
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Darkened  the  loving  heart  of  Solomon, 

Darkened  his  soul,  till,  lifting  up  his  eyes. 

He  saw  a mist  which  slowly  shaped  it^lf. 

Or  seemed  to  shape,  into  an  odorous  cloud, 

Which  rose  before  him,  and  from  out  the  cloud 
There  reached  a hand  that  held  a crystal  cup, 
Filled  with  strange  water  clearer  than  the  cup; 
And  sweeter  than  all  music  spake  a voice, 

Saying:  “The  Maker  of  the  Universe — 

His  Name  and  Power  be  honored,  glorified!— 

Hath  sent  me  with  this  cup,  whei^ein  thou  seest 
The  waters  of  youth  and  everlasting  life. 

Choose  freely  whether  thou  wilt  or  wilt  not  drink 
This  draught  of  youth  and  everlasting  life. 

Think!  wilt  thou  be  immortal  through  all  time, 

Or  live  and  die  like  other  men  ? I wait.” 

Deep  silence  brooded  over  all  the  place 
When  the  voice  ceased,  and  Solomon  communed 
Within  himself  upon  the  thing  he  heard. 

Firm  as  a pillar  stood  the  odorous  cloud. 

And  the  white  hand  reached  out  the  diamond  cup. 
“Surely,”  he  thought,  “the  gold  of  life  is  good 
To  spend  in  the  great  market  of  the  world ; 

Fruitful  the  soil  of  life,  wherein  to  plant 
The  stately  palms  of  power,  the  flowers  of  love; 
But  joyless  is  the  dark  repose  of  death.” 

Thus  he,  within  the  silence  of  his  thoughts, 
Debating  life  and  death.  “Before  I drink 
I will  take  other  counsel  than  mine  own; 

For  though  men  call  me  wise,  I know  myself 
Foolish  at  times — I think  more  foolish  now 
That  age  has  come  on  me.”  He  summoned  then 
All  spirits  which  were  subject  to  his  charge — 

The  angels  of  the  winds  and  of  the  seas. 

The  biixls  of  heaven,  the  ci'eatures  of  the  earth, 

The  souls  of  wise  men  dead  before  he  lived — 

And  speaking  to  them  in  their  several  tongues. 
Demanded  they  should  tell  him,  if  they  knew, 
Whether,  indeed,  it  would  be  wise  in  him 
To  drain  the  cup  of  everlasting  life. 

Or  let  it  go,  and  die  like  other  men. 

Then,  like  tlie  voices  of  a thousand  streams 
Which  are  one  voice,  the  countless  multitude 
Straightway  entreated  him  to  drain  the  cup. 

Seeing  that  the  welfare  of  the  world  was  laid 

Upon  his  wisdom,  as  upon  the  hills 

That  hold  up  the  high  heavens;  and,  furthermore, 

The  happiness  of  all  things  vras  sustained 

By  the  perfected  circle  of  his  life. 

Set  like  a jewel  in  a golden  ring, 

The  precious  jewel  in  his  signet-ring. 

Which  was  the  Incommunicable  Name, 

He  hearkened  to  their  voices,  hearkening  more 
To  the  unspoken  longing  in  his  heart. 

Of  which  they  w'ere  the  answer;  then,  resolved, 
Stretched  forth  his  hand  and  took  the  shining  cup, 
Whereat  the  hand  that  gave  it  into  his. 

Tempting,  withdrew  into  the  pillared  cloud. 
Wondrous  the  lights  within  the  water  were, 
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Which  water  was  no  longer,  but  a wine 
The  like  whereof  no  mortal  ever  saw — 

Not  pressed  from  earthly  clusters  such  as  grew 
In  his  walled  garden  of  Jerusalem. 

Vintage  of  heaven,  its  rare  aroma  stole. 

Like  the  remembered  music  of  a dream, 

Through  all  his  senses,  yearning  with  delight. 

And,  lol  from  out  its  living  depths  a flame 
Flashed  suddenly  up,  and  flushed  his  royal  face — 
Prophetic  promise  of  returning  Youth. 

He  would  have  drank,  but  something  stayed  his  hand. 
Some  dark  foreboding  that  he  had  not  done 
All  that  a wise  man  should  to  know  the  truth. 

Perhaps  he  had  misheard  the  unknown  voice 

That  spake  from  out  the  cloud — the  words  were  strange; 

Perhaps  his  wily  servants  flattered  him. 

Puffed  up  with  self-importance.  He  would  see. 

“O  ye,”  he  cried,  “who  minister  to  me — 

Spirits  and  men  and  creatures  of  the  eai'th — 

Tell  me  if  there  be  any  absent  now, 

Many,  or  one,  for  I commanded  all 

To  meet  me  here  at  noon.”  And  they  replied, 

Bowing  before  the  might  of  Solomon, 

“Master,  the  only  one  who  is  not  here 
Is  that  most  loving  of  all  living  things. 

Whom  all  things  love,  the  wild  dove  Boutimar.” 

The  Lord  of  Learning  sent  a golden  bird, 

A marvellous  gift  from  Sheba’s  beauteous  Queen, 

To  find  and  fetch  the  wild  dove  Boutimar 
From  where  her  nest  was  builded  on  the  roof 
Of  the  great  Temple  of  Jerusalem, 

The  glory  of  the  reign  of  Solomon. 

“O  dove,”  he  said,  while  she  was  still  afar, 

“Wild  dove  that  dwellest  in  the  clefts  of  rocks. 

Or  in  the  hiding-places  of  the  wood. 

Singing  all  day,  ‘ The  fashion  of  this  world 
Passes  away  like  stubble  in  the  fire^ 

But  God  remains  eternal  in  the  heavens,'* 

Hither,  my  dove,  and  let  me  see  thy  face, 

Hither,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice  once  more.” 

Then,  when  the  wild  dove  Boutimar  was  come, 
Smoothing  her  feathers  with  a tender  hand, 

He  bade  her  tell  him  whether  it  were  best 
That  he,  her  lord  and  master,  Solomon, 

Should  drink  the  waters  of  immortal  youth. 
Whereunto  Boutimar,  the  Bird  of  Love, 

Whose  wisdom  was  proportioned  to  her  love : 

“How  should  a simple  creature  of  the  sky. 

Tenant  of  lonely  places  far  from  men, 

In  rocky  clefts,  or  wootls,  or  temple  roofs. 

Answer  the  Master  of  Intelligence  ? 

Yet  if  it  must  be  that  I counsel  thee. 

Instruct  me  whether  this  bright  Cup  of  Life 
Be  for  thee  only,  or  for  all  mankind.” 

And  he:  “It  hath  been  sent  to  me  alone. 

There  is  not  in  the  cup  another  drop — 

Nay,  not  so  much  as  the  least  bead  of  dew 
Left  at  high  noontide  in  the  lily’s  leaves.” 

“Prophet  of  God!”  the  wild  dove  answered  then, 
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“Oh,  how  couldst  thou  desire  to  live  alone — 

Then,  when  thy  trusty  friends  and  counsellors, 

Thy  wives,  thy  children,  all  who  love  thee,  all 
Whom  thou  dost  love,  are  numbered  with  the  dead  ? 
For  these  must  surely  drink  the  cup  of  death, 
Though  thou  to-day  shouldst  drink  the  cup  of  life. 
Who  could  endure  eternal  youth,  O King, 

When  the  world’s  face  was  wrinkled  with  old  age. 
And  Deatli’s  black  fingers,  reaching  everywhei'e. 

Had  closed  the  pale  eyes  of  the  latest  star? 

When  all  thou  lovest  shall  have  passed  away 
Like  smoke  of  incense  in  that  holy  House 
Which  thou  hast  builded  in  Jerusalem; 

When,  poor  dead  dust,  the  heart  that  beat  to  thine 
Shall  have  been  scattered  by  the  winds  of  heaven; 
When  eyes  which  were  the  loadstars  of  thy  fate 
Have  left  not  even  the  memory  of  their  light; 
When  voices  which  were  music  in  thine  ears 
Are  mute  forever;  when  thy  life  shall  be 
The  sole  oasis  in  the  waste  of  death. 

Eternal  recognition  of  the  dead — 

Wilt  thou  then  cai*e  to  live,  O Solomon? 

Or,  rather,  wilt  thou  die  like  the  wild  dove 
Who  perishes  when  its  truant  mate  comes  not?'’ 

For  answer  Solomon  restored  the  cup 
To  the  white  hand,  that  disappeared  again 
Deep  in  the  dense  concealment  of  the  cloud. 

Which  in  a moment  vanished  out  of  sight. 

Wisdom  returned  to  him,  and  with  it  tears. 

The  happy  tears  that  heal  the  sorrowing  heart. 
Submissive  to  the  ordinance  of  Heaven, 

Content  to  live  and  die  like  other  men. 
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IMAGINATIVE  beings  who  invent  mar- 
vellous tales  may  take  what  license 
they  please,  but  a simple  narrator  is  no- 
thing if  not  accurate;  so,  before  begin- 
ning this,  I looked  up  old  correspondences 
and  various  memoranda  made  at  the  time 
when  the  following  things  occurred.  The 
first  paper  upon  which  I put  my  hand 
was  a letter.  I may  as  well  open  with  a 
copy  of  it: 

“Dear  old  Boy, — I have  met  her  at 
la.st~my  fate — the  one  woman  in  the 
world  for  me.  Nothing  is  settled  as  yet; 
but  I should  not  write  this  unless  hope 
were  a certainty.  You  must  wish  me  joy, 
although  she  is  a widow  and  an  Ameri- 
can— two  qualifications  which  I know  you 
will  find  fault  with.  No  matter;  when 
you  see  her  you  will  recant  and  be  en- 
vious. Yours  ever, 

“Claud  Morton.” 


The  writer  was  my  brother — I was  go- 
ing to  say  my  only  brother,  but  I had  an- 
other once,  although  the  less  said  about 
him  the  better.  Nearly  every  family  has 
its  black  sheep.  Ours  had  been  a pecul- 
iarly sable  one.  When  he  died,  some  years 
ago,  I passed  the  sponge  over  his  long  list 
of  delinquencies,  and  tried  to  think  of  him 
as  kindly  as  possible.  He  died  a disgraced 
man,  far  away  from  home. 

I call  this  black  sheep,  Stephen,  my  bro- 
ther, not  Clauds,  the  fact  being  that  Claud 
can  scarcely  be  said  to  have  known  him. 
I stood  in  age  midway  between  the  two. 
Claud  was  sixteen  years  younger  than 
Stephen,  so  that  when  the  latter  was 
sliipped  off  as  irreclaimable,  the  former 
was  a little  golden-haired  fellow  of  seven. 

The  above  letter  made  me  feel  both  glad 
and  sorry.  I was  glad  that  the  boy — he 
was  still  the  boy  to  me,  although  his  age 
was  seven-and- twenty — was  going  to  bo 
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married ; but  I was  sorry  that  his  choice 
had  not  fallen  on  one  of  his  own  country- 
women, and  one  who  could  have  given 
him  her  first  love.  Still,  all  this  was  his 
own  peculiar  business.  No  doubt  he  had 
made  a suitable  choice,  and  the  only  thing 
left  for  me  to  do  was  to  write  him  a cheer- 
ful letter  of  congratulation,  and  hope  that 
his  love  affairs  would  soon  be  happily 
settled. 

A week  went  by ; then  came  a long  letter 
from  him.  He  had  proposed  in  orthodox 
form,  and  had  been  duly  accepted.  His 
letter  lies  before  me  at  this  moment,  and  I 
feel  sad  as  I read  again  the  two  pages  cov- 
ered with  the  lover's  usual  raptures. 

I am  not  a mercenary  man,  but  I own 
I felt  somewhat  disappointed  on  learning 
that  she  was  poor.  Somehow  one  associ- 
ates wealth  with  an  American  widow  who 
is  sojourning  in  England.  But,  so  far  as 
I could  gather  from  Claud's  letter,  Mrs. 
Despa rd,  or  Judith,  as  he  called  her,  was 
not  well  off.  He  spoke  of  her  as  being  all 
alone  in  London,  which  fact,  he  added, 
would  necessarily  hasten  his  marriage.  It 
would  take  place,  he  hoped,  in  a week  or 
two.  In  conclusion  he  pressed  me  to  run 
up  to  town  in  order  to  make  the  acquaint- 
ance of  my  future  sister-in-law. 

I was  very  busy  at  the  time — I may  say, 
in  passing,  that  my  business  is  to  cure 
j)eople‘s  ailments,  not  to  tell  stories — nev- 
ertheless I managed  to  pay  a flying  visit 
to  town,  and  was  duly  presented  to  Claud’s 
betrothed. 

Yes,  she  was  handsome  — strikingly 
handsome.  Her  whole  appearance  was 
much  out  of  the  common.  She  was  tall, 
superbly  built — on  a large  scale,  perhaps, 
yet  graceful  as  a panther  in  every  move- 
ment. Her  face  gave  evidence  of  much 
character,  power,  and  determination,  and 
of  passion  also,  I decided.  Her  rich  dark 
beauty  was  at  that  time  in  full  bloom,  and 
although  I saw  at  a glance  that  she  was 
some  years  older  than  my  brother,  I was 
not  at  all  inclined  to  blame  Claud  for  his 
rapturous  expressions.  So  far  as  personal 
charms  went,  I could  find  no  fault  with 
Juditli  Despard.  For  the  rest,  it  was  easy 
to  see  that  she  was  passionately  in  love 
with  Claud,  and  for  the  sake  of  this  I glad- 
ly overlooked  all  my  fanciful  objections 
to  his  choice,  and  congratulated  him 
lieartily  on  having  won  so  beautiful  a 
creature. 

Yet,  strange  to  say,  in  the  midst  of  his 
new-found  happiness  my  brother  seemed 


anything  but  his  usual  cheerful  self.  He, 
the  merriest  and  most  talkative  of  men, 
seemed  taciturn,  moody,  and  preoccupied. 
The  curious  thing  was  that  his  changed 
manner  struck  me  particularly  whilst  we 
were  in  Mrs.  Despard’s  company.  He 
spoke  and  behaved  in  the  most  affection- 
ate and  lover-like  way,  but  there  was  in 
his  general  bearing  something  which  puz- 
zled me  altogether.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
he  might  perhaps  be  nervous  as  to  what 
impression  his  fair  friend  might  make 
upon  the  elder  brother  whom  he  so  rever- 
enced and  respected. 

This  theory  of  mine  was  strengthened 
by  the  fact  that  when,  at  night,  we  found 
ourselves  alone,  and  I was  able  to  freely 
express  my  admiration  of  Mrs.  Despard's 
good  looks,  ho  brightened  up  considerably, 
and  we  sat  until  a very  late  hour,  and  talk- 
ed over  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  fu- 
ture. 

“ When  do  you  mean  to  be  married  ?” 
I asked. 

“ In  a fortnight  or  three  weeks.  Tliei'e 
is  notliing  to  wait  for.  Judith  is  living 
alone  in  lodgings.  She  has  no  friends  to 
consult;  so  we  shall  just  walk  to  church 
some  morning  and  get  it  over.” 

“ Well,  let  me  walk  with  you.  I should 
like  to  see  the  last  of  you.” 

“All  right,  old  fellow.  But  you’ll  bo 
the  only  one — unless  Mavj  likes  to  honor 
us.”  Mary  was  my  wife;  but  as  her  time 
was  just  then  fully  occupied  by  a very 
young  baby,  I did  not  think  it  at  all  likely 
she  would  be  able  to  make  the  long  jour- 
ney to  town. 

“I  shall  fix  the  earliest  day  I can,” 
added  Claud.  “The  fact  is,  I have  been 
feeling  rather  queer  lately.  I want  a 
change.” 

Tliereupon  I questioned  him  as  to  wliat 
ailed  him.  So  far  as  I could  ascertain,  all 
that  was  the  matter  was  his  having  work- 
ed too  hard,  and  being  a little  below  par. 
I prescribed  a tonic,  and  quite  agreed  with 
him  as  to  the  benefit  which  he  would  de- 
rive from  change  of  air. 

Wlien  I reached  home  my  w’ife  scolded 
me  for  my  stupidity.  It  seems  that  it 
was  my  duty  to  liave  found  out  all  about 
Mrs.  Despard's  antecedents,  relations,  con- 
nections, circumstances,  habits,  and  dispo- 
sition, w^hereas  all  I could  say  was  that 
she  was  a beautiful  widow  with  a small 
income,  and  that  she  and  Claud  were  de- 
voted to  one  another. 

“Yes,”  said  Mrs.  Morton,  scornfully, 
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“like  all  other  men,  the  moment  you  see 
a pretty  face  you  inquire  no  further.  I 
quite  tremble  for  Claud.” 

When  I reflected  how  little  I really 
knew  about  Mrs.  Despard,  I felt  abashed 
and  guilty.  However,  Claud  was  a full- 
grown  man,  and  no  fraternal  counsel  was 
likely  to  turn  him  aside  from  his  desire. 

In  the  course  of  a few  days  he  wrote  me 
that  he  was  to  be  married  on  the  5th  of 
the  next  month.  1 made  i^rrangements 
which  would  enable  me  to  go  to  the  wed- 
ding ; but  three  days  before  the  date  named 
I heard  again  from  him.  The  wedding 
was  postponed  for  a fortnight.  He  gave 
no  reason  for  the  delay;  but  he  said  he 
was  anxious  to  see  me,  and  to-morrow  he 
should  run  down  to  my  home. 

He  came  as  promised.  1 was  aghast 
when  I saw  him.  He  looked  worn,  hag- 
gard, wretched.  My  fii*st  thought  was  that 
business  matters  had  gone  wrong  with 
him.  His  looks  might  well  be  those  of  a 
man  on  the  brink  of  ruin.  After  the  first 
greeting  I at  once  took  him  to  my  study 
in  order  to  be  put  out  of  suspense.  Just 
os  I was  about  to  begin  my  anxious  ques- 
tions he  turned  to  me. 

“Frank,  old  fellow,”  he  said,  imploring- 
ly, and  with  a faint  attempt  at  a smile, 
“don’t  laugh  at  me.” 

Laugh ! That  was  the  last  thing  I was 
likely  to  do.  I pressed  his  hand  in  si- 
lence. 

“You  won’t  believe  me,  I know,”  he 
continued.  “I  can’t  believe  it  myself. 
Frank,  I am  haunted.” 

“Haunted!”  I was  bound  to  smile, 
not  from  any  disposition  toward  merri- 
ment, but  in  order  to  show  the  poor  boy 
the  absurdity  of  his  idea. 

“ Yes,  haunted.  The  word  sounds  ridic- 
ulous, but  I can  use  no  other.  Haunted.” 

“ What  haunts  you  ?” 

He  came  close  to  me  and  grasped  my 
arm.  His  voice  sank  to  a hoarse  whisper. 

“A  horrible,  ghastly,  grewsome  thing. 
It  is  killing  me.  It  comes  between  me 
and  my  happiness.  I have  fought  and 
struggled  against  this  phantom  teri*or.  1 
have  reasoned  calmly  with  myself.  I have 
laughed  my  own  folly  to  scorn.  In  vain — 
in  vain.  It  goes,  but  it  comes  again.” 

“Overwork,”  I said,  “insomnia,  too 
many  cigars,  late  hours;  and  had  you 
lieen  a drinking  man  I should  add,  too 
much  stimulant,  too  little  food,  anxiety, 
perhaps.  Have  you  anything  on  your 
mind— any  special  worry  ?” 


“ Of  course  I have,”  he  said,  pettishly. 
“ Did  I not  tell  you  it  is  killing  me  ?” 

“ What  is  killing  you  ?” 

He  rose  and  paced  the  room  excitedly ; 
then  suddenly  he  stopped  short,  and  once 
more  clutched  my  arm. 

“A  face,”  he  said,  wildly — “a  man’s 
face;  a fearful  white  face  that  comes  to 
me ; a horrible  mask,  with  features  drawn 
as  in  agony — ghastly,  pale,  hideous  ! 
Death  or  approaching  death,  violent  death, 
written  in  every  line.  Every  feature  dis- 
torted. Eyes  starting  from  the  head.  Ev- 
ery cord  in  the  throat  standing  out,  strain- 
ed as  by  mortal  struggle.  Long  dark  hair 
lying  flat  and  wet.  Thin  lips  moving  and 
working — lips  that  are  cursing,  although  1 
can  hear  no  sound.  Why  should  this 
come  to  me— why  to  me  ? Who  is  this 
dead  man  whose  face  wrecks  my  life  ? 
Frank,  my  brother,  if  this  is  disease  or 
madness,  cure  me;  if  not,  let  me  die.” 

His  words,  his  gestures,  sent  a cold  thrill 
through  me.  He  was  worse,  far  worse, 
than  1 had  feared. 

“Claud,”  I said,  “you  are  talking  non- 
sense. Cure  you  I of  course  I mean  to  cure 
you.  Now  sit  down,  collect  yourself,  and 
tell  me  how  this  hallucination  comes.” 

‘ ‘ Comes ! How  does  it  come  ? It  gathr 
ers  in  corners  of  the  room;  it  forms  and 
takes  shape;  it  glares  at  me  out  of  the 
wall;  it  looks  up  at  me  from  the  floor. 
Ever  the  same  fearful  white  dying  face, 
threatening,  cui*sing,  sometimes  mocking. 
Why  does  it  come  ?” 

I had  already  told  the  poor  fellow  why 
it  came,  but  it  was  no  use  repeating  my 
words.  “Tell  me  when  you  see  it,”  I 
asked;  “at  night — in  darkness  ?” 

He  hesitated,  and  seemed  troubled. 
“No,  never  at  night.  In  broad  daylight 
only.  That  to  me  is  the  crowning  terror, 
the  ghastliness  of  it.  At  night  I could 
call  it  a dream.  Frank,  believe  me.  I 
am  no  weak  fool.  For  weeks  I have 
borne  with  this.  At  last  it  has  conquered 
me.  Send  it  away,  or  I shall  go  mad.” 

“I’ll  send  it  away,  old  boy,  never  fear. 
Tell  me,  can  you  see  it  now  ?” 

“ No ; thank  God,  not  now.” 

“ Have  you  seen  it  to-day  ?” 

“No;  to-day  I have  been  free  from  it.” 

“Well,  you’ll  be  free  from  it  to-mor- 
row, and  the  next  day,  and  the  next.  It 
will  be  gone  forever  before  you  leave  me. 
Now  come  and  see  Mary  and  the  babies. 
I haven’t  even  asked  you  how  Mrs.  Des- 
pard is.” 
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A curious  look  crossed  his  face.  “I 
think  she  grows  more  beautiful  every 
day,”  he  said.  Then  he  seized  my  hand. 
“Ob,  Frank,”  he  exclaimed,  “rid  me  of 
this  horror,  and  I shall  be  the  happiest 
man  in  the  world.” 

“All  right,”  I answered,  perhaps  with 
more  confidence  than  I felt. 

Although  I made  light  of  it  to  my  pa- 
tient, his  state  greatly  alarmed  me.  I 
hastened  to  put  him  under  the  strictest 
and  most  approved  treatment.  I enforced 
the  most  rigid  sumptuary  laws,  made  him 
live  on  plain  food,  and  docked  his  con- 
sumption of  tobacco  unmercifully.  In  a 
few  days  I was  delighted  to  find  that  my 
diagnosis  of  the  case  was  correct.  Claud 
was  rapidly  recovering  tone.  In  a week’s 
time  he  seemed  quite  restored  to  health. 

The  days  went  by.  As  yet  Claud  had 
said  nothing  about  leaving  me;  yet,  un- 
less the  date  was  once  more  adjourned, 
he  was  to  be  married  on  the  19th.  I 
did  not  counsel  him  to  postpone  the 
happy  day.  He  was  by  now  so  well  that 
I tliought  he  could  not  do  better  than  ad- 
here to  his  arrangement.  A month’s  holi- 
day, spent  in  the  society  of  the  woman  he 
loved,  would,  I felt  certain,  complete  his 
cure,  and  banish  forever  that  grisly  in- 
truder begotten  of  disorganized  nerves. 

From  the  monotonous  regularity  and 
voluminous  nature  of  their  correspond- 
ence it  was  evident,  delay  and  separation 
notwithstanding,  that  matters  wei*e  going 
on  quite  smoothly  between  Claud  and  Ju- 
dith Despard.  Every  day  he  received  and 
wrote  a long  letter.  Nevertheless,  it  was 
not  until  the  16th  of  the  month  that  I 
knew  exactly  what  he  meant  to  do  about 
his  marriage. 

“ Frank,”  he  said,  “ you  have  been  won- 
derfully kind  to  me.  I believe  you  have 
saved  my  life,  or  at  least  my  reason. 
Will  you  do  something  more  for  me  ?” 

“Even  unto  half  my  kingdom,”!  an- 
swered. 

“ Look  here:  I am  ashamed  of  the  feel- 
ing, but  I absolutely  dread  returning  to 
town.  At  any  rate,  I wish  to  stay  there 
no  longer  than  is  needful.  Thursday 
morning  I must,  of  course,  be  there,  to  be 
married.  You  think  me  cured,  Frank  ?” 
he  added,  abruptly. 

“Honestly,  yes.  If  you  take  care  of 
yourself  you  will  be  troubled  no  more.” 

“Yet  why  do  I dread  London  so? 
Well,  never  mind.  I will  go  up  by  the 
night  mail  on  Wednesday — then  I need 
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only  be  there  for  a few  hours.  Will  you 
do  this  for  me — go  up  on  Wednesday 
morning,  see  Judith,  and  explain  how  it 
is  that  I shall  not  see  her  until  we  meet  in 
the  church  ?” 

“ Certainly,  if  you  wish  it.  But  you 
had  better  write  as  well.” 

“ Yes,  I shall  do  that.  There  are  several 
other  little  things  you  must  see  to  for  me. 
The  license  I have,  but  you  must  let  the 
clergyman  know.  You  had  better  go  and 
see  my  partners.  Tliey  may  think  it 
strange  if  I marry  and  go  away  without  a 
word.” 

Thinkingitbetterthathe  should  have  his 
own  way,  I promised  to  do  as  he  wished. 
Upon  my  arrival  in  town  on  Wednes- 
day afternoon  I went  straight  to  Mrs. 
Despard’s.  I was  not  sorry  to  have  this 
opportunity  of  seeing  her  alone.  I wished 
to  urge  upon  her  the  necessity  of  being 
careful  that  Claud  did  not  again  get  into 
that  highly  wrought  nervous  state,  from 
which  my  treatment  had  so  happily  ex- 
tricated him. 

She  was  not  looking  so  well  as  when 
last  I saw  her.  At  times  her  manner  was 
restless,  and  she  seemed  striving  to  sup- 
press agitation.  She  made  no  adverse 
comments  on  her  lover’s  strange  whim  of 
reaching  town  to-morrow  only  in  time  for 
the  ceremony.  Her  inquiries  as  to  his 
health  were  most  solicitous,  and  when  I 
told  her  that  I no  longer  feared  anything 
on  his  account,  her  heart-felt  sigh  of  relief 
told  me  how  deeply  she  loved  him. 

Presently  she  looked  mo  full  in  the 
face.  Her  eyes  were  half  closed,  but  I 
could  see  an  anxious,  eager  look  in  them. 

“ He  saw  a face,”  she  said.  “ Has  it  left 
him?” 

“He  told  you  of  his  queer  hallucina- 
tion, then  ?” 

“No;  but  once  or  twice  when  sitting 
with  me  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  mut- 
tered : * Oh,  that  face ! that  ghastly,  horri- 
ble face ! I can  bear  it  no  longer !’  Then 
he  rushed  wildly  from  the  room.  What 
face  did  he  see,  Dr.  Morton  ?” 

To  set  her  mind  at  rest,  I gave  her  a lit- 
tle scientific  discourse,  which  explained  to 
her  how  such  mental  phenomena  were 
brought  about.  She  listened  attentively, 
and  seemed  satisfied.  Then  I bade  her 
adieu  until  to-morrow. 

The  marriage  was  to  be  of  the  quiet  kind. 

I found  that  Mrs.  Despard  had  made  no 
arrangement  for  any  friend  to  accompany 
her ; so,  setting  all  rules  of  etiquette  at  defi- 
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ance,  I suggested  that,  although  the  bride- 
groom’s brother,  I should  call  for  her 
in  the  morning  and  conduct  her  to  the 
church.  To  this  she  readily  consented. 

Somehow  that  evening  I did  not  carry 
away  such  a pleasing  impression  of  my 
brother’s  bride  as  I did  when  first  I met 
her.  I can  give  no  reason  for  this,  except 
that  I was  not  forgetful  of  my  wife’s  ac- 
cusation, that  when  first  I met  Judith 
Despard  I had  been  carried  away  by  the 
glamour  of  her  beauty,  and  thought  of  no- 
thing else.  As  I walked  to  Claud’s  rooms, 
which  I occupied  for  the  night,  1 almost 
regretted  that  he  had  been  so  hasty — cer- 
tainly I wished  that  we  knew  more  of  his 
bride.  But  it  was  now  too  late  for  regrets 
or  wishes. 

I called  for  Mrs.  Despard  at  the  appoint- 
ed hour,  and  found  her  quite  ready  to 
start  Her  dress  was  plain  and  simple — I 
can  not  describe  it;  but  I saw  that  in 
spite  of  her  excessive  pallor  she  looked 
very  beautiful.  In  the  carriage  on  our 
way  to  the  church  she  was  very  silent, 
answering  my  remarks  with  monosylla- 
bles. I left  her  in  peace,  supposing  that 
at  such  a moment  every  woman  must  be 
more  or  less  agitated. 

When  the  carriage  drew  up  at  the  church 
door,  the  bride  laid  her  hand  upon  my 
arm.  I could  feel  that  she  was  trembling. 
“ Claud  will  be  here  ?”  she  asked.  “No- 
thing will  stop  him  ?” 

“ Nothing.  But  I may  as  well  step  out 
and  see  that  he  is  waiting.” 

Yes,  Claud  was  in  the  church  waiting 
for  us.  We  exchanged  greetings.  The 
old  sexton  summoned  the  curate;  and  Ju- 
dith Despard,  my  brother,  and  myself 
walked  up  to  the  altar  rails. 

Claud  looked  very  well  that  morning; 
a little  fagged,  perhaps,  but  the  long 
night  journey  would  account  for  that. 
He  certainly  looked  proud  and  happy  as 
he  stood  on  the  altar  step  side  by  side  with 
the  woman  who  in  a few  minutes  would 
be  his  wife. 

But  before  the  curate  had  finished  read- 
ing the  opening  address  a great  change 
came  over  him.  From  where  I was 
standing  I could  see  only  his  side  face, 
but  that  was  enough  to  show  me  that  he 
was  suffering  from  some  agitation — some- 
thing far  above  the  nervousness  so  often 
displayed  by  a bridegroom.  A deadly 
pallor  came  over  his  face,  small  beads  of 
perspiration  sprang  to  his  brow,  and  1 no- 
ticed that  those  tell-tales  of  mental  dis- 


turbance, the  hands,  were  so  tightly  clinch- 
ed that  the  knuckles  grew  white.  It  was 
evident  that  he  was  suffering  anguish  of 
some  kind,  and  for  a moment  I thought  of 
stopping  the  service.  But  the  rite  is  but 
a short  one,  and  from  whatever  cause 
Claud’s  agitation  might  proceed,  it  was  per- 
haps better  to  trust  to  him  to  curb  it  for  a 
few  moments  than  to  make  a scene.  Nev- 
ertheless I watched  him  intently  and  anx- 
iously. 

Then  came  the  charge  to  declare  any 
impediment.  As  the  curate  made  the  con- 
ventional pause,  Claud,  to  my  surprise, 
glanced  round  in  a startled  way,  as  if  fear- 
ing that  his  marriage  would  at  the  last 
moment  be  forbidden.  The  look  on  his 
face  was  now  one  of  actual  terror. 

Both  bride  and  bridegroom  said  their 
“I  wills”  in  such  low  tones  that  I could 
scarcely  hear  their  voices.  Then,  in  pur- 
suance of  my  duty,  I gave  the  woman  to 
the  priest.  He  joined  the  hands  of  Claud 
and  Judith. 

After  having  played  my  little  part  I 
had  not  moved  back  to  my  former  sta- 
tion. I was  now  close  to  the  bride,  and 
as  Claud  turned  to  her,  could  see  his  face 
to  advantage.  It  was  positively  distorted 
with  suppressed  emotion  of  some  kind. 
His  mouth  was  set,  and  I could  see  that 
his  teeth  were  closed  on  his  under  lip. 
He  did  not  look  at  his  fair  bride.  His 
gaze  passed  over  her  shoulder.  In  fact, 
he  seemed  almost  oblivious  to  her  pre- 
sence. I was  dreadfully  frightened. 

The  clergyman’s  voice  rang  out:  “I, 
Claud,  take  thee,  Judith,  to  my  wedded 
wife.”  Then,  hearing  no  echo  of  his 
words,  he  paused. 

“Repeat  after  me,”  he  prompted.  Again 
he  began,  “I,  Claud—” 

But  his  voice  was  drowned  in  a loud- 
er one,  which  rang  through  the  empty 
church.  With  a fierce  cry,  as  of  inex- 
pressible rage,  Claud  had  thrown  the 
bride’s  hand  from  him,  and  was  pointing 
and  gesticulating  toward  the  wall,  upon 
which  his  eyes  had  been  riveted. 

“Here! — even  here!”  he  almost  shriek- 
ed. “That  cursed,  white,  wicked,  dying 
face  1 Whose  is  it  ? Why  does  it  come 
between  me  and  my  love  ? Mad ! Mad  I 
I am  going  mad  1” 

I heeded  not  the  clergyman’s  look  of 
dismay,  or  the  bride's  cry  of  distress.  I 
thought  of  nothing  but  my  unfortunate 
brother.  Here,  at  the  moment  which 
should  be  the  happiest  he  had  yet  known, 
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the  grewsome  hallucination  had  come 
hack  to  him.  I threw  my  arm  round  him 
and  tried  to  calm  him. 

“ It  is  fancy,  dear  boy,”  I said.  ‘‘  In  a 
moment  it  will  be  gone.” 

“Gone I Why  does  it  come?  What 
have  I to  do  with  this  dying  man  ? Look, 
Frank,  look  I Something  tells  me  if  you 
look  you  will  see  it.  There ! there  1 Look 
there  I”  . 

His  eyes  were  ever  fixed  on  the  same 
point.  He  grasped  my  arm  convulsive- 
ly. I am  ashamed  to  say  that  I yielded, 
and  looked  in  the  direction  of  his  gaze. 

“ There  is  nothing  there,” I said,  sooth- 
ingly. 

‘ ‘ Look  1”  he  exclaimed.  ‘ ‘ It  will  come 
to  you  as  to  me.” 

It  may  have  been  the  hope  of  convin- 
cing Claud  of  the  illusionary  nature  of  the 
sight  which  tormented  him,  it  may  have 
been  some  strange  fascination  wrought 
by  his  words  and  manner,  which  made 
me  for  some  moments  gaze  with  him. 
God  of  heaven  I I saw  gradually  form- 
ing out  of  nothing,  gathering  on  the  blank 
wall  in  front  of  me,  a face,  or  the  sem- 
blance of  a face,  white,  ghastly,  horrible  I 
Long,  dank,  wet-looking  dark  hair,  eyes 
starting  from  their  sockets,  lips  working — 
the  whole  appearance  that  of  the  face  of  a 
man  who  is  struggling  with  death:  in 
every  detail  as  Claud  had  described  it. 
And  yet  to  me  that  face  was  more  terri- 
ble than  ever  it  could  have  been  to  Claud. 

I gazed  in  horror.  I felt  my  eyes  grow- 
ing riveted  to  the  sight  as  his  own.  I felt 
my  whole  frame  trembling.  I knew  that 
in  another  moment  I should  be  raving 
as  wildly  as  he  raved.  Only  his  hoarse 
whisper  recalled  me  to  my  senses. 

“You  see  ?”  he  asked,  or  rather  asserted. 

Horror  forced  the  truth  from  me.  “ I 
see,  or  fancy  I see,”  I answered. 

With  a wild  laugh  Claud  broke  from 
me.  He  rushed  down  the  church  and 
disappeai*ed.  As  he  left  me,  the  face, 
thank  Heaven  1 faded  from  the  wall,  or 
from  my  imagination. 

I turned  to  my  companions.  Judith 
Despard  was  lying  in  a dead  swoon  on 
the  altar  steps;  the  curate  with  trembling 
hands  was  loosening  the  throat  of  her 
dress.  I called  for  water.  The  sexton 
brought  it.  I bathed  the  poor  woman's 
temples,  and  in  a few  minutes  she  sighed, 
opened  her  eyes,  and  then  shuddered.  I 
took  her  in  my  arms  and  staggered  to  the 
church  door.  The  curate  removed  his 


surplice  and  followed  me.  I placed  my 
almost  senseless  burden  in  the  carriage. 

“ For  Heaven’s  sake,  see  her  home,”  I 
said  to  the  curate.  “ I must  go  and  look 
after  my  brother.  As  soon  as  I have  seen 
him  I will  come  round  to  Mrs.  Despard’s. 
Get  her  home  quickly.  The  coachman 
knows  where  to  go.” 

The  brougham  drove  off.  I threw  my- 
self into  a cab,  and  drove  toward  Claud’s 
rooms.  I hoped  he  might  have  gone 
straight  there. 

To  my  great  relief,  when  I reached  his 
house  he  was  on  the  door-step.  We  en- 
tered his  room  together;  he  sank  wearily 
into  a chair,  and  buried  his  face  in  his 
hands.  I was  scarcely  less  agitated  than 
himself,  and  my  face,  as  I caught  its  re- 
fiection  in  the  mirror,  was  white  as  his 
own.  I waited  for  him  to  speak. 

Presently  he  raised  his  head.  “ Go  to 
her,”  he  said.  “Ask  her  why  that  face 
comes  between  us.  You  saw  it — even 
you.  It  can  be  no  fancy  of  mine.  Tell 
her  we  can  meet  no  moi-e.” 

“ I will  wait  until  you  are  calmer  be- 
fore I go.” 

‘ ‘ Calm ! I am  myself  now.  The  thing 
has  left  me,  as  it  always  does.  Frank,  I 
have  hidden  from  you  one  peculiarity  of 
my  state.  That  awful  face  never  shows 
itself  to  me  unl^s  I am  in  her  company. 
Even  at  the  altar  it  came  between  us.  Go 
to  her;  ask  her  why  it  comes.” 

I left  him,  but  did  not  quit  the  house 
for  some  time.  I went  into  an  adjoining 
room  and  tried  to  collect  my  thoughts; 
for,  as  I said,  my  mind  was  more  troubled 
than  even  Claud  s could  be. 

I am  ashamed  to  re-assert  it;  I am  will- 
ing to  own  that  excitement,  my  brother’s 
impressive  manner,  superstition  which  I 
did  not  know  I possessed — anything  that 
may  bear  a natural  explanation — may  have 
raised  that  vision.  But  why  should  that 
phantom,  gathering  and  growing  from 
nothing  until  it  attained  to  form,  or  at 
least  semblance,  have  been  the  face  of  one 
I had  known  ? Why  should  the  features 
distorted  in  deadly  agony  have  been  those 
of  my  brother  Stephen  ? For  his  was  the 
dreadful  face  which  Claud's  prompting  or 
my  own  imagination  had  raised. 

Almost  like  one  in  a dream  I went  to 
do  Claud's  bidding.  I was  thankful,  upon 
reaching  Mrs.  Despard’s,  to  find  that  she 
had  gone  to  her  room,  and  left  word  that 
she  could  see  no  one  to-day.  This  gave 
me  time  to  consider  the  position. 
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Acting  on  a sudden  impulse,  I went  to 
the  telegraph  office,  and  sent  instructions 
to  my  wife  to  forward  to  me,  by  passen- 
ger train,  a small  box  in  w'hich  I kept  old 
letters  and  papers.  Then  I went  back  to 
Claud,  and  after  some  persuasion  induced 
him  to  leave  town  at  once.  I told  him  I 
would  arrange  everything  on  the  morrow. 
He  was  better  away. 

In  the  morning  my  box  arrived.  In  it 
I found  what  I wanted.  After  the  calm- 
ing effects  of  a night’s  rest  I felt  ashamed 
of  my  weakness  as  I drew  from  old  letters 
a photograph  of  my  brother  Stephen — one 
taken  atout  two  years  before  the  report  of 
his  death  reached  us.  Nevertheless  I put 
the  portrait  in  my  pocket,  and  about  noon 
went  to  Mrs.  Despard’s. 

I was  at  once  admitted,  and  in  a few 
minutes  she  came  to  me.  She  looked 
worn  and  haggard,  as  if  sleep  had  not  vis- 
ited her  for  nights.  Dark  circles  had 
formed  round  her  fine  eyes ; lines  seemed 
to  have  deepened  round  her  firm,  passion- 
ate mouth.  She  advanced  eagerly  toward 
me  and  held  out  her  hand.  I took  it  in 
silence.  Indeed,  I scarcely  knew  what  to 
say  or  how  to  act. 

“Where  is  Claud  ?”  she  asked,  in  a quick 
voice,  but  scarcely  above  a whisper. 

“He  has  left  town  for  a few  days.” 

She  pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart. 
“Does  that  mean  I shall  see  him  no 
more  ?” 

“I  am  afraid  I must  say  it  does.  He 
thinks  it  better  you  should  part.” 

She  gave  a sharp  cry,  and  walked  up 
and  down  the  room  wringing  her  hands. 
Her  lips  moved  rapidly,  and  I knew  she 
was  muttering  many  words,  but  in  so  low 
a key  that  I could  not  catch  their  mean- 
ing. Suddenly  she  stopped,  and  turned 
upon  me  fiercely. 

“ Is  this  by  your  counsel  and  advice  ?” 
she  demanded. 

“ No.  It  is  his  own  unbiassed  decision.” 

“Why  ? — tell  me  why  ? He  loved  me — 
I love  him.  Why  does  he  leave  me?” 

The  passionate  entreaty  of  her  voice  is 
indescribable.  What  could  I say  to  her  ? 
Words  stuck  in  my  throat.  It  seemed  the 
height  of  absurdity  for  a sane  man  to  give 
a sane  woman  the  true  reason  for  Claud’s 
broken  faith.  I stammei'ed  out  some- 
thing about  his  bad  state  of  health. 

“If  he  is  ill,  I will  nurse  him,”  she  cried. 
“I  will  wait  for  years  if  he  will  give  me 
hope.  Dr.  Morton,  I love  Claud  as  I nev- 
er before  loved  a man.” 
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She  clasped  her  hands  and  looked  im- 
ploringly into  my  face.  In  a mechanical 
way  I drew  the  portrait  of  my  dead  bro- 
ther from  my  breast.  She  saw  the  action. 

‘ ‘ His  likeness !”  she  cried,  joyfully.  ‘ ‘ He 
sends  it  to  me ! Ah,  he  loves  me !” 

I handed  her  the  photograph.  “Mrs. 
Despard,”  I asked,  “do  you  know — ” 

I did  not  finish  the  question,  yet  it  was 
fully  answered.  Never,  I believe,  save 
then  did  a human  face  undergo  such  a 
sudden,  frightful  change.  The  woman’s 
very  lips  grew  ashen,  her  eyes  glared  into 
mine,  and  I saw  them  full  of  dread.  She 
staggered — all  but  fell. 

‘ ‘ Why  is  it  here — who  is  it  ?”  she  gasped 
out. 

I was  a prey  to  the  wildest  excitement. 

To  what  revelation  was  this  tending?  what 
awful  thing  had  I to  learn  ? 

“Listen,”  I said,  sternly.  “Woman, 
it  is  for  you  to  answer  the  question.  It  is 
the  face  of  this  man,  his  dying  face,  that 
comes  between  you  and  your  lover.” 

“Tell  me  his  name.”  I read  rather 
than  heard  the  words  her  dry  lips  formed. 

“The  name  he  was  once  known  by  was 
Stanley.” 

A quick,  sharp  shudder  ran  through 
her.  For  a moment  I thought  she  was 
going  to  faint. 

“He  is  dead,”  she  said.  “Why  does 
he  come  between  my  love  and  me  ? Oth- 
ers have  loved  or  said  they  loved  me  since 
then.  They  saw  no  dead  faces.  Had  I 
loved  them  I might  have  married  and 
been  happy.  Claud  I love.  Why  does 
the  dead  man  trouble  him  ?” 

“That  man,”  I replied,  “was  my  bro- 
ther— Claud’s  brother.” 

She  threw  out  her  arms  with  a gesture 
of  utter  despair.  ‘ ‘ Your  brother — Claud’s 
brother!”  she  repeated.  Then  she  fixed 
her  eyes  on  mine  as  if  she  would  read  the 
secrets  of  my  soul. 

“You  are  lying,”  she  said. 

‘ ‘ I am  not.  He  was  our  eldest  brother. 

He  left  England  years  ago.  He  passed 
under  a false  name.  He  died.  When  and 
how  did  he  die  ?” 

She  sank,  a dead  weight,  into  a chair; 
but  still  she  looked  at  me  like  one  under  a 
spell.  I seized  her  wrist. 

“Tell  me,  woman,”  I cried — “tell  me 
what  this  man  was  to  you ; why  his  dying 
face  comes  to  us  ? The  truth — speak  the 
truth.” 

She  seemed  to  cower  beneath  my  words, 
but  her  eyes  were  still  on  my  face. 
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“Speak!”  I cried,  fiercely,  and  tightening 
my  grasp  upon  her  wrist.  At  last  she 
found  words. 

“He  was  my  husband;  I killed  him,” 
slie  said,  in  a strange  voice,  low  yet  per- 
fectly distinct. 

I recoiled  in  horror.  This  woman,  the 
widow  and  self-confessed  murderess  of  one 
brother,  within  an  ace  of  being  the  wife  of 
the  other! 

“You  murdered  him?”  I said,  tuiming 
to  the  woman. 

“I  murdered  him.  He  made  my  life  a 
hell  upon  earth.  He  beat  me,  cursed  me, 
ruined  me.  He  was  the  foulest-hearted 
fiend  that  ever  lived.  I killed  him.” 

No  remorse,  no  regret,  in  her  words. 
Quite  overcome,  I leaned  against  the  chim- 
ney-piece. Bad  as  I knew  Stephen  Mor- 
ton to  have  been,  I could  at  that  moment 
only  think  of  him  as  a gay,  light-hearted 
school-boy,  iny  elder  brother,  and  in  those 
days  a perfect  hero  in  my  eyes.  No  won- 
der my  heart  was  full  of  vengeance. 

Yet  even  in  the  first  fiush  of  my  rage  I 
knew  that  I could  do  nothing.  No  human 
justice  could  be  meted  out  to  this  woman. 
There  was  nothing  to  prove  the  truth  of 
her  self-accusation.  She  would  escape  scot- 
free. 

“ Would  that  I could  avenge  his  death !” 
I said,  sullenly. 

She  sprang  to  her  feet.  Her  dark  eyes 
blazed.  “Avenged!”  she  cried.  “Is  it 
not  doubly,  trebly  avenged  ? Has  he  not 
taken  all  I care  for  in  life  from  me  ? Has 
he  not  taken  my  love  from  my  side  ? Cow- 
ard in  life,  coward  in  death.  When  I killed 
him  I knew  he  would  try  to  come  back  to 
me.  He  has  tried  for  years.  Ah,  I was 
too  strong  for  him.  I could  banish  the 
face  with  which  he  strove  to  haunt  me.  I 
could  forget.  I could  love.  I could  have 
been  happy.  Yet  he  has  conquered  at 
last.  Not  me — he  could  not  conquer  me 
“but  the  one  I love.  Oh,  the  coward  is 
avenged!” 

In  spite  of  my  feeling  of  abhorrence,  I 
gazed  on  the  speaker  in  amazement.  Her 
words  were  not  those  of  one  who  had  com- 
mitted a black  crime,  but  of  one  who  had 
suffered  wrong.  The  strange,  fanciful  idea 
that  the  dead  man  had  been  trying  to  haunt 
her,  but  had  lx?en  kept  at  bay  by  her  strong 
will,  was  in  my  experience  unprecedented. 
As  I saw  the  agony  of  mind  under  which 
she  was  laboring,  the  thought  came  to  me 
that  perhaps  her  words  were  true,  that  my 
bmther  s death  was  this  day  avenged.  I 


resolved  to  leave  her.  I could  gain  no 
good  by  prolonging  the  painful  scene. 

She  was  still  pacing  the  room  in  fierce 
passion.  Suddenly  she  stopped  short,  and 
in  thrilling  accents  began  to  speak.  It 
seemed  as  if  she  had  forgotten  my  pres- 
ence. 

“See,”  she  cried,  “the  river-bank— the 
dark  rushing  stream.  Ah,  we  are  all  alone, 
side  by  side,  far  away  from  every  one. 
Fool!  if  you  could  read  my  heart,  would 
you  walk  so  near  to  the  giddy  brink  ? Do 
you  think  the  memory  of  the  old  love  will 
stay  my  hand  when  the  chance  comes? 
Old  love  is  dead:  you  beat  it,  cursed  it  to 
death.  How  fast  does  the  stream  run  ? 
Can  a strong  man  swim  against  it  ? Oh, 
if  I could  be  sure — sure  that  one  push 
would  end  it  all  and  give  me  freedom! 
Once  I longed  for  love — your  love.  Now 
I long  for  death — your  death.  Oh,  brave 
swift  tide,  are  you  strong  enough  to  free 
me  forever  ? Hark ! I can  hear  the  roar  of 
the  rapids  in  the  distance.  There  is  a deep 
fall  from  the  river  cliff;  there  are  rocks. 
Fool ! you  stand  at  the  very  edge,  and  look 
down.  The  moment  is  come.  Ah !'’ 

With  her  last  exclamation  she  used  a 
violent  gesture,  as  if  pushing  something 
fiercely  from  her.  She  was,  I knew,  in 
her  excitement,  re  acting  the  tragedy. 

“Free ! fi*ee ! free !”  she  cried,  with  a de- 
lirious, almost  rapturous  laugh,  and  clasp- 
ing her  hands.  “ Hold  him,  brave  stream  I 
Sweep  him  away.  See ! he  swims ; but  he 
dare  not  swim  with  you.  You  are  hurry- 
ing down  to  the  rapids.  He  must  face 
you,  and  wrestle  with  you  for  his  life. 
Bear  him  down ; keep  him  fi’om  me.  If 
he  masters  you,  he  will  land  and  kill  me. 
Hold  him  fast,  brave  stream!  Ha!  his 
strength  fails.  He  is  swept  away ; he  is 
under.  No,  I see  him  again.  He  turns 
his  face  to  me.  He  knows  I did  it.  With 
his  last  breath  he  is  cursing  me.  His  last 
breath ! He  is  gone,  gone  forever ! I am 
free!” 

The  changes  in  her  voice,  ranging  from 
dread  to  tearful  joy,  her  passionate  words, 
her  eloquent  gestures,  all  these  combined 
to  bring  the  very  scene  before  my  eyes. 
I stood  spell -bound,  and  even,  as  she 
described  it,  seemed  to  see  the  unfortu- 
nate man  battling  for  dear  life  in  the 
rushing  sti’eam,  growing  every  moment 
weaker  and  weaker.  As  the  woman's  last 
wild  exclamation — “Gone  forever!  I am 
free!” — rang  through  the  room,  I seemed 
to  hear  the  cry  of  des2)air  drowned  as  the 
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waves  el(>»ed  over  the  wretclied  man's  man  sprang  to  my  .side.  She  j^raspeil  my 
head.  I knew  every  detail  of  my  br(>  arm  and  drew  me  hack  into  th^^  room, 
tiler's  fate.  ‘‘ Look  T"  site  \vhis[w red.  *' Do  you  see 

I turned  to  leave  tlie  room.  I long-ed  it?  There!  The  face — that  awful  face! 
to  awa3%  and  if  ]K)ssib]e  to  banish  the  It  has  come  at  lost  to  me.  Tlie  dead  man 
events  of  the  daj"  from  my  mind.  It  was  has  conquered.  There!  look;  Hi.s  e^'es 
not  given  to  me  to  }>e  Stephen  Morton’s  glaring,  his  mouth  mocking.  Nt>\v  it  has 
avenger,  once  coring  I shall  see  it  alwa^’s^ always, 

My  hand  was  on  the  docir,  when  the  wo-  Lwk !” 
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No,  1 was  not  doomod  ajpiiiii  to  or 
to  fancy  I saw  that  fac<^.  Its  mission,  so 
far  as  I was  concerned,  was  at  an  end. 
JInt  the  look  of  conceTitrated  horror  wliich 
Judith  Despurd  east  at  the  wall  of  the 
room  be^^^ars  description.  Then  with  a 
piteous  cry  she  fell  at  my  feet,  and  seemed 
to  strive  to  make  me  sldeld  lier  from  some- 
thing she  dreaded.  I rai.sed  her.  She 
broke  fi'om  my  grasp,  and  again  fell  upon 


the  this  time  in  paroxysms  of  mad- 
ness. 

My  Uile  is  ended.  Tliat  night  she  was  re- 
moved to  a private  lunatic  asylum,  where 
for  three  years  slie  was  kept  at  mr  ex- 
])ense.  She  died  niviiig  mad,  and  from  in- 
clines I made  I know  that  fn)ra  the  mo- 
inent  when  it  first  appeared  to  her  to  the 
hour  of  her  death  tlie  face  of  the  man  slie 
had  killed  wti^  ever  with  Judith  Despaixl. 


THE  “ARCtO. 


AroU  can  get  further  into  wonder  land  comrades  and  build  your  Argo  for  your- 
X by  water  than  hj"  land;  fur  the  most  selves;  or  perhaps,  or  perhaps,  or  tierha[)s 
w'ondorful  things  are  always  on  ‘‘the  — -wiio  knows  wliat  f But  however  you 
other  side  of  something.”  It  is  all  well  come  by  it,  you  must  have  your  .ship, or 
enough,  iocotninenee.  w ith,  to  put  yourself  else  go  back,  like  the  tailor's  son  of  Basle, 
on  liorsebaek,  luid  ride  away  over  t lie  hills  with  your  lalxirss  uncouijdeted.  But  he- 
and  tlie  marslies  and  througli  the  forests ; I'oes  do  not  turn  back.  Hercules  kill.s  the 
what  YOU  come  to  will  no  doubt  give  you  very  Jfist  fnigment  of  the  hydra;  he  does 
their  complement  of  iul venture.  But  soon-  not  leave  a smgle  l^t  vinphaliati  fowl  on 
er  or  later  the  inevitahle  arrives.  Tiiepro-  the  wing.  Bo  myth  and  legend  have  to 
s:iic  land  lias  exhausted  itself,  the  caverns  furnisli  boats  for  their  heroes;  and  a de- 
gi von  up  Uioir  last  giant,  the  forest  brakes  light ful  llect  they  would  make  if  they 
their  last  monster,  and  you  reach  the  \va-  could  only  be  bmughi  together,  tliese 
ter.  Beyond  it,  whether  it  i>e  .sea  or  lake  mythical  .sliips  of  Icgerid  and  fairy  tale, 
or  river,  lies  in  cv'cry  myth  and  fairy  talc  Was  ever  such  a curious  tleet  brought 
the  climax  of  your  perils,  the  touch-stone  togt^hcr  ? Found  for  your  own  fancy's 
of  your  courage;  ami  vou  inust  ci‘<»ss  “ to  siikc  s<>me  now  Nauplia,  and  erect  upon 
the  oilier  side.”  tlio  chief  promontory  thereof  your  temple 

But  liow  ^ And  tiien  comes  the  iiiagio  to  Poseidon,  the  gi'f.'at  builder.  Pick  out 
craft.  Perliap.s  you  liave  to  take  it  by  enchanted  harbor  in  soriu**  C^irce  s Isle 
force  from  some  surly  Fro.si  Giant;  or  tH*r-  of  C'alms  (with  blue  halryons  brcxxling  on 
haps  .some  gentle  Sabrina  comes  to  ycnir  every  charmed  wave,  if  you  will),  and 
rescue  with  her  timely  ferry,  or  some  toad  then  float  inU>  it  at  your  leisure  all  the 
you  have  befriended  tells  you  of  the  ])Oat  keels  that  have  cleaved  sti-ange  waters, 
that  folds  up  atid  lies  under  that  stone  Here  lie  the  storm  IwHits  on  which  the 
close  by;  or  perhaps  you  liave  tliat.  talis-  gods  used  lo  cix)ss  the  swift  Tling  when 
man  aiM>ut  you  which  for  tliis  suprenie  they  passed  from  •Asgard  to  Jotunlieim, 
hour  of  need  you  have  carefully  Irt^asured  and  there  the  gloomy  rufr.s  that  know  tiie 
so  long;  or  perhaps  you  set  to  willi  your  torpid  waters  of  Lethe,  of  Phlegethon  with 
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its  waves  of  flames,  of  Acheron  and  Cocy- 
tus,  rivers  of  pain.  Next  to  them  see 
that  speaking*  ship  that  braved  the  clash- 
ing Symplegades,  leaping  to  the  sound  of 
Orpheus's  lyre,  and  alongside  is  the  vine- 
embowered  vessel  that  the  dolphin-mari- 
ners of  Sunium  still  deplore,  and  just  be- 
yond them,  lying  on  the  water  “like  a 
yellow  leaf  in  autumn,”  is  the  swift 
Cheemaun: 

**  Round  its  waist  a shining  girdle, 

Round  its  brows  a gleaming  necklace, 

On  its  breast  two  stars  resplendent.’* 

But  they  do  not  all  hail  from  unknown 
waters.  Here  are  the  bright  shrine-gal- 
leys  of  the  rivers  of  Damascus,  and  there, 
“ where  the  poppied  sails  doze  on  the 
mast,”  the  barges  which  the  Epicurean 
met  on  the  Nile,  laden  with  large  green 
emeralds  (that  wax  and  wane  in  lustre 
with  the  moon),  and  frankincense  from 
the  acacias  that  grow  in  Arabia,  and  the 
sweet  - smelling  woods  which  the  green 
Nile  of  Nubia  washes  down  in  the  season 
of  flood,  and  with  hives  of  bees  to  col- 
onize the  flower  meadows  of  the  south. 
Close  by,  rocking  idly  on  the  idle  wave, 
is  Cleopatra's  sumptuous  gondola,  the 
fierce  wy  vern-head  of  Eric  s Long  Serpent 
just  glaring  above  her  canopies: 

“Seventy  ells  and  four  extended 
On  the  wave  the  vessel’s  keel; 

High  above  it,  gilt  and  splendid, 

Rose  the  figure-head  ferocious, 

With  its  crest  of  steel.” 

In  its  purely  symbolical  aspect  the  ship 
is  very  conspicuous  in  mythology.  It  is 
the  emblem  of  wealth,  and  the  hieroglyph 
of  plenty.  The  earth  itself  is  an  ark,  con- 
taining within  itself  everything  necessary 
for  replenishing  the  world.  And  so  in 
the  old  mysteries  of  dead  religions  the  ship 
always  had  an  honored  place,  being  car- 
ried in  the  processions  of  the  priests  either 
in  its  own  form — an  actual  ship  model — 
or  else  in  some  occult  symbol  of  the  sym- 
bol— a bowl,  or  cup,  or  shell,  or  water- 
flower. 

Thus  in  Athens,  on  the  great  Panathe- 
naic  festival,  her  temple  ministers  carried 
in  solemn  pageant  to  the  temple  the  ship 
of  the  goddess  Athene,  the  giver  of  all 
that  was  good  to  her  city  of  Athens,  the 
City  of  the  Violet  Crown.  Athenian 
maidens  embroidered  with  flame-colored 
silks  the  saffron  veil  that  covered  the 
mytliical  vessel,  and  all  the  city  stood  in 
the  streets  to  see  the  stately  procession 
pass  up  the  hill.  So,  too,  in  the  worship 


of  Isis,  a ship,  sometimes  of  colossal  size, 
freighted  with  the  first-fruits  of  the  year, 
was  carried  by  patient  kine  in  a triumph- 
al progress — “the  Voyage  of  Isis” — from 
shrine  to  shrine  in  the  early  days  of 
March.  So,  too,  in  far  more  recent  years, 
and  even  still,  I believe,  in  remote  corners 
of  Catholic  Europe,  the  ship  is  borne  by 
priests  in  the  procession  of  the  Virgin. 
What  it  may  mean  to  those  of  our  own 
day  who  kneel  as  it  passes  it  is  not  for  me 
to  guess,  but  whatever  its  significance  may 
be,  there  is  no  doubt  that  the  carrying  of 
the  ship  itself  is  the  survival  of  the  old 
pagan  symbol — the  ark  of  the  earth,  the 
chariot  of  the  earth  goddess;  the  Earth 
herself. 

But  in  the  mystery-loving  cults  of  the 
old  days,  that  delighted  in  incrusting  sym- 
bol with  symbol,  and  enamelling  obscuri- 
ty upon  obscurity,  the  ship  became  a bowl, 
a cup,  a shell  on  the  water,  a water-lily. 
In  India,  where  the  cow  is  an  emblem  of 
an  all -suffering  bounty,  the  milk  pail 
takes  the  place  of  the  bowl  of  plenty,  and 
with  the  lotus  flowers — the  vehicle  of  the 
Vedic  gods  on  the  waters — divides  the 
functions  of  the  mythic  boat.  It  re-ap- 
pears  again  in  Greek  philosophies  as  the 
caldron  in  which  the  Demiurge  fuses  the 
primal  elements  of  the  earth,  and  as  the 
golden  couch  on  which  the  wealth-giving 
sun  sails  across  the  sky  seas  from  east  to 
west. 

And  once  this  idea  of  bestowing  plente- 
ously  enters  into  the  ship  myth,  the  form 
wanders  even  more  widely  away  from  the 
original.  It  becomes  the  cornucopia  that 
perpetually  pours  out  the  riches  of  the 
harvests  of  the  earth,  the  horn  of  Amal- 
theia  that  never  fails,  and  innumerable 
other  “horns”  that  held  all  their  pos- 
sessors could  wish — notably  that  horn  of 
Oberon  which  yielded  the  juice  of  mighty 
vintages,  but  only  to  the  lips  of  mighty 
men.  But,  more  occult  still,  it  became  a 
goblet,  mystic,  wonderful,  that  always 
held  wine,  but,  when  false  men  tried  ta 
drink  out  of  it,  sent  up  its  contents  bub- 
blingandfrothinginfuriousand  undrinka- 
ble heat ; a dish  that  could  nev’^er  be  emptied 
of  food ; a basket  in  which  a meal  for  one 
multiplied  itself  into  a banquet  for  a host ; 
a churn  that  churned  gold  and  peace  and 
prosperity  out  of  men’s  wishes;  a lamp 
that  brought  up  from  the  under- world  the 
jinn  that  could  satisfy  all  desires;  a ring 
that  the  fairies  who  keep  all  good  things 
were  compelled  to  obey ; a purse  that  no- 
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VOYAGE  OF  — ^TftOCESSlOS  WITH  .SUIF. 


VeaH^a  tJi»?  ship  in  which  Mie 

pmiceaa  wUli  Faithful  John  to  the 

of  the  the  Golden  Palace 

iMtd  biiek  4*igii|o^  the  other  sliip  froui 
wiiicb  aito^er  |w*iiicess  thi*ew  her  luisbaiid 
m W this  punished  by  the  king 

her  falter  put  into  a lx>at  all 


ship  which  the  tailor  sewed  together;  the 
twelve  boats  in  which  tlie  twelve  princes 
rowed  the  twelve*  sistem  and  the  old  sol- 
dier across  the  river — but  why  c<jnliuue 
the  list  / They  seem  to  be  a whole  iiavy, 
and  of  every  tonnage,  from  theKorseinan's 
boat  that  could  never  be  filled  full,  to  the 
tiny  iimssel-sliell  bark  that  was  overjadi  n 
with  a single  fairy/ 

And,  by -the  - way/  what  an  exquisite 
fairy  poem  that  is  of  Drai<#s.  “The  Cul 
prit  Fay!'-  I tldnfc  that  they  are  the  only 
real  fairies  I have  over  read  oft  it  is  a 
niidsurniner  night’s  di'eatn  t»*anslated  out 
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deep  allowed  to  sink; 
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keel  upvrii^«  IfHith  the  inercliant’s  son 
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The  phantom  canoes  are  there  that  the  clinging  to  it,  wlio  by -and- by  becomes 
jjeople  of  the  South  Seas  see  moored  King  of  the  Golden  Mountain,  or  the  oth- 
among  their  coral  reefs  when  a chief  has  er  in  which  the  thin  man  rows  the  captive 
U^Ti  summoned  from  among  them;  the  prince  across  the  enchanted  lake;  tlie  ves- 
shell  fleets  in  which  AmpUitrite  and  her  sel  in  which  Ferdinand  crossed  the  giant’s 
court  took  their  pleasure  on  the  blue  Meib  lake  with  such  gixxlly  store  of  meat  for 
it^irmnean,  and  the  nautilus  craft  in  which  the  ogres  and  bread  for  the  ravens;  the 
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IN  some  parts  of  England  the  waits  will  be 
singing  upon  Christmas-eTe  when  these 
lines  are  read.  On  Christmas  morning  the 
^at  English  holiday  of  the  year  will  dawn. 
The  melody  that  greets  it  will  not  be  the 
song  of  birds,  but  the  music  of  Christmas 
belU.  For  Christmas  is  peculiarly  an  English 
festival.  Other  nations  share  in  its  benedic- 
tion, and  its  lineage  may  be  traced  far  back 
and  beyond  the  England  that  wc  know.  But 
by  some  essential  and  mystic  tie  it  adapts  it- 
self to  the  English  genius;  it  is  characterized 
by  Englisli  feeling ; and  old  Father  Christmas 
wreathed  with  holly  and  pouring  a full  dagon 
of  generous  wine,  while  the  Christmas  log 
blazes  upon  the  hearth  and  the  young  folks 
kiss  under  the  mistletoe,  is  a huge,  hearty, 
English  figure.  At  Cliristmos-time,  therefore, 
the  greatest  nation  which  sprang  from  English 
stock,  and  which  is  founded  upon  English 
principles  and  practices  of  liberty,  naturally 
turns  to  the  mother  country  with  that  instinct 
of  kindred  which  made  the  typical  New-Eng- 
lander,  Hawthorne,  call  England  our  old 
home,'"  and  that  genuine  Englishman,  Glad- 
stone, describe  Americans  as  our  kin  beyond 
the  sea.” 

Even  this  Magazine,  as  it  adorns  itself  for 
the  holiday,  and  sets  its  timely  pages  chiming 
with  a Christmas  chorus,  finds  in  its  own  ex- 
perience the  truth  of  Hawthorne’s  and  Glad- 
stone’s happy  phrases.  It  is  conscious  that  it 
is  essentially  an  American  magazine,  but  it  has 
been  so  warmly  welcomed  beyond  the  sea  that 
it  can  not  help  feeling  that  the  lion  and  the 
eagle  acknowledge  a common  heroic  descent, 
and  delight  in  tracing  in  each  other  the  dif- 
fering development  of  the  same  quality.  If 
the  worthy  Edward  Cave,  of  St  John’s  Gate, 
like  Sarah  Battle,  “now  with  God,”  could 
turn  these  pages  and  consider  the  text  and  the 
illustrations,  the  thought  that  his  OentleinarCB 
Magazine  of  one  hundred  and  fifty-four  years 
ago  had  been  transfigured  into  such  a month- 
ly visitor  would  assure  him  a merrier  Christ- 
mas than  Santa  Claus  himself  could  bestow. 
With  patriarchal  benignity  and  conscious  vir- 
tue he  would  contemplate  this  Magazine  and 
all  its  associates  on  both  sides  of  the  sea,  and 
complacently  impart  his  paternal  benediction, 
“Bless  you,  my  children  I” 

As  a London  bookseller  in  the  middle  of 
the  last  century  the  beatified  founder  of  the 
Oenileman'^s  Magazine  had  few  dealings  with 
America,  and  probably  knew  very  little  of 
that  remote  colonial  realm.  Some  Virginia 
planter,  possibly  of  a literary  turn,  who  had 
friendly  relations  with  Greenway  Court,  in  the 
Shenandoah  Valley,  whose  proprietor  was  said 
to  have  contributed  a paper  to  the  Taller  or 
the  Spectator^  may  have  directed  his  London 
factor  to  procure  a book  or  two  at  Mr.  Cave’s, 
or  some  late  copies  of  the  Oenileman'B  Maga- 
and  send  them  with  the  silks  and  knick- 


knacks  for  the  ladies  of  the  household,  and 
the  Madeira  for  himself,  and  the  stout  cloths 
for  the  “ servants,”  which  the  good  ship  would 
bring  from  the  whaii*  in  London  and  deliver 
at  his  own  wharf  upon  his  own  plantation  in 
Virginia.  Or  some  New  England  scholar  may 
have  besought  the  agent  of  the  colony  in 
London  to  inquire  at  Mr.  Cave’s  for  some 
modern  commentary  which  had  not  yet  reach- 
ed the  Bay.  But  the  bookseller  took  no  more 
thought  of  an  American  than  of  a Chinese 
market,  and  if  some  di-eanier  had  held  him 
long  enough  to  hear  a speculation  upon  a fu- 
ture international  copyright,  Mr.  Edward  Cave 
would  have  referred  him  to  an  excellent  writer 
in  Grub  Street,  who  was  preparing  a paper  on 
“Events  in  the  Moon  during  the  next  Cen- 
tury” for  Mr.  Sylvanus  Urban’s  magazine. 

That  magazine  was  the  fruitful  progenitor 
of  a goodly  race  of  periodicals  which  have 
been  the  welcome  household  friends  of  many 
generations.  Its  publication  is  a signal  event 
in  English  literary  history.  Probably  the  sa- 
gacious Cave,  as  he  considered  the  success  of 
Addison’s  and  Steele’s  charming  little  daily 
essays,  treating  with  an  indescribable  light- 
ness of  touch  and  graceful  gayety  of  public 
events  and  of  the  passing  lite  and  gossip  of 
the  town,  refiected  that  the  plan  might  be 
modified  and  made  profitable  by  combining 
tl>e  daily  essays  into  a monthly  summary, 
which  should  carry  to  the  slow  readers  in 
country  houses  os  well  as  to  the  city  gallants 
os  much  reading  as  they  would  wish  to  under- 
take during  the  month.  So  the  first  issues  of 
the  Gentleinan's  Magazine  were  composed  of 
articles  selected  from  the  evanescent  daily 
journals,  literary  insects  of  an  hour,  which  glit- 
tered and  hummed  and  vanished.  Transfixed 
in  the  magazine,  they  made  a museum  of  in- 
teresting specimens,  and  it  was  natural  and 
easy  to  increase  the  attraction  by  adding  liv- 
ing rivals. 

But  the  new-comers  were  of  a cuckoo  breed. 
The  choice  articles  which  had  been  culled 
from  the  Free  Briton  or  other  current  jour- 
nals for  the  Gentleman^ B were  gradually* sup- 
planted by  original  papers,  and  under  the 
smooth  and  courtly  garb  of  Sylvanus  Urban 
appeared  the  doughty  form  of  Samuel  John- 
son. But  altliough  the  tremendous  Doctor 
was  the  first  editor  of  the  first  of  popular  lit- 
erary periodicals,  the  suggestion  surely  came 
from  Addison,  whose  spirit  is  still  that  of  the 
modem  magazine,  and  whose  fine  and  light 
dexterity  is  still  the  true  touch  of  the  maga- 
zinist. 

It  was  long  after  the  OenUeman^B  descend- 
ants had  multiplied  in  many  forms,  long  after 
Elia  had  illuminated  the  London  Magazine 
with  the  tender  and  humorous  radiance 
which  distinguishes  that  periodical  as  Shake- 
speare’s genius  ennobles  the  Blackfriars  Thea- 
tre, that  the  first  truly  popular  magazine  ap- 
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pearcd  in  America.  Burning  blushes  envelop 
the  Easy  Chair  like  those  that  kindle  upon 
the  maiden's  cheek  blooming  beneath  the 
Christmas  mistletoe,  as  it  owns  the  soft  im- 
peachment, and  confesses  that  this  Magazine 
IS  the  very  one,  the  new-comer  of  thirty-five 
years  ago,  the  magazine  which  first  appealed 
to  the  general  popular  taste  of  tlie  country 
with  an  ever-increasing  success,  which  is  the 
more  gratifying  as  it  attends  an  cver-increas- 
ing  improvement. 

If  John  Bull  will  permit  his  cousin  Jona- 
than to  have  his  own  way  for  a moment,  as 
they  sit  gossiping  before  the  blazing  Christ- 
mas hearth,  his  cousin  will  modestly  remark 
that  the  development  of  the  magazine  in 
America  illustrates  the  same  eager  rapidity  of 
progress  which  characterizes  the  general  move- 
ment of  the  country.  In  Great  Britain  the 
Qentlemnn^s  developed  into  the  New  Monthly 
Magazine  and  Blaacwood  and  the  London^  and 
they  into  Fraser  and  Bentley^ s Miscellany^  and 
they  in  turn  into  Thackeray's  Cornhill  and  its 
contemporaries,  and  the  grave  Nineteenth  Cen- 
tury^ Contemyorary^  and  Fortnightly^  in  which 
solid  courses  of  entertainment  and  instruction 
are  served  every  month  by  masters  in  politics, 
science,  art,  theology,  and  literature.  In 
America  the  popular  magazine  has  added 
greater  variety  to  the  serial  story,  sketch,  es- 
say, criticism,  and  poem,  and  is  especially  rich 
in  papers  of  travel,  exploration,  and  adven- 
ture. But  its  peculiar  distinction  is  its  illus- 
tration. Indeed,  the  art  of  wood-engraving  is 
an  art  which,  after  long  delays,  has  latterly 
made  ex tmord inary  progress  with  unprece- 
dented rapidity,  and  has  reached  its  present 
])erfection  under  the  auspices  of  the  American 
popular  magazine. 

When,  therefore,  a few  years  since,  the  Mag- 
azine crossed  the  ocean  and  presented  itself 
iu  “ our  old  home,”  it  was  the  lineal  descend- 
ant of  the  Gentleman's^  and  the  kinsman  of  the 
monthlies  and  the  London^  of  Fraser  and  the 
Cornhill^  returning  from  its  new  home  superb- 
ly decorated,  like  the  foreign  cousin,  covered 
with  ribbons  and  stars  and  orders,  making  his 
modest  bow  as  an  ambassador  in  the  common 
ancestral  hall.  How  cordial  its  welcome  has 
been  it  gladly  owns,  and  it  does  not  disguise 
its  pleasure  in  seeing  the  impulse  that  its 
coming  has  given  to  Cousin  John  to  win  and 
wear  the  decorative  ornaments  that  it  has  in- 
troduced. The  excellent  Edward  Cave  of  to- 
day has  heard  of  America,  and  has  long  had 
dealings  with  its  booksellers  and  book-mak- 
ers, and  Sylvanus  Urban  beholds  with  mingled 
emotions  the  arrival  of  this  brave  Western 
gallant  who  announces  himself  to  be  a chip 
of  the  old  block,  a son  of  the  Gentleman's^ 
and  who  claims  kindred  with  all  his  de- 
scendants. 

His  coming  is  contemporaneous  with  a 
closer  international  tone  in  the  common  lit- 
erature and  feeling  of  John  and  Jonathan, 
which  was  prefigured,  perhaps,  in  Thackeray’s 
Esmond  nvA  The  Virginiahs,  The  historian 


Freeman  points  out  the  continuing  institutions 
and  ha(>its  in  both  countries,  and  the  story- 
tellers Henry  James  and  Howells  and  White 
trace  the  filial  feeling  to  either  shore,  and  with 
curious  introspection  disclose  under  differing 
forms  the  action  of  the  same  instinct.  John  and 
Jonathan  may  each  play  Santa  Claus,  and  put 
it  in  each  other's  stocking  as  a Christmas  gift 
of  good-will,  that,  while  every  noted  English- 
man is  welcomed  in  America  with  an  effusion 
which  England  seldom  shows,  a famous  Amer- 
ican poet,  for  the  nonce  United  States  Minister 
in  England,  is  asked,  passing  by  all  famous 
Englishmen,  to  unveil  a bust  of  Fielding  in 
Taunton,  while  a bust  of  our  Longfellow  is 
placed  by  distinguished  Englishmen  with  af- 
fectionate admiration  in  Westminster  Abbey. 

These  things  agree  well  with  the  entry  of 
the  American  magazine  into  English  homes — 
an  admission  accorded  by  kindly  sympathy,  as 
when  some  stranger  is  received  at  the  gates 
and  honored  with  the  freedom  of  the  city.  To 
speak  every  month  in  the  same  tongue,  and 
that  the  common  tongue,  to  the  household 
upon  the  Winnipeg  in  Manitoba  or  to  homes 
scattered  along  the  Oregonian  Columbia,  and 
those  that  look  upon  the  solitary  Pacific,  to 
friends  at  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  or  far 
away  on  Katahdin” — in  leafy  English  Kent,  in 
the  shadow  of  Skiddaw  and  Helvellyn,  in  Mil- 
ford Haven  or  King's  Lynn,  in  remote  Carnar- 
von upon  the  western  sea,  or  “Ultima  Thulo, 
utmost  isle” — this  is  to  feel  the  truth  of  the  in- 
scription which  the  English  scholar  carved 
upon  a seat  under  the  trees  at  Cornell  Univer- 
sity, Above  all  nations  is  Humanity.  To  all 
these  far-scattered  homes  upon  difierent  conti- 
nents, yet  bound  together  by  a common  faith, 
language,  traditions,  and  love  of  liberty,  this 
Magazine  comes  with  its  monthly  message  of 
cheer,  saying  with  the  poet  whom  both  Eng- 
land and  America  love : 

“Therefore  I hope,  as  no  unwelcome  guest 

At  your  warm  fireside  when  the  lamps  are 
lighted, 

To  have  my  place  reserved  among  the  rest. 

Nor  stand  as  one  unsought  and  uninvited.” 

In  this  way  the  Magazine  becomes  a minister 
of  that  international  good-will  which  the 
Christmas  season  commemorates,  and  our  kin 
beyond  the  sea,  as  they  greet  its  familiar  as- 
pect, not  as  that  of  a stranger,  but  of  a friend, 
will  feel  more  deeply  the  community  of  en- 
nobling tradition  and  of  humane  purpose 
which  unites  America  and  England. 

The  felicity  and  the  fidelity  of  Hawthorne's 
phrase  every  true-hearted  American  owns. 
With  Lowell  he  may  have  remarked  “ a certain 
condescension  in  foreigners,”  but  he  readily 
forgives  to  an  islander  an  insular  manner,  and 
ho  chides  himself  if  the  air  of  condescension 
vexes  rather  than  amuses  him.  It  is  not  to 
the  England  of  the  cockney  and  of  Bow  Bells 
that  the  American  is  loyal,  nor  does  a sensible 
Yankee  see  all  Englishmen  in  the  British  trav- 
eller who  asked  his  liaekman  to  stop  for  a mo- 
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mcnt  upon  Btinker  Hill  that  lie  might  step  out 
and  spit  upon  the  monument. 

When  the  Englisiimnn  at  an  American  table 
says  to  his  host  that  the  pudding  is  “just  like 
what  we  used  to  call  stick-jaw  at  school,”  or 
when  he  advises  his  British  companion  to  take 
a cup  of  the  hostess’s  coffee,  because  “ it  isn’t 
so  very  nasty,  you  know,”  we  do  not  hold  the 
entire  English  people  responsible.  The  ab- 
sunlities  of  Englishmen  amuse  us  as  our  ab- 
surdities amuse  them.  But  we  are  not  only 
too  large  to  be  patronized,  we  are  too  lai^c 
also  to  do  anything  but  smile  at  those  who  at- 
tempt patronizing.  There  was  a time,  indeed, 
when  the  gibes  of  Fiedler  and  of  Mrs.  Trollope 
made  our  grandfathers  wince,  and  they  were 
BO  furious  at  Sydney  Smith’s  terrible  question, 
Who  reads  an  American  book?  that  they  for- 
got both  that  Fisher  Ames  had  asked  the  same 
question  ten  years  before,  and  that,  alas ! there 
w’as  no  American  book  much  worth  reading — 
always  excepting,  of  course,  the  delightful 
Diedrich  Knickerbocker’s  veracious  history, 
which,  however,  the  Knickerbockers  them- 
selves held  to  be  a work  which  fully  justified 
Sydney  Smith’s  taunting  question. 

Nobody  laughs  at  Englishmen  more  good- 
naturedly  and  pungently  than  Englishmen. 
Turner  said  to  the  young  woman  who  looked 
at  his  picture  and  remarked,  with  an  air,.‘M 
never  saw  anything  like  that  In  nature/’ 
“ No,  madam ; but  don’t  you  wish  you  could  ?” 
When  the  old-fashioned  Englishman  went 
through  the  world  sitting  aloof  in  his  travel- 
ling carriage,  and  from  that  British  throne 
surveyed  mankind,  and  observing  the  charac- 
teristic custom  of  the  country  in  which  he 
chanced  to  be,  or  the  peculiar  national  insti- 
tution, remarked,  “ I never  saw  anything  like 
that  in  England,”  the  cosmopolitan  genius 
whispered,  “No;  but  don't  you  wish  you 
could  ?”  We  Americans  were  very  wroth  with 
Dickens  for  the  stinging  dings  in  Martin 
Ghuulewit,  But  if  the  humorist  lashed  Cous- 
in Jonathan,  he  scourged  John  Bull;  and 
Thackeray  the  Great,  while  he  sometimes  play- 
fully bantered  the  American,  roundly  scored 
the  Briton. 

Does  the  old  hostility  to  the  redcoats  sur- 
vive in  the  American  school  ? When  the 
grandfathers  of  to-day  were  school-boys,  the 
old  battles  of  the  Revolution  and  of  “the  last 
war”  were  still  fought  out  in  the  most  san- 
guinary manner — fought  out,  that  is  to  say,  in 
feeling  and  with  fists.  The  British  always  had 
the  worst  of  it  in  the  delmte,  and  that  laced 
scarlet  coat  was  the  very  livery  of  tyranny. 
But  at  Yorktown—ha!  hal — redcoats  learn- 
ed what  it  is  to  oppress  free-born  Americans  I 
And  what  noble  fiowers  of  liberty  were  the 
Bourbon  lilies  of  Fmnce  which  bloomed  be- 
side the  stars  and  stripes  1 The  Versailles  of 
the  Louises  was  so  fond  of  freedom,  and  so 
dearly  loved  rebellion  and  revolution  I Then 
at  New  Orleans  how  soundly  the  British  hire- 
lings were  drubbed  by  General  Jackson  behind 
his  immortal  cotton  bales!  If  they  had  not 


been  British  soldiers  whom  be  thrashed.  Jack- 
son  would  not  have  l>een  half  as  famous. 
What  a resource  that  school-boy  tradition  of 
hostility  to  England  1ms  been  to  American 

EoliticiansI  England  and  the  English  race 
ave  really  done  something  for  liberty,  if  we 
may  trust  the  chronicles.  But  listening  to 
much  of  our  stormy  political  haranguing,  the 
appalled  hearer  would  suppose  that  Attila 
and  Gengis-Khan,  Nero  and  Timour  the  Tar^ 
tar,  were  incarnations  of  England. 

No  doubt,  ns  it  was  said  that  it  took  Dick- 
ens a long  time  to  discover  that  Thackeray 
had  written  a great  novel,  it  is  true  that 
English  opinion  was  as  reluctant  as  George 
the  Third  to  acknowledge  that  there  was  an- 
other great  English  nation.  No  family  quar- 
rel which  has  been  pushed  to  extremity  is 
ever  readily  healed,  and  Sister  Britannia,  in 
mling  the  waves,  has  sometimes  stopped  and 
spattered  Sister  Columbia  in  a very  exas- 
perating and  unnecessary  manner.  It  would 
have  been  much  better  if  Mother  England  had 
comprehended  that  when  her  son  was  of  age 
he  was  no  longer  a child.  He  could  not  and 
he  would  not  go  to  bed  at  nine  o’clock  and 
conform  to  the  rules  of  the  nursery.  To  at- 
tempt to  thrash  him  into  obedience  was  the 
sure  w'ay  to  drive  him  off  and  to  fill  his  heart 
wUh  bitterness.  But  although  she  made  that 
hu^e  mistake,  and  has  not  wholly  forgotten 
sbiuetimes  to  repeat  it,  England  is  still  our 
nearest  relation  and  our  natural  ally. 

It  is  pleasant  to  remember  that  it  is  litera- 
ture, not  sUitesmanship,  which  has  soothed 
this  bitterness  of  feeling.  The  first  fully  ac- 
credited ambassador  of  international  good- 
will was  Washington  Irving.  And  what  art- 
less and  kindly  diplomacy  it  was!  With 
tender  grace  he  painted  the  portrait  of  the 
common  ancestor.  It  was  poetic  and  tradi- 
tional England  that  he  described,  the  quiet 
rural  life,  the  happy  old  customs,  the  places 
hallowed  by  genius  and  renown,  above  all, 
old  English  Christmas,  with  its  fond  and  l>eau- 
tiful  associations,  until  in  the  sweet  and  gen- 
tle spell  jealousies  and  animosities  vanished, 
andas  w’e  awoke  with  him  on  Christmas  morn^- 
ing  to  the  murmur  of  pattering  little  feet  in 
the  corridor,  and  attended  him  through  the 
happy  hours  of  the  holiday,  we  felt  the  com- 
mon kindred,  the  long  descent,  the  mysterious 
instinct  of  race,  and  in  perfect  sympathy  our 
accordant  hcaits  beat  the  refrain,  We  too  are 
Englishmen. 

And  if  Englishmen  of  a Newer  England,  of 
a Greater  Britjiin,  what  then  ? Plymouth  Rock 
is  but  a stepping-stone  in  the  progress  of  Eng- 
lish civilization.  Our  language,  our  traditions 
of  liberty,  our  forms  of  securing  and  enlarging 
freedom,  our  literature,  our  prosperity — what 
are  they,  and  upon  what  foundations  built? 
If  infiucnccs  adverse  to  those  which  have  fos- 
tered and  developed  America  are  to  be  suc- 
cessfully opposed,  by  what  traditions,  prin- 
ciples, and  spirit  must  they  be  encountered  ? 
If  an  alliance  to  secure  the  peaceful  progress 
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of  liberty  in  Christendom  were  necessary — a 
true  Holy  Alliance — must  it  not  be  composed 
of  the  English-speaking  races  on  both  sides 
of  the  sea  ? Whatever  draws  them  more  in- 
telligently together,  whatever  soothes  little 
asperities  and  reconciles  petty  differences  and 
cultivates  mutual  good-will,  is  a common 
benediction. 

It  is  in  this  way,  as  in  a thousand  others, 
that  literature  is  so  great  a benefactor.  This 
service  of  Washington  Irving  is  incalculable, 
and  this  is  the  kind  of  service  in  which  the 
popular  magtizine  modestly  co-operates.  It 
promotes  and  diffuses  the  Christmas  spirit — 
the  spirit  of  generous  affection  and  kindliness 
which  binds  nations  together  like  individuals. 
Kindred  states,  like  neighboring  territorial  pro- 
prietors, may  cherish  hearty  friendship  without 
effusive  ardor  of  protestation,  aud  with  constant 
care  of  the  due  boundaries  of  their  estates. 

In  the  warm  glow  of  Christmas  feeling,  there- 
fore— and  wc  declare  that  it  is  no  other  glow, 
for  the  plum-pudding  is  not  yet  served,  nor 
the  hot  spiced  wine — this  Magazine  compla- 
cently regards  itself  as  helping,  in  ever  so 
small  a way,  the  better  understanding  of  the 


great  family  to  which  it  belongs.  It  has  al- 
ready said  how  heartily  this  was  done  by  Lr 
ving  many  years  ago,  and  it  gladly  records 
how  nobly  it  is  done  now  by  a fellow-Ameri- 
can  author  of  Irving’s — of  a younger  genera- 
tion, indeed,  but  of  the  same  generous  spirit 
— the  minister  to  whom  the  Easy  Chair  has  al- 
ready alluded,  who  is  not  merely  an  ambassa- 
dor of  literature,  but  an  actual  diplomatic  per- 
sonage, who,  in  the  discharge  of  official  duty 
and  in  the  world  of  society  which  is  the  tradi- 
tional field  of  diplomatists,  shows  how  closely 
what  is  best  in  America  is  related  to  the  best 
in  England.  He  too  was  once  the  editor  of  a 
magazine,  and  then  unofficially,  as  now  with 
all  the  splendors  of  official  state,  he  cultivated 
that  international  peace  aud  good-will  which 
is  the  highest  diplomacy,  which  tends  to  re- 
strain national  arrogance  and  jealousy  aud 
folly,  and  which  among  nations  makes  Christ- 
mas all  the  year. 

May  that  be  the  perennial  spirit  of  this 
monthly  visitor,  which  is  very  proud  of  its 
wide  welcome,  and  which  wishes  all  its  friends 
everywhere  in  the  great  English-speaking 
world  a meriy  Christmas  1 


(£iiitnt’0  friimtr. 


Yf  Cr3rstemas  day  on  Tkunday  be, 

A wyndy  wyntyr  se  shalle  yee. 

Of  wyndes  and  weders  all  wrecked, 

And  harde  tempestes  strange  and  thycke. 

The  soiner  shalbe  good  and  drye, 

Cornys  and  bestes  shall  multyplye ; 

That  yere  ys  good  loiides  to  tylthe ; 

And  kynges  and  prynces  shall  dye  by  skylle. 
What  chylde  that  day  borne  bee, 

He  shalle  have  happe  ryght  well  to  the. 

Of  dedes  he  shalbe  good  and  stabylle. 

Of  speche  and  tongo  wyse  and  reasonabylle. 
Who  so  that  day  any  thefte  abowte. 

He  shalbe  shente  wythowtyn  dowte; 

And  yf  sekenes  on  the  that  day  betyde, 

Hyt  shal  sone  fra  the  glyde. 

•—Harkian  Fifteenth  (kniwry^ 

That  is,  on  the  whole,  not  a bad  prophecy 
for  1885,  and  intended  to  cover  the  wide 
territory  reached  by  the  Drawer  in  this  year 
of  grace.  It  is  not  so  local  as  the  weather 
which  British  literature  has  sought  to  impose 
upon  all  Englisb-reading  people,  and  has  tbat 
niiiversality  of  application  which  is  required 
of  a serviceable  prophecy.  Without  it,  indeed, 
we  are  certain  of  a wyndy  wyntyr  aud  of  hanle 
tempestes.  Concerning  the  fate  predicted  for 
kings  and  princes,  we  can  only  say  that  they 
are  used  to  it  by  this  time ; nearly  every  oue 
nowadays  dies  by  skill,  and  with  the  progress 
of  science  aud  the  plenty  of  good  physicians, 
it  is  not  necessary  to  suppose  that  even  the 
great  ones  of  the  earth  shall  find  their  exit  by 
the  hands  of  the  secret  international  murderers. 
The  summer  will  bo  dry  in  the  Sahara,  aud 
there  will  be  wide  areas  of  drought  all  over 


the  West,  and  here  and  there  in  the  East,  and 
probably  a day  or  two  in  Scotland  and  Ireland, 
eiiongli  to  satisfy  the  prophecy,  and  there  may 
be  a lucky  tonrist  who  will  pass  a morning 
withont  drenching  in  the  chariuing  lake  region 
of  England.  The  prediction  encourages  all 
these  hopes,  and  indeed  diffuses  a pleasant 
light  over  all  the  year  for  those  who  survive 
the  winter.  The  coming  of  a chylde  on  Christ- 
mns-day  who  shall  be  reasonabylle  is  some- 
thing to  look  forward  to,  and  if  he  can  be  bred 
with  the  idea  tbat  he  is  not  to  be  President  of 
the  United  States,  he  will  be  a blessing  to  the 
country,  and  will,  indeed,  stand  some  chance  of 
reaching  the  natural  end  of  every  American 
patriot.  We  have  also  an  extra  reason  for  ex- 
pectation of  a good  and  fruitful  year  in  1885: 
it  will  not  be  Presidential  year,  and  will  be 
free  from  many  causes  of  disaster;  business 
will  revive,  aud  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
prove  by  affidavits  and  certificates  of  cler- 
gymen and  discharged  coachmen  that  onr 
most  honored  and  trusted  public  men  ought  not 
to  he  in  the  penitentiary.  Indeed,  the  Draw- 
er can  not  repress  a feeling  of  hilarity  that 
four  years  will  elapse  before  the  whole  coun- 
try is  again  on  the  road  to  the  devil,  by  way 
of  a majority  vote.  May  we  have  peace  aud 
good  harvests,  and — an  unfailing  sign  of  a 
happy  people — an  abundant  supply  of  charac- 
teristic anecdotes,  which  serve  to  keep  ns  all 
in  good-humor! 

It  would  have  been  a wild  prediction  of  the 
optimist  three  centuries  ago  that  the  time 
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versal  littiiger'OD  Cliristmas-day  tbat  will  not 
bo  allayed  any  more  in  the  caae  of  a rich  roan 
than  of  a poor  roan  by  tbe  rcmerobraiice  of  a 
good  deed  warroed  over.  But  the  best  sauce 
to  a good  dinner  is  tbe  tbongbt  tbat  nobody 
else  within  reach  is  hungry.  And  better  even 
than  tbe  dinner  of  tbe  day  is  tbe  universal 
spirit  of  good-will  tbat  broadens  year  by  year, 
and  deepens,  we  are  sure.  Tbe  Drawer  has 
not  intended  to  make  a homily  by  way  of  ac- 
companiment to  anybody’s  repast,  and  is  sat- 
isfied if  it  can  send  a light  ripple  of  laughter 
round  tbe  world. 


HOW  TO  DO  A “ HEAD." 

A WELL-KNOWN  artist  in  London  having 
dined  suuiptnously  upon  a bill  of  fare  of  which 
some  fine  canvas-backs  from  tbe  Chesapeake 
were  an  important  element,  wrote  tbe  next 
day,  for  tbe  instruction  of  some  of  bis  most 
eberished  pupils,  the  following  meritorions 
formula : 

Take  two  or  three  good  canvases  (the  **  Mary- 
land duck”  is  the  primest:  be  careful  to  see 
that  tbe  back  is  sound  and  fair) ; bang  them 
up  a few  days  to  get  the  proper  “ tone.”  When 
they  are  ready,  ask  in  a few  fellow-students  to 
assist.  Before  beginning  operations  let  each 
student  select  bis  own  priming  (Amontillado 
and  Angostura  mixed  is  a good  priming). 

Settle  on  tbe  size  of  the  head”  you  want. 

Serve  out  a half-dozen  of  small  round  shells, 
each  containing  a little  “ Wbitstable”  native ; 
draw  these  carefully  into  your  bead  (^‘Chab- 
lis”  is  a gooil  vehicle  to  draw  them  in  with). 
You  may  then  glaze  over  with  a warm  solu- 
tion of  “ potash”  (pur6e  tomate).  Change  your 
vehicle  to  dry  Amontillado  again. 

This  is  for  the  preliminary  “sketch,”  and 
not  on  the  “ canvas”  itself  yet. 

Then  place  before  each  student  a properly 
primed  “ canvas,”  and  change  the  mediam, 

A good  “ drier”  is  needed — the  drier  the  bet- 
ter, but  not  too  “ brutal.”  “ Pom,  et  GrenOy  irhs 
seCy  ’74,”  is  a very  fine  medium.  A small  tube 
of  this  (playfully  called  a “magnum,”  because 
it  is  rarely  big  enough,  and  more  has  to  be 
called  for).  The  student’s  “ palate”  will  often 
have  to  be  washed  wdth  this,  and  his  “canvas” 
well  soaked  with  it.  When  the  bead  feels 
“tacky” — which  it  soon  does — cover  up  the 
canvas  with  some  fine  “Turkey  twill”;  the 
simple  native  untutored  savage  stuff  is  best. 
The  same  medium  will  do  to  wash  with,  if  it 
needs  washing. 

When  the  head  feels  “ dried  in”  a little,  put 
in  a background  of  foliage  — lettuce  and 
things. 

More  medium  will  be  required  for  this.  “Clos- 
Vougeot”  some  like. 

Then  put  in  your  accessories — bloater  on 
toast  and  “ deviled  things”  are  pretty.  Change 
medium  again  to  anything  that  washes  in 
freely.  This  is  a good  time  to  experiment 
with  various  vehicles,”  os  you  will  find  your 
head  is  still  on  a very  absorbent  ground.  TheU| 


with  a warm  decoction  of  Mocha  in  a small 
cup,  and  a pastel  of  Havana,  try  to  waft  tbe 
softening  and  blending  tones  about  tbe  “ head.” 
This  process  will  sweeten  tbe  tones  of  it  charm- 
ingly. 

Then,  when  “ tacky”  again,  go  gently  over 
with  various  washes  of  old  Bourbon  or  “ Qleu- 
livet,”  and  still  burn  the  pastels.  This  process 
is  much  dwelt  upon  by  tbe  student.  It  puts  a 
finish — tbe  most  minnte  finish  sometimes— on 
tbe  work. 

Tbe  same  night  is  a bad  time  to  judge  of 
effects ; so  reserve  yourself  for  a rooming  im- 
pression. Ton  will  fancy  at  first  that  yon 
possess  a life-size  old  master,  cracks  and  all, 
and  tbat  tbe  frame  is  too  small  for  it;  but 
never  mind.  Don’t  exhibit  it  too  soon — ^tbe 
profession  reeks  with  envy  and  jealousy. 


The  possibility  of  a destitution  of  gooil  an- 
ecdotes reminds  ns  of  tbe  speech  of  an  Irish 
servant.  Tbe  family  had  incurred  extra  ex- 
penses in  moving  and  settling  down,  and  fell 
one  day  at  dinner  to  discussing  the  short  pros- 
pect, which  tbe  girl,  overhearing,  contributed 
to  by  suddenly  opening  the  door  and  popping 
in  this  information:  “Every  blissed  thing  is 
given  out  but  the  tay  and  coffee,  and  sure  they 
will,  if  they  lost  long  enough.” 


Alas!  we  ore  becoming  homogeneous.  It 
was  only  tbe  other  day  that  an  accomplished 
young  man,  staying  at  a Newport  cottage 
where  all  the  servants  are  French,  sauntered 
into  the  breakfast-room,  under  the  impression 
tbat  be  was  “ all  ready”  for  that  meal,  observ- 
ing to  bis  hostess,  “t/e  snis  dijhpour  d^eunerP 


Durino  the  celebrated  campaign  of  1855 
Governor  Henry  A Wise  visited,  while  making 
bis  canvass,  the  town  of  Liberty,  situated 
about  thirty  miles  west  of  Lynchburg,  for  tbe 
purpose  of  addressing  the  people  of  that  neigh- 
borhood on  the  political  situation.  He  was 
received  with  great  iedat  by  the  citizens  of  the 
town  aforesaid,  and  was  of  course  introduced 
to  all  the  local  notables,  without  regard  to 
party.  Among  these  was  a Mr.  Fogy,  residing 
at  the  foot  of  the  Peaks  of  Otter,  a gentleman 
who  was  not  awed  tbe  least  w*hen  in  the  pre- 
sence of  greatness. 

The  following  colloquy  ensued  between 
them: 

Mr.  F.  “ Mr.  Wise,  I am  glad  to  see  you.” 

Mr.  W.  “ Mr.  Fogy,  I am  happy  to  make  your 
acquaintance.’^ 

Mb.  F.  “ But  I am  sorry  to  say  that  I can’t 
vote  for  you,  Govenior.” 

Mr.  W.  “ I am  sorry  for  that  also,  Mr.  Fogy ; 
but  as  this  is  a free  country,  every  man  has  a 
right  to  vote  as  he  pleases.” 

Mr.  F.  “ I’ll  tell  you  how  I feel  about  it,  Mr. 
Wise.  When  I was  a young  man  I was  what 
is  called  a thimble-rigger,  and  I went  to  all 
the  boss-races  in  the  neighborhood  with  my 
thimbles  and  ball,  cryiu’  out,  * ’Tia  here  and 
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’toin’t  there, ’taiu’tliere  aud’tis  there/  a-foolin’ 
many  a gawkiu’  chap  oateu  his  money.  Wa’al, 
for  years  at  all  these  races  a little  boss  named 
Waxy  had  been  Trinniu’  all  the  stakes  erery 
time.  Bets  war  ten  to  one  on  him  agin  the 
whole  track,  an’  he  allers  come  out  ahead. 
Wa'al,  when  I war  a-workin'  one  day  as  nsual 
with  my  thimbles,  1 noticed  the  ugliest, 
scrawniest,  long-legged,  sharp-hipped  lookin’ 
critter  led  on  the  track  I ever  saw;  and  he 
war  called  Wee  Haw'k.  I soon  found  ho  war 
entered  agin  Waxy,  and  as  the  people  thought 
it  war  for  a joke,  big  odds  war  offered  agin 
him.  1 looked  him  all  over,  an’  though  bo 
war  a hard-lookin’  cuss  of  the  boss  kind,  I no- 
ticed thar  war  hre  in  his  eye,  an’  he  war 
winkin’  like  os  if  he’d  been  thar  before.  I 
looked  at  my  pile,  and  thinks  1 to  myself,  * Now 
if  I bet  on  Waxy  an’  win,  it  won’t  amount  to 
much ; but  if  I bet  on  Wee  Hawk  an’  win.  I’ll 
hev  a pile  worth  talkin’  of.’  I looked  agin  at 
old  Wee  Hawk,  an’  seein’  the  Are  in  his  eye 
a-flasbin’  more  an’  more,  1 concluded  I’d  risk 
It.  Wa’al,  when  old  Wee  Hawk  war  brought 
out  alongside  Waxy,  yon  oughter  heard  the 
guyin’  the  crowd  give  his  rider.  ^Take’im 
off,’  ‘ Look  out  for  crows,’  ^ Fasten  some  hay  on 
a stick  ahead  of  his  nose,’  and  the  like,  war 
heard  on  every  side.  All  this  time  Waxy  war 
prancin’  around,  everybody  feelin’  sure  he’d 
win.  Wa’al,  as  I war  o-sayin’,  when  they  war 
led  out  to  start,  Wee  Hawk  began  to  rufSe  his 
feathers,  and,  as  the  sayiu’  is,  * snuff  the  battle 
fVom  afar,’  an’  it  took  throe  men  to  hold  him. 
An’ when  the  jedge  said  * Go!’  you  oughter  seen 
old  Wee  Hawk  a-straiglitenin’  out  his  long  legs 
an’  neck,  an’  lightin’  out  as  if  he  war  another 
Pegasus  or  Hippogriff,  which,  as  I’ve  heard, 
war  great  racin’  bosses  in  old  times.  Waxy 
war  now  bar,  an’  come  out  more  than  six 
lengths  behind  Wee  Hawk.  The  fellers  who 
had  been  yellin’  to  give  him  to  the  crows  war 
not  crow  in’  so  much  when  they  found  they  had 
to  hand  over  to  me,  and  it  war  the  worst  beat 
crowd  you  over  saw'.  Wa’al  now,  Mr.  Wise,  I 
never  did  see  a man  look  so  much  like  a boss 
08  yon  do  like  Wee  Hawk;  au’  though  I can’t 
vote  for  you,  I’ll  bet  my  pile  on  you.” 

Mr.  Wise  laughed  heartily  at  the  compari- 
sou,  aud  the  result  soon  proved  that  the  <^fire 
war  thar.”  W.  F.  Wisb. 


AN  ANECDOTE  OF  ROBERT  BRECKINRIDGEB 
YOUTH. 

This  amnsing  anecdote  was  told  me  a few 
years  ago  by  an  intimate  friend  of  the  noted 
divine: 

It  seems  that  Dr.  Robert  Breckinridge  lost 
his  father  iu  his  early  childhood,  so  that  his 
training  was  left  entirely  to  his  mother,  who 
was  a little  w'onian  with  a large  mind  and  won- 
derful will  power;  consequently  she  and  her 
eon  Robert  often  had  cause  for  disagreement, 
when  she  not  iufrequeutly  came  out  second 
best.  When  he  was  about  five,  one  of  these 
encounters  occurred.  One  day,  wheu  Mrs. 


Breckinridge  was  particularly  busy,  Robert  of 
course  became  unusually  rampagious. 

His  mother  stood  him  as  long  ns  possible, 
then  she  said,  **  Robert,  if  yon  do  or  say  anoth- 
er crooked  thing  this  evening,  I will  punish  yon 
well,  sir.” 

She  left,  and  heard  nothing  more  from  him 
for  some  hours,  when,  on  going  upstairs,  she 
stumbled  upon  Robert,  whom  she  saw  lying 
on  the  top  stair  twisted  in  the  most  horrible 
shape.  His  face  was  frightfully  drawn  as 
though  in  pain,  and  he  mattered  something  iu* 
audibly.  Mrs.  B.  became  greatly  alarmed,  and 
called  a servant  to  carry  the  child  to  her  room. 
There  she  begged  him  to  tell  her,  if  he  could, 
what  hurt  him,  whereupon  he  Jumped  up  iu 
bed,  laughed  in  her  face,  and  shrieked,  Ram’s 
horn ! — ram’s  horn  I Yon  told  me,  inanuna,  if 
I said  or  did  another  crooked  thing  you  would 
punish  me,  and  I have  said  and  done  the  crook- 
edest  I know  — ram’s  horn.  So  there!”  So 
saying,  he  got  up  and  fled. 

The  sequel  to  the  story  I did  not  bear,  but 
let  us  hope  that  when  Mrs.  Breckinridge  caught 
him  he  received  the  whipping  he  so  richly  de- 
served. From  what  I have  heard  of  her  char- 
acter, I think  be  did.  Cabella. 


SOMETHING  NEW  IN  THE  LAW. 

Senator  Vance  claims  that  the  people  of 
North  Carolina  are  the  most  law-abiding  peo- 
ple iu  the  world,  aud  to  prove  it  tolls  of  a 
newly  appointed  justice  of  the  peace  who  on 
a public  occasion,  when  a fight  was  about  to 
commence,  commanded  the  peace,  aud  pre- 
served it  by  rushing  between  two  combatants, 
drawing  a knife  a foot  in  length,  and  threat- 
ening instant  death  to  the  man  that  should 
violate  the  public  peace. 

I know  (writes  a correspondent)  of  an  in- 
cident w'hich  illustrates  admirably  the  love 
of  justice  which  animates  our  excellent  body 
of  magistrates,  as  well  as  their  ingenuity  in 
threading  the  mazes  of  the  law,  aud  arriving 
at  its  true  nicaning  and  intent. 

A newly  appointed  J.P.in  one  of  our  east- 
ern counties  was  trying  a civil  case  of  much 
difficulty,  iu  which  the  law  appeared  to  be 
involved  iu  considerable  donbt.  On  one  side 

was  Lawyer  B , contending  that  the  law 

was  dead  in  favor  of  his  client ; on  the  other 
was  Lawyer  H , who  was  equally  as  pos- 

itive that  the  law  was  clearly  on  the  other 
side.  The  Court  was  in  great  doubt  for  a 
time,  but  a lucky  idea  occurred  to  its  mind. 
**  Gentlemen,”  said  the  Court,  the  facts  iu 
this  case  are  well  ascertained,  but  the  law 
seems  to  be  doubtful.  The  attorneys  on  each 
side  have  stated  what  the  law  is,  but  they  do 
not  agree.  The  Court  decides  that  as  the  facts 
are  established  by  the  oaths  of  tcitnesses,  the 
law  must  be  established  tn  lihe  fimititer.  The 
Court  requires  each  attorney  to  swear  that  the 
law  is  what  he  has  asserted  it  to  he.” 

One  of  the  attorneys  took  the  required  oath 
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withoat  liesitatioD.  The  other  deroorred^  and 
lost  his  case. 

Our  new  J.  P,  declares  that  he  has  discov- 
ered a plan  of  getting  at  the  truth  of  the  law 
never  thought  of  by  Coke  or  Blackstone. 


In  Bellevue  Hospital,  where  patients  are 
treated  without  charge,  and  at  the  expense  of 
New  York  city,  an  old  colored  man  was  recent- 
ly discharged  after  the  cure  of  his  knee,  injured 
by  falling  down-stairs.  He  was  very  dignified 
and  polite,  and  he  took  pride  in  his  literary 
accomplishments.  During  his  convalescence 
he  spent  much  of  the  time  in  composing  and 
sending  letters  to  his  friends  outside.  The 
following  letter  from  him  W'as  received  at  the 
hospital  after  his  discharge.  It  was  addressed 
to  his  attending  physician : 

Nbw  York  — 1884 

Mt  Dear  Dr.— It  is  with  much  Solicitude  and  Alac- 
rity that  has  compelled  me  to  take  my  pen  in  hand  to 
write  you  these  few  lines  hoping  that  you  are  into  a 
perfect  state  of  health  and  also  very  Supercilious. 
Sir,  may  I have  the  pleasure  of  asking  you  to  Pardon 
and  Forgive  me  of  my  Stubbornness : in  leaving  the 
Hospital  with  out  first  having  Seen  you  before  taking 
my  departure  from  the  Institution.  I was  very  sory 
after  a- while  in  which  I reflected  thinking  that  you 
bad  been  so  kind  to  me  during  my  sickness  that  I 
must  truly  say  without  the  least  Adulation  that  your 
Dexterity  and  Illustrious  duty  was  quite  attentive  to 
me ; at  the  time  at  which  the  Operation  took  place  and 
after;  however  Dr.  William : please  when  it  is  com- 
modious to  your  complacency : I will  be  very  much 
obliged.  My  Hypothesis  leads  me  to  think  there  is 
still  a little  disconnection  in  my  knee  but  I has  at 
present  a very  strong  momentum,  although  at  night 
and  morning  it  pains  me  with  very  much  Acrimony. 
Doctor  I hope  you  are  not  angry  with  me  for  there 
is  no  ungratefulness  on  my  part.  If  there  Is,  I beg  to 
be  excused  at  that  time  when  I leaved  the  ward  I 
was  not  into  a proper  state  of  my  mind  owing  to 
that  it  is  over  one  year  since  the  injury  of  my  knee, 
and  what  little  moneys  1 had  it  was  all  spent  so  I was 
non  coinpm  mentm  at  that  time.  Dr.  William  I wish 
you  a happy  valediction  at  Christmas  and  I also  hope 
that  where  you  sojourn  or  where  your  domicile  is  I 
hope  also  that  you  may  have  as  many  cases  and  prac- 
tise that  you  can  attend  to 

Yours  truly  John  JxFrxRsog  Green. 

KB  I am  at  your  ad  lUditan. 


An  eccentric  Baptist  minister  in  Virginia 
was  noted  for  quaint  sayings.  He  was  the 
owner  of  a fine  yoke  of  oxen,  and  losing  one 
of  them — a loss  he  conld  ill  afford — was  well- 
nigh  inconsolable.  His  good  wife,  endeavor- 
ing to  comfort  him,  quoted,  “ The  Lord  giveth, 
and  the  Lord  taketh  away.^’ 

Yes,  Elizabeth,  I know ; but  I can’t  see 
what  the  Lord  wanted  with  an  odd  steer.” 


There  lived  in  southern  Ohio,  in  the  early 

days  of  that  State,  one  Judge  G-- , eminent 

in  his  profession  as  a lawyer,  and  well  known 
for  his  suavity  of  manner  and  courtly  bearing. 
The  judge  having  been  nominated  for  the  of- 
fice of  County  Judge,  thought  to  surprise  an 
eccentric  genius  by  the  name  of  Sam,  who  was 
mauling  rails  on  the  judge’s  farm,  and  took 


occasion  to  mention  it  on  his  first  visit  to  the 

Hills,”  as  he  called  his  place,  when  the  fol- 
lowing conversation  ensued: 

“Well,  Sam,  what  do  you  think!” 

“ Sometimes  one  thing,  jedge,  an’  sometimes 
’nother.” 

“But,  Sam,  they  have  nominated  me  as 
County  Judge.” 

“ They  might  ’a  done  wuss,  jedge.  How- 
Bomeuever,  don’t  holler  till  yer  outen  the 
woods.” 

The  judge  was  duly  elected,  and  on  his  next 
visit  to  the  Hills  thereafter  announced  the 
fact  unctuously  to  Sam,  who  was  in  the  woods, 
maul  in  hand. 

“ Well,  Sam,  I am  elected  by  a large  majori- 
ty. What  do  you  think  of  that!” 

“Well,  jedge,  down  in  our  parts  where  I 
was  raised,  when  we  wanted  a stopper,  ’n’ 
hadn’  any  cork,  we  giunerally  took  a corn  cob.” 

The  judge  passed  on;  Sam  resumed  his 
mauling.  

I VENTURE  (says  a correspondent)  to  send 
you  a pure  specimen  of  crushing  contemptuous 
scorn. 

In  our  lunatic  asylum  at  S we  had,  a 

few  years  ago,  os  medical  superintendent  and 
general  manager,  a pompous,  self-snfiScient  old 
doctor  with  a very  gushing  manner  and  great 
obsequiousness  to  any  visitor  whom  he  might 
deem  worth  cultivating.  It  was  more  than 
suspected  that  this  paternal  and  benevolent 
manner  did  not  always  characterize  his  inter- 
course with  the  patients,  but  was  donned  only 
on  state  occasions. 

He  had  several  hobbies,  and  would  bore  a 
visitor  dreadfully  with  his  overdone  politeness 
and  unceasing  stream  of  talk  about  the  insti- 
tution and  his  wonderful  management  thereof. 

On  one  occasion,  after  having  been  trotted 
all  over  the  building  by  him  to  my  great  dis- 
gust, as  1 had  called  on  busiuess,  and  my  time 
was  precious,  we  wore  approaching  his  own 
private  apartments,  and  on  opening  a door 
discovered  a young  w^oman  of  quiet,  lady-like 
appearance  seated  in  a small  parlor,  and  gazing 
through  the  window,  with  a fixed  expression 
of  weary  sadness,  on  the  beautiful  view  of 
woods  and  lawn  and  river  without. 

I did  not  realize  she  was  a patient,  and  there 
was  no  occasion  whatever  for  the  doctor  to 
disturb  her.  He  spoke  to  her,  however,  in  his 
blandest  way,  no  doubt  with  a view  of  proper- 
ly impressing  me,  and  said,  “ Well,  Jane,  and 
how  are  wo  this  morning!” 

She  did  not  reply,  but  continued  her  sad 
and  touching  gaze. 

He  repeated  the  question,  and  added,  “ Come, 
Jane,  surely  you  know  who  I am  !” 

She  dropped  the  arm  w^hich  had  supported 
her  head,  turned  slowly  to  look  at  him,  and 
said,  with  a sigh  of  weary  scorn,  “ Oh  yes ; you 
— you  are  the  urbane  and  gentlemanly  super- 
intendent.” 

. The  doctor  and  I left  immediately. 
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thither,  so  that,  in  the  most  literal  sense 
of  the  word,  learning  might  make  them 
free.  In  1391  we  find  the  Commons  pe- 
titioning that  entrance  to  the  schools  of 
the  universities  might  be  forbidden  to  the 
sons  of  bondmen — a peculiarly  offensive 
illustration  of  the  temper  of  the  gentle 
classes  toward  the  humble  after  the  great 
panic  of  King  Richard  II. ’s  reign. 

But  it  was  from  no  servile  stock  that 
the  youth  sprang  who,  probably  some- 
where between  the  years  1335  and  1340, 
first  became  a mem^r  of  the  university 
of  which  he  was  for  many  years  to  be 
reckoned  the  brightest  ornament.  There 
is  no  absolute  certainty  as  to  either  the 
birth-place  or  the  family  descent  of  John 
Wiclif  (for  Lechler  seems  justified  in  se- 
lecting this  contemporary  official  spell- 
ing from  among  the  score  of  orthograph- 
ical varieties  which  occur  of  the  name). 
He  may,  however,  be  fairly  assumed  to 
have  been  born  in  or  near  a village  situate 
on  the  bank  of  the  Tees,  in  the  North 
Riding  of  Yorkshire,  and  bearing  the 
name  of  Wycliffe  to  this  day.  And  he 
may  with  equal  probability  be  supposed 
to  have  been  a member  of  the  family  of 
the  Wiclifs  who  were  settled  here  as  lords 
of  the  manor  and  patrons  of  the  parish 
church  from  early  times  to  the  beginning 
of  the  reign  of  Jam^  L,  when  the  estate 
passed  to  another  family.  The  name  and 
stock,  however,  survived  in  the  neigh- 
borhood as  late  as  the  present  century. 
The  village  at  the  present  day  consists  of 
two  or  three  houses,  besides  the  church 
and  I’ector^’^  and  WicliflPe  Hall,  which  is  of 
modern  construction.  To  this  hall,  built 
in  all  probability  upon  the  site  of  the 
family  dwelling  of  the  Wiclifs,  a Roman 
Catholic  chapel  is,  or  till  very  recently 
was,  attached.  As  the  family  of  the  Wic- 
lifs tliemselves  remained  Roman  Catholic 
after  the  Tudor  Reformation  (half  the  vil- 
lage following  the  example),  we  may  if 
we  like  conjecture  them  to  have  been  a 
strong-willed  and  persistent  race ; but  I do 
not  know  that  there  is  much  advantage  in 
such  generalizations. 

The  John  Wiclif  for  whose  sake  alone 
his  old  English  name  is  remembered  may 
very  possibly  not  have  gone  up  to  Oxford 
at  as  early  an  age  as  was  customary  with 
the  majority  of  students  in  his  times,  and 
even  in  the  following  century.  Though 
there  were  many  older  persons  in  statu 
pupillari — some  of  them,  indeed,  suffi- 
ciently advanced  in  life  to  play  pranks 


and  engage  in  “perturbations  of  the 
peace”  which  no  precocity  could  account 
for  in  beardless  l^ys — yet  most  of  those 
who  received  their  education  at  Oxford 
commenced  residence  there  at  the  tender 
age  of  from  ten  to  twelve  years.  But  the 
north  of  England  was  neither  then  nor 
in  later  times  so  utterly  destitute  of  means 
of  education  as  it  may  have  suited  the 
masters  of  the  grammar  schools  and  the 
keepers  of  the  grammar  halls  at  Oxford 
to  assume.  Wiclif  need  not,  therefore, 
have  learned  his  grammar  at  Oxford ; but 
if  he  did  so,  w^e  may  fairly  conclude  that 
it  was  not  in  one  of  the  religious  houses, 
into  which,  according  to  the  assertion 
of  their  enemies,  the  monks  would  glad- 
ly have  inveigled  the  better  part  of  the 
youth  of  the  realm,  in  order  to  turn  them 
ultimately  into  monks  like  themselves. 
Professional  jealousy  may  have  contrib- 
uted its  share  to  the  bitter  hatred  with 
wffiich  the  monks,  extremely  successful  aa 
teachers  of  grammar,  were  regarded  by 
the  secular  party  in  Oxford.  In  all  prob- 
ability, Wiclif,  on  arriving  at  Oxford,  at 
once  became  a member  of  the  college 
which  seems  entitled,  even  mom  exclu- 
sively than  used  to  be  thought,  to  claim 
him  as  the  foremost  in  its  long  list  of 
worthies. 

Balliol  College,  founded  rather  less 
than  a century  before  by  a family — the 
Balliols  of  Barnard  Castle — settled  ip  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  Wiclifs  native  vil- 
lage, could  not  fail  to  give  admission  to 
the  Northern  student.  Indeed,  Balliol 
very  x)ossibly  stood  in  much  the  same  re- 
lation toward  the  Northern  students  at 
Oxford  as  that  which  Merton  held  tow'ard 
the  Southerners.  The  distinction  which 
these  terms  imply  was  one  of  the  utmost 
importance  in  the  life  of  ancient  Oxford, 
where,  after  a fashion  borrow^ed  probably 
from  Paris,  and  followed  by  other  medi- 
aeval universities,  the  students  were  di- 
vided into  two  nations  : the  Northern  (Bo- 
realis) and  the  Soutliern  (Australis), 
The  lines  which  separated  these  were,  it 
is  true,  drawn  rather  arbitrarily  ; but 
even  so  far  as  Englislinien  proper  were 
concerned,  the  division  had  a real  signifi- 
cance. For  the  actual  difference  between 
Nortli  and  South  ^as  as  yet  far  from 
effaced— even  in  language  ; and  indeed 
it  was  Wiclif's  translation  of  the  Scrip- 
tures which,  by  virtually  establishing  a 
normal  English  prose,  accomplished  more 
tow-ard  the  removal  of  this  barrier  than 
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any  royal  (»ra<^ademical ordinance.  Mean-  time,  its  inembers  refused  to  elect  North- 
while  the  ili  vision  ran  through  the  oiHcial  ern  scholars  into  their  society.  because 
as  as  the  social  and  intellectual  life  they  and  the  university  should  be  at 
of  the  university.  The  Northern  and  the  peace.'’  And  indeed  it  was  only  about 
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the  tiino  of  Wiclifs  arrival  at  Oxford 
tliat  the  great  Northern  secemioit  came  to 
an  end  which  had  scmght  to  set  up  a rival 
university  at  Stamford,  in  Lincolnshire, 
sunietbiiig  as  the  students  of  the  Gcrtiian 
nation  at  Prague,  in  Bus's  day,  estah- 
lished  u High  School  at  Leipzig.  Faction 
acconimudHtes  itself  to  the  atmosphere  of 
the  most  ahstraet  of  intellectual  pui'^uits; 
and  ill  the  central  philosophical  contro- 
versy of  l.ho  Middle  Ages,  upon  wlueh, 


Southern  nations  had  ejudi  a proctxir  of 
its  own,  and  iri  tlie  administration  of  the 
chariuhle  fund.s  tlhe  so-called  chrsif^)  it 
wiis  u^ual  to  appoint  a North  and  a S^uith 
cuuntryinan  side  by  side  with  one  another. 
The  few  colleges  in  existence  in  Wiclirs 
day  doubtless,  so  far  as  j)os,sible,  scA'crally 
gave  adraitUiiice  to  membei-s  of  a single 
nation  only  ; of  Merton,  at  all  events,  it 
is  iw^ord^inl  that  in  tlie  earlier  half  of  the 
fourteenth  century,  ami  even  iKTore  that 
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fortunately  for  Rome,  the  combativeness 
of  scholars  so  long  concentrated  itself — 
the  dispute  between  Realists  and  Nomi- 
nalists— the  Northerners  held  with  the 
teaching  of  their  countryman  Duns  Sco- 
tus,  and  the  Southerners  with  that  of 
William  of  Occam. 

There  seems  no  sufficient  reason  to  sup- 
pose Wiclif  to  have  become  at  any  time  a 
member  of  any  other  college  besides  Bal- 
liol,  though  he  seems  in  the  later  part  of 
his  life  to  have  for  some  years  occupied 
rooms  at  Queen’s.  The  Wiclifs  appear  to 
have  kept  up  a kind  of  family  connection 
with  Balliol,  so  that  his  later  eminence 
was  nowhere  likely  to  meet  with  warmer 
approbation  and  readier  acknowledgment. 
He  must  certainly  have  held  a fellowship 
at  the  college  before  he  was  (certainly  not 
later  than  1360)  appointed  to  its  master- 
ship— a post  for  which  by  the  college 
statutes  only  fellows  were  eligible.  For- 
tunately for  him,  it  must  have  been  just 
about  the  time  of  his  admission  to  the  col- 
lege that  it  was  entering  upon  the  enjoy- 
ment of  new  endowments,  which  increased 
the  number  and  laised  the  modest  emolu- 
ments of  its  fellowships,  thus  enabling  its 
most  hard-working  members  to  continue 
in  residence  after  they  had  taken  their  de- 
gree as  Masters  of  Arts,  and  to  prosecute 
the  theological  studies  which  they  had 
formerly  been  obliged  to  carry  on  else- 
where. Balliol  consequently  soon  became 
a chosen  home  of  scholastic  theology,  a 
science  of  which  the  decline  was  not  yet 
an  acknowledged  fact,  and  by  excelling 
in  which  Wiclif  gained  his  early  fame. 

We  have  no  special  information  con- 
cerning his  life  as  a student.  It  is  almost 
as  difficult  to  form  a vivid  conception  of 
Oxford  life  in  the  fourteenth  century  as 
to  picture  to  one’s  self  the  actual  city  that 
was  its  scene,  with  the  gates  which  then 
shut  it  in  at  night,  and  the  church  towers 
of  which  but  one  or  two  remain  to  mingle 
with  the  dome  and  spires  and  turrets  of 
to-day.  No  age  was  fonder  of  building 
than  this,  in  which  William  of  Wykeham 
spent  the  king’s  money  and  his  own  so 
royally ; but  so  far  as  Oxford  is  concerned, 
imagination  must  be  left  to  reconstruct 
the  view  which  met  the  eyes  of  the  North- 
ern youth  when  lie  first  forded  the  river 
on  approaching  what  to  him,  as  to  so  many 
after  him,  may  have  seemed  an  enchanted 
city.  Supposing  Wiclif  to  have  entered 
the  university  at  a comparatively  ad- 
vanced age,  there  were  certain  features 


peculiar  to  its  mediaeval  as  distinguished 
from  its  later  life  which  have  considera- 
ble significance  for  his  moral  and  intel- 
lectual growth.  At  the  student’s  entrance 
into  the  university  no  tests  presented 
themselves  to  blunt  the  youthful  con- 
science, and  no  examinations  to  flutter 
the  untried  powers.  In  his  under-gradu- 
ate days  no  academical  dress  either  im- 
peded his  freedom  or  indulged  his  vanity ; 
no  special  system  of  control  superintended 
the  always  mysterious  process  by  which 
in  mind  as  well  as  in  body  boys  expand 
into  youths  and  mature  into  men ; the  ac- 
ademical discipline  of  Oxford  grew  up 
piecemeal,  like  the  statute  law  of  England, 
Of  course  the  student  was  bound  by  the 
rules  of  the  hall  or  college  where  (after 
he  had  absolved  his  grammar  elsewhere) 
he  went  through  his  training  as  an  Artist. 
For  four  years  we  may  imagine  Wiclif 
thus  occupied,  abiding  in  his  modest  ca?u- 
era,  possibly  less  scantily  furnished  with 
books  than  those  of  many  other  scholars, 
though  in  truth  few  could  in  those  days 
afford  to  buy  books,  and  considering  that 
instruction  was  almost  entirely  by  word 
of  mouth,  few  would  find  much  necessity 
for  their  use.  Hearing  lectures  and  re- 
peating what  he  had  heard  formed  the 
student’s  chief  means  of  training  for  the 
examinations  which  he  had  to  pass  for 
his  bachelor’s  degree.  After  three  years 
more  he  “incepted”  as  a Master  of  Arts. 
Inception  was  the  great  event  of  the  schol- 
ar’s life,  and  was  celebrated  accordingly 
— after  the  undying  fashion  of  universi- 
ties— by  festivals  and  fees.  For  before 
the  Inceptor  was  constituted  a Regent 
Master,  he  had  to  deliver  a series  of  lec- 
tures extending  over  a period  of  two  years, 
forty  days  of  which  had  to  be  devoted  to 
disputations.  Here  was  time  enough  for 
a young  lecturer  to  make  or  mar  a repu- 
tation in ; and  on  the  whole  it  is  with  this 
practice  more  than  with  any  other  that  we 
may  associate  the  workings  of  that  spirit 
of  ambition  which  was  as  the  breath  in  the 
nostrils  of  the  academical  life  of  the  Mid- 
dle Ages.  Whether  in  the  later  years  of 
his  mastership  (or  doctorate)  a master 
chose  to  avail  himself  of  his  right  of  giv- 
ing lectures  was  entirely  a matter  for  his 
own  choice;  and  in  Wiclifs  case  we  may 
suppose  him  coming  up  at  intervals  from 
his  successive  livings  in  the  country  to  lec- 
ture at  Oxford,  as  occasion  or  impulse  sug- 
gested. The  title  of  Doctor  of  Divinity — 
degrees  in  tliis  and  in  the  other  faculties 
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from  the  oral  teaching  of  Thomas  of 
Bradwardine,  who  held  the  archbish- 
opric of  Canterbury  for  a few  weeks 
only  before  his  death.  Not  only  was 
Bradwardine  of  Merton  College,  in  the 
direction  of  which  the  sympathies  of  the 
young  Borealis  were,  to  begin  with,  un- 
likely to  attract  him,  but  his  connection 
with  Oxford  must  have  come  to  an  end 
very  soon  after,  if  not  before,  Wiclifs  be- 
gan; for  in  1389,  when  Edward  III.,  in 
defiance  of  papal  thunders,  first  invaded 
France,  the  “Profound  Doctor”  had  ac- 
companied the  king  as  his  chaplain  and 
confessor — an  office  which  he  held  for  sev- 
eral years.  In  any  case,  while  Wiclif 
must  have  learned  from  whatever  teach- 
ers he  frequented  much  of  the  knowledge 
and  of  the  accomplishments  on  which  his 
subsequent  fame  as  a scholastic  philoso- 
pher and  theologian  rested,  he  must  also 
have  caught  from  the  lips  or  writings  of 
the  men  just  named,  or  of  men  like  them, 
something  of  the  public  spirit  — the  na- 
tional spirit,  as  it  may  fairly  be  called — 
which  they  and  he  had  in  common.  He 
certainly  became,  at  a time  and  under  cir- 
cumstances which  we  are  unable  very  pre- 
cisely to  fix,  the  most  shining  light  in  the 
university  among  the  representatives  of 
its  scholastic  learning.  The  mastership 
of  his  college,  and  the  college  living  of 
Fylingham,  in  Lincolnshire,  which  he  ap- 
parently held  for  some  time  in  conjunc- 
tion with  it,  are  preferments  which  may 
fairly  be  connected  with  his  eminence  as 
an  academical  teacher.  So  (if  we  are  to 
regard  an  old  controversy  as  finally  set- 
tled) may  his  brief  tenure  of  the  warden- 
ship  of  Canterbury  Hall  at  Oxford.  This 
new  foundation  of  Archbishop  Simon  Islip 
originally  comprised  both  monks  and  sec- 
ular priests,  while  the  warden  was  always 
to  be  chosen  out  of  <hree  monks  present- 
ed by  the  Christ  Church  Benedictines  at 
Canterbury,  who  formed  the  Chapter  of 
the  Cathedral.  The  appointment  of  Wic- 
lif in  1365  by  the  founder  was  part  of  an 
endeavor  to  remove  the  monastic  element, 
and  was  therefore  naturally  enough  re- 
sented by  the  Canterbury  monks.  Arch- 
bishop Islip  having  died  a feiw  months 
afterward,  Wiclif  was  speedily  deposed, 
and  his  appeal  to  the  pope  was  rejected 
with  unusual  promptitude  in  1368,  through 
the  inlluence  of  the  new  archbishop,  now 
caixiinal,  Simon  Langham.  There  is  no 
reason  for  supposing  that  Wiclif  took  this 
episode  greatly  to  heart ; but  ten  years 
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afterward,  when  combating  the  sinfulness 
of  church  endowments,  he  illustrated  his 
argument  by  a reference  to  the  Simon 
who  sinned  in  some  measure  by  incorpo- 
rating a parish  church  with  his  collegiate 
foundation,  and  to  the  “Anti-Simon”  who 
sinned  more  grievously  in  undoing  what 
his  predecessor  had  done.  In  general, 
controversy  was,  as  a matter  of  course, 
insepamble  from  academical  distinction, 
and  appears  to  have  been  carried  on  in  a 
tone  certainly  not  less  dignified  or  self -re- 
strained  than  that  usual  among  the  schol- 
ars of  the  Renaissance.  Such  a learned 
duel  was,  for  instance,  that  which  Wiclif 
carried  on  with  the  doughty  Carmelite 
friar  John  Cuningham,  who,  as  another 
member  of  the  same  order  informs  us, 
for  many  years  sustained  a protracted 
and  continuous  strife  with  Wiclif,  man- 
fully withstanding  the  heretic's  corrosive 
speech,  and  his  discourse,  mordant  with- 
out Christian  piety.  The  Wiclif-Cuning- 
ham  controversy  of  the  years  1361-1366 
may  probably  be  taken  as  a fair  sample 
of  a scholastic  disputation  between  two 
doctors  of  acknowledged  subtlety.  Un- 
fortunately the  arguments  are  not  com- 
pletely preserve^  so  that  the  truth  or  er- 
roneousness of  various  propositions  ad- 
vanced by  Wiclif  — such  as  this,  that 
whatever  has  been,  or  will  be,  w— <?an  not 
be  said  to  have  been  finally  settled  by  the 
discussion.  The  most  complete  example 
of  his  own  scholastic  manner  is  to  be 
found  in  the  famous  Trialogus,  in  the 
earlier  part  of  which  the  attempt  is  made 
to  prove  the  doctrine  of  the  Trinity  by 
natural  reason.  Such  endeavors,  it  may 
be  added,  were  in  harmony  with  the  pop- 
ular taste,  as  well  as  with  the  academical 
tendencies,  of  the  day ; even  Langlande, 
in  his  “ Vision,”  a poem  certainly  not  in- 
tended exclusively  for  a lettered  public, 
takes  occasion  to  indulge  in  a long-drawn 
series  of  analogies  and  similes  designed 
to  illustrate  the  same  mystery. 

Yet  even  while  Wiclif  and  his  contem- 
poraries were  engaged  on  the  refinements 
of  such  inquiries,  they  were  not  necessari- 
ly insensible  to  the  claims  of  a different 
sphere  of  study  and  debate. 

It  is  easy  to  sneer  at  the  extravagances 
or  the  artificialities  of  the  schools,  or  to 
point  out  how  Wiclif's  style  retained  to 
the  last  the  traces  of  the  combats  in  wliich 
it  had  been  formed;  how  in  simple  ser- 
mons he  likes  to  seek  for  the  secondary 
meanings,  impalpable  to  the  vulgar,  of 
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Scriptural  fact^;.  Yet  even  so,  his  train-  of  the  most  distinguished  members  of  their 
ing  did  not  deprive  him  Of  the  capacity  )>ody  been  in  sympathy  with  a free  and 
which  he  desi<x?d  in  preachers  of  provid*  vigorous  policy  us  to  the  relations  l>etween 
irig  that  the  people  undei-staiul  wellj"  or  church  and  state;  they  had  supported  the 


jonx  OK  GAtNT. 


quencli  in  !um  a spirit  “ t4i  n*ck  not  of  the  national  endeavors  of  the  gi^eat  Bishop  cf 
arguments  that  sophists  make."'  Nor  had  Lincoln  (Omsselete),  whom  liis  yotinger 
the  learning  of  ():jcford  ever  altogether  contemporary  Roger  Bacon  descrihe<l  as 
cut  itsi/lf  otf  from  con  Ok*  t with  public  life  the  only  living  man  in  possession  f>r  all 
and  public  feeling.  The  Franciscans, who  the  sciences,  but  in  whom  the  free  spin t 
had  here  in  their  hast  days  disputed  the  of  action  was  united  to  love  of  leurniiig: 
palm  of  wdiolastio  pre  eminence  with  their  and  to  them  had  betm  due  the  patriot ii’  en- 
rivals  the  Uominicaus.  hud  in  tlie  ]>ei'sons  thnsiasm  which  caused  tlie  university  to 
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furnish  a band  of  volunteers  in  support  of 
Simon  de  Montfort  and  the  policy  of  the 
Oxford  Parliament.  Though  the  majori- 
ty of  their  order  had  accepted  the  papal 
decree  which  decided  the  great  struggle 
between  the  Franciscans  and  Dominicans 
concerning  the  right  of  mendicant  orders 
to  hold  property  in  favor  of  the  laxer 
views  of  the  latter,  yet  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  among  them,  with  William 
of  Occam  at  their  head,  had  preferred  exile 
and  revolt  to  submission.  Since  that  time 
the  spirit  of  the  Franciscans  had  grown 
slack ; but  such  traditions  as  these  are  nev- 
er quite  forgotten ; and  they  too,  if  I may 
venture  to  use  the  expression,  formed  part 
of  Wiclif  s training.  Thus  equipped,  he 
might  await  his  time;  and,  as  is  so  often 
the  case  in  history,  when  the  man  was 
ready  for  the  opportunity,  an  opportunity 
of  the  highest  significance  soon  offered 
itself  to  his  hand. 

Of  course  Wiclifs  fame  has  no  more 
than  that  of  other  great  men  been  spared 
the  insinuation  that  the  real  motive  cause 
of  his  life’s  action  was  a personal  griev- 
ance. Certain  minds  can  not  fly  higher 
than  this.  Wiclif,  we  are  told  by  the 
pious  confessor  of  the  orthodox  Henry 
V.,  the  Carmelite  provincial  Thomas  Net- 
ter  of  Walden  (who  labored  so  successful- 
ly to  bind  together  the  tares  of  Wiclifism 
as  to  deserve  the  thanks  of  all  latter-day 
Lollards),  turned  reformer  because  he  had 
been  di^ppointed  in  his  hope  of  the  see  of 
Worcester.  But  it  is  not  because  of  pre- 
ferment denied  that  great  men  war  with 
the  world,  like  that  Miserrimiis  who  sleeps 
a querulous  sleep  under  the  cloisters  of 
Worcester  Cathedral. 

At  whatever  date  it  may  please  the  his- 
tory books  to  assert  that  Wiclif  ‘‘became 
a reformer,”  his  patriotism,  for  the  nur- 
ture of  which  I have  endeavored  to  ac- 
count, was  stirred  to  its  first  public  effort 
against  papal  pretensions  offensive  to 
national  feeling  on  an  occasion  which 
might  well  turn  academical  doctoi*s  into 
political  combatants.  Only  very  rarely 
has  the  Curia  chosen  its  opportunity  so 
ill  tis  when  in  the  year  1365  Pope  Urban 
V.  called  upon  King  Edward  HI.  to  pay 
up  the  arrears  of  the  annual  feudal  ac- 
knowledginent  agreed  to  by  King  John, 
and  in  future  to  send  with  regularity  the 
thousand  marks  a year  which  attested 
his  vassalsliip  to  the  Holy  See.  The  pay- 
ment had  been  often  intermitted  since 
King  John's  day,  and  neither  Edward  I. 


nor  Eldward  III.  had  scrupled  to  refuse  it. 
Nor  could  Pope  Urban’s  claim  have  at 
any  time  been  less  likely  to  be  acquiesced 
in  by  the  English  king  and  people  than 
when  it  was  actually  put  forth. 

The  period  of  decline  had  not  yet  set  in 
when  men  began  to  forget  the  glories  of 
the  earlier  and  larger  half  of  Edward 
III.’s  reign.  The  terrible  sufferings  of 
the  people,  if  they  had  reached  the  king’s 
ears,  had  neither  affected  his  ambition  nor 
impaired  his  authority.  The  English  court 
was  still  one  of  the  most  brilliant  of  Eu- 
rope, and  its  chivalrous  forms  gilded  the 
outside  of  a society  in  which  there  was 
much  inward  rottenness.  In  vain  Arch- 
bishop Islip  had  addressed  a remonstrance 
against  its  extravagances  to  the  king  him- 
self. Men  had  little  thought  how  it  is 
pride  that  pulls  the  country  down  at  a 
time  when  three  suppliant  kings  had  so- 
journed beneath  the  sliadow  of  Edward’s 
throne.  Only  recently  the  most  illustri- 
ous of  these,  King  John  of  France,  had 
died  at  the  Savoy  Palace.  By  the  peace 
which  had  enabled  him  to  return  to  his 
own  kingdom,  before  he  chivalrously  came 
back  into  captivity,  one-third  of  France 
had  been  nominally  left  in  English  hands. 
The  French  wars  had  stimulated  a nation- 
al feeling  in  the  French-speaking  barons 
whose  banners  had  fluttered  at  Crecy  and 
Poitiers,  as  well  as  in  the  yeomen  whose 
national  English  arm,  the  long-bow,  had 
decided  the  day  in  each  of  those  spirit- 
stirring  fights.  The  time  was  not  yet 
past  of  which  a ballad  on  the  death  of 
Edward  III.  was  afterward  to  record  with 
regretful  pride, 

“Sometime  they  counted  not  a bean 
By  all  France,  1 uiidcrstand." 

The  king  himself  still  sat  firmly  on  his 
throne,  on  which  there  was  no  fear  but 
that  he  would  be  succeeded  by  a heroic 
prince — the  idol  of  the  nation — married 
to  a beautiful  wife  who  had  already  borne 
an  heir  to  the  hopes  of  England.  No  dis- 
quiet was  as  yet  caused  at  home  by  the 
ambition  of  the  Black  Prince’s  scheming 
brother,  John  of  Gaunt,  who  had  just  be- 
come Duke  of  I-<ancaster,  and  was  the 
wealthiest  subject  of  the  realm.  The  un- 
warranted attempt  in  which  he  pei*suaded 
the  Black  Prince  to  engage  with  him  for 
the  restoration  of  Pedro  the  Cruel  to  the 
throne  of  Castile  belongs  to  a but  slightly’ 
later  date.  It  was  when  the  Black  Prince 
was  starting  from  Bordeaux  into  Spain 
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o!i  this  very  expfditioir  which  was  to  jects,  Po|;>e  Urhtui  iuhlressed  liis  demand 
h'jui  to  the  overthrow  of  En^land  s as-  from  Avijriion.  wliere  he  and  his  pretle- 
rtoidemy,  that  t!ie  ol)«ervintc  Froissart  cessors  had,  accord i rig'  k>  the  conviction 
''witneSvSed  the  ^ivai  Imughtiness  of  the  of  t!ie  English  people,  invariably  acted 
Knjrlish,  who  are  attuble  to  no  other  na-  ius  tlie  allit^s  or  lienchineii  of  tin?  Frcncli 


lion  than  their  own:  nor  could  any  of  arch-foo.  ?Vnd  tins,  moreover,  when  only 
the  fjtmllenien  of  Gascony  or  Aquihiine,  two  years  previously  (KUIu)  the  Eii^rlish 
thou^^b  they  Imd  iniinf?d  tliemselves  by  Parliarnent  had,  by  re-enaetiriir  iis/n  ^rjin/- 
their  w^nrs,  obtain  ottice  or  ap|>ointment  n/rc  statute  dirfs^ed  ag'ainsl  the  papal  en- 
in  their  oNvn  country  ; for  the  Enj^lish  croach incuts  called  *' pr<>vis}ons/’ shown 
&iid  they  were  neitln*r  on  a level  with  with  sutHfienl  clcurne.ss  what  advice  it 
them  nor  worthy  of  their  society.'*  wavS  likely  to  oircr  to  the  kii^e-  in  the  mat- 

To  a sovereign  whose  haughty  spirit  Unvof  a deinarid  for  lliirly-thivc  years’ ar- 
was  in  such  a incjisure  .sliaml  hy  his  sub-  rears  of  a tribute  implying**  acknowledg*- 
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ment  of  the  papal  overlordship  over  the 
entire  realm.  Parliament,  when  the  king 
actually  did  refer  the  pope’s  demand  to  it, 
gave  the  answer  which  was  to  be  expect- 
ed, though  in  what  terms  we  do  not  know ; 
and  the  feudal  claim  of  the  Holy  See 
henceforth  became  a matter  of  historical 
curiosity,  which  never  again  intinided 
itself  into  the  domain  of  practical  politics. 

Wiclif,  whose  Oxford  reputation  seems 
a little  before  this  time  to  have  secured  to 
him  an  appointment  in  “the  house  of 
Herod”  (to  borrow  the  pleasing  expres- 
sion of  Friar  Cuningham)  as  royal  chap- 
lain, was  called  upon,  very  much  as  a 
Queen’s  Counsel  might  have  been  in  the 
days  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  to  justify  the 
rejection  of  the  papal  demand  in  a liter- 
ary manifesto.  For  I would  interpret  in 
this  way,  rather  than  as  the  report  of  a 
real  Parliamentary  debate,  the  narrative 
which,  in  answer  to  a direct  challenge 
from  a monastic  opponent,  Wiclif  put 
forth  in  the  year  1366  of  the  declarations 
made  in  “a  certain  council”  of  lords  con- 
cerning the  claim.  There  seem  to  me 
no  real  grounds  for  the  supposition  that 
Wiclif  was  himself  a member  of  Parlia- 
ment, while  the  rhetorical  notion  of  dis- 
tinguishing a series  of  arguments  by  put- 
ting them  into  the  mouths  of  a succession 
of  imaginary  speakers  is  a device  such  as 
would  naturally  suggest  itself  to  so  ac- 
complished a controversialist.  For  the 
rest,  it  need  hardly  be  said  that  though 
legally  the  position  of  Wiclifs  adversary 
was  unassailable,  it  was  in  more  senses 
than  one  well  thought  of  on  Wiclif's  part, 
without,  as  he  says,  violating  his  obedi- 
ence to  the  Church  of  Rome,  to  confute 
her  case  out  of  the  mouths  of  a number 
of  temporal  statesmen.  The  argument 
could  thus  be  taken  into  any  range  or 
sphere  commending  itself  to  the  wnriter, 
and  he  carried  it  at  once  into  the  highest, 
by  making  one  of  his  lords  insist  upon 
the  pope’s  duty  to  follow  the  Saviour  by 
refusing  'worldly  dominion,  and  on  the 
consequent  duty  of  the  king  and  his  ad- 
visei's  to  reject  the  ])resent  demand  of  the 
papal  treasury.  Here  (whether  the  argu- 
ment was  ever  used  by  a “second  lord”  or 
not  I we  have  the  germ  of  the  idea  which 
reap])eared  in  the  famous  work  publislied 
by  Wiclif  some  time  within  the  live  years 
following,  as  a preliminary  to  a collect- 
ive exposition  of  his  theology.  Wiclifs 
argument  .seeks  to  sap  the  very  founda- 
tions of  the  system  which  the  j)olicy  of 


the  popes  had  built  up  during  the  Middle 
Ages,  and  which  aimed  at  holding  in  sub- 
jection the  monarchies  of  the  world.  He 
endeavors  to  establish  the  absolute  inde- 
pendence of  the  civil  power  in  civil  mat- 
ters, and  on  the  other  hand  its  right,  and 
even  its  duty,  to  interfere  on  occasion  in 
the  affairs  of  the  Church.  Of  couree  this  is 
only  a mere  outside  corner,  so  to  speak,  of 
the  system  of  moral  and  social  philosophy 
constructed  by  Wiclif  ; but  it  sufficiently 
characterizes  the  first  stage  of  his  polem- 
ics against  Rome,  when  as  yet  he  neither 
impugned  her  doctrines  nor  even  assail- 
ed her  main  institutions,  including  that 
of  the  papacy  itself.  His  position  w^as 
still  one  shared  by  the  bulk  of  the  higher 
classes  among  the  laity,  though  it  may 
be  doubted  whether  among  those  of  the 
clergy  who  were  willing  to  declare  their 
views  many  would  have  been  found  ready 
to  declare  their  adherence  to  his.  The 
opinions  published  by  Wiclif  during  the 
twelve  years  (or  thereabouts)  following 
amount  to  no  more  than  the  repetition 
or  expansion  of  what  he  had  then  ad- 
vanced. 

But  all  too  soon,  and  before  a second 
occasion  arose  for  a participation  by 
Wiclif  in  public  affairs,  a change  had 
come  over  the  nation  w’hose  government 
had  so  promptly  defied  the  arrogance  of 
the  Roman  pontiff.  The  attempt  to  bring 
about  by  English  intervention  the  resto- 
ration of  Pedro  the  Cruel  had  indeed  been 
momentarily  successful,  and  the  day  of 
Navarre — one  of  the  most  desperate  bat- 
tles ever  fought  by  Englishmen  even  on 
the  blood-stained  soil  of  the  Peninsula — 
had  added  one  more  leaf  to  the  laurels  of 
the  Black  Prince.  But  he  had  returned 
from  Spain  'with  his  strength  broken  for- 
ever by  the  sickness  which  had  carried 
away  four-fifths  of  his  soldiery;  and  the 
gloom  was  gathering  in  which  Edward 
III.’s  reign  was  to  close.  By  the  year 
1371  the  Black  Prince  had  performed  his 
last  feat  of  arms.  The  friend  of  France 
reigned  in  Castile,  while  France  herself 
had  at  last  torn  up  the  impossible  treaty 
which  had  left  a considerable  part  of  her 
torritorA^  in  English  hands.  While  the^e 
districts  were  being  gradually  recovered 
by  Charles  Y.,  now  in  alliance  wdth  the 
King  of  Navarre  and  the  Kuig  of  Scot- 
land, the  English  fleet  was  no  longer 
mistress  of  the  seas,  and  more  might  be 
in  jeopardy  than  the  foreign  acquisitions 
of  tlie  Phintagenet  dynasty.  But  King 
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Blward  aiul  his  Parliaments  had  not  as  will  betw^-en  tlm  laity  and  the  fclergy 
yet  eousenh'd  to  ])end  before  the  pressure  wliich  led  to  the  g’reat  administrative  re- 
of  tliese  calamities.  The  war  must  be  form  of  the  year  1372.  Its  motive  cause 
continued  and  its  cost  must  be  defrayetl  is  not,  i)erhaps,  to  l>e  soni^ht  in  tlie  pas- 
— thequt^sfiou  only  wiis,  by  tc/fom  f Were  sionate  conviction  announced  at  a later 
the  clernry—abovp  all,  were  the  religimi  date  by  Wiclif,  that  '"  faith  and  good  re- 
poHsemionnii,  i\\^  members  of  the  reli-  ligioii  stand  i n secular  men.  and  in  ])riests 
pious  ordci's  possessed  of  endowments—  are  wonls  without  pocHl  deeds,’’ hut  mther 
to  be  excused  their  quota  of  contrihu-  in  a very  intelHgible  jettlousy  of  the  pre- 
tions,  as  a Benedictine  preaclier  contend-'  dominance  of  a class  wliich  mi  longer  even 
ed  in  the  univemty"  pulpit  at  Oxford,  and  comprt'herided  all  the  educated  intelii- 
ot her  monks  in  tlie  Parliament  at  West-  pence  of  the  country,  and  in  a continued 
niiUvSter  f They  were  in  the  minority,  suspicion  of  the  papal  influences  opei*ating 
For  the  Parliament  agreed  with  the  view  s upon  it.  Parliament,  therefore,  insisted 
of  a ‘'}>eer  of  connidenihle  exjierience,”  on  the  dismissal  of  the  ecclesiastics  from 
pat  fortl),  as  Wiclif  I'ecouiits,  in  tlie  form  the  great  offices  of  state,  now  virtually  tno- 
of  a fable  concerning  a certain  owl  who  nojwdized  by  their  order.  This  dismissal 
brought  upcHi  herself  condign  punishment  no  doubt  also  afiected  humbler  clerks  hold- 
from  the  other  hir<ls  by  her  ivfusal,  when  ing  ofhees  in  the  courts  of  law,  <»r  as  “jus- 
in  ditHeult>%  to  give  up  to  tliem  llie  fea-  tices,  sherirt's.  stewards,  or  haililfs.’'  At 
thei*s  with  which  tluy  had  previously  the  liead  of  the  clerical  hiireaucnicY  stood 
beautified  her.  In  other  words,  the  cler-  the  famous  William  of  Wykehaiu,  Bishop 
gy  had  to  jwiy  heavy  taxes  on  all  land.s  of  Wincliester.  w'ho  Wi^  so  far  advanced 
which  had  l>eeti  In  their  hands  for  the  in  thi' roy  al  favor  that,  according  to  Frois 
last  fourscore  ycai'S.  Nothing  could  have  .sari,"  everything  \vas  dune  hv  him,  and 
more  materially  heljicd  to  produce  the  ill-  nothing  was  done  without  him.  ’ Fie  liad 


186 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


been  a pluralist  of  the  first  magnitude  be- 
fore he  was  appointed  to  his  wealthy  see; 
now  he  had  to  resign  the  Chancellorship, 
while  other  prelates  gave  up  the  Trea- 
surership  and  the  Privy  Seal.  Laymen 
were  appointed  in  their  places;  and  the 
Privy  Council  also  was  now  composed  of 
laymen  only. 

The  spirit  which  instigated  this  trench- 
ant reform  is  further  illustrated  by  an  in- 
cident belonging  to  the  same  year  1372, 
and  commented  upon  by  Wiclif  in  a sig- 
nificant tract  published  a few  years  later. 
One  Arnold  Gamier,  a canon  of  Chalons, 
had  arrived  in  England  as  papal  nuncio 
and  as  collector  of  papal  dues.  For  sev- 
eral years  he  appears  at  intervals  to  have 
exercised  his  functions,  travelling  about 
in  that  lordly  style  which  was  coming  to 
vex  the  souls  of  Englishmen.  Before  be- 
ginning his  first  circuit  of  collections  he 
w’as,  however,  required  to  swear  to  a form- 
al undertaking  to  respect  the  rights  and 
interests  of  the  crown  and  kingdom, 
which  he  appears  very  cheerfully  to  have 
done.  In  asking  how  far  Gamier  was 
guilty  of  perjury  in  collecting  the  pope’s 
dues  after  entering  upon  such  an  obliga- 
tion, Wiclif  obviously  intended  to  go  to 
the  root  of  the  question  whether  papal  ex- 
actions were  allowable  at  all.  But  before 
he  had  thus  unmistakably  approached  the 
position  which  he  ultimately  adopted,  he 
had  passed  through  an  altogether  novel 
experience. 

The  difficulty  which  caused  Wiclifs 
journey  to  Bruges  was  one  of  very  old 
standing.  The  grievance  of  papal  pro- 
visions— the  reservation,  that  is,  of  Eng- 
lish benefices  to  nominees  of  the  Pope, 
generally,  of  course,  foreigners — had  sur- 
vived the  most  stringent  legislation  that 
had  attempted  to  remove  it,  and  in  one 
of  those  moments  of  which  it  seems  so 
difficult  for  temporal  governments  to  es- 
cape the  temptation,  negotiations  had  been 
opened  with  the  Holy  See  in  order  to  ar- 
rive at  some  solution  of  the  long-lived 
difficulty  by  means  of  a friendly  arrange- 
ment. The  mission  of  the  Bishop  of  Ban- 
gor to  Avignon  in  1373  had,  however,  end- 
ed in  soft  speeches,  so  that  it  can  not  have 
l>een  in  an  altogether  sanguine  mood  that 
advantage  was  taken  of  the  x)eace  confer- 
ences between  England  and  France,  in 
X)rogress  under  papal  mediation  at  Bruges, 
to  attempt  a settlement  of  the  ecclesias- 
tical question  at  the  same  time.  The  pre- 
sence of  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  who  was 


negotiating  the  peace,  could  not  fail  to  be 
useful;  and  the  commission  sent  to  treat 
on  provisions,  and  headed  once  more  by 
the  Bishop  of  Bangor,  included,  among 
other  learned  men,  the  famous  Oxford 
doctor  John  Wiclif.  Only  a few  months 
earlier  the  favor  with  which  he  was  re- 
garded in  high  places  had  been  shown  by 
his  presentation  to  the  rectory  of  Lutter- 
worth, in  Leicestershire — so  far  as  is  known 
the  only  benefice  ever  bestowed  upon  him 
by  the  crown.  (The  living  of  Ludgel^- 
hall,  in  Buckinghamshire,  which  he  held 
for  some  years  before,  had  been  accepted 
by  him  in  exchange  for  his  college  living 
at  Fylingham ; as  to  the  prebend  at  Aust, 
in  connection  with  the  collegiate  church  of 
Westbury,  near  Bristol,  which  was  grant- 
ed to  him  in  1375,  it  is  only  known  that  his 
nomination  to  this  was  confirmed  by  the 
crown.)  Wiclif,  it  may  be  worth  while 
to  note,  was  never  a pluralist. 

The  visit  of  Wiclif  to  Bruges  awakens, 
indeed,  no  tragic  memory  like  the  sum- 
mons of  Hus  to  Constance;  nor  is  there 
very  much  point  in  the  inevitable  com- 
parison between  the  former  and  Luther’s 
journey  to  Rome.  It  is,  moreover,  un- 
likely that  the  fiourishing  Flemish  city, 
in  those  times  one  of  the  chief  markets  of 
Europe,  and  so  self-consciously  prosper- 
ous that  on  a festive  occasion  in  this  peri- 
od of  its  history  six  hundred  ladies  are 
said  to  have  severally  outshone  the  Queen 
of  France  by  the  splendor  of  their  attire, 
should  have  presented  itself  to  Wiclif  in 
that  dim  religious  light  of  ultramonta- 
nism  in  retreat  which  seems  to  surround 
the  Bruges  of  to-day.  If  anything  there 
could  have  communicated  its  spirit  to  the 
English  stranger,  it  was  the  sturdy  reso- 
lution to  resist  tyranny,  whether  ecclesi- 
astical or  lay,  which  distinguished  Bruges 
and  her  sister  towns.  As  to  the  papal  pol- 
icy and  its  modes  of  action,  he  could  learn 
nothing  that  was  new  to  him,  though  much 
to  confirm  conclusions  already  formed. 
The  result  of  the  conferences,  his  part  in 
which  we  can  only  conjecture,  was  that 
while  Pope  Gregory  XI.  consented  to  meet 
the  wishes  of  the  English  crown  wdth  re- 
gaixl  to  all  cases  dating  from  his  predeces- 
sor's reign,  he  reserved  all  his  rights  as  to 
the  future,  and  thus  left  the  principle  at 
issue  unsettled. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  meeting  at  Bru- 
ges was  of  high  significance  for  Wiclif’s 
future  career,  because  of  the  intimate  re- 
lations into  which  it  brought  him  with 
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the  man  \yixo  was  fnftt  i^pmvni^  in  the  fnnit  milk  ut 
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bility  and  burgesses  of  the  land ; and  the 
negotiations  at  Bruges  may  well  have  ap- 
prised him  that  in  any  endeavor  to  curb 
the  arrogance  of  the  clergy,  and  to  pre- 
vent it  from  recovering  its  predominance, 
he  would  find  an  invaluable  ally  in  Wic- 
lif.  On  the  existence  of  any  personal 
sympathies  between  the  pair  it  is  as  ab- 
surd to  speculate  as  it  is  to  suppose  that 
John  of  Gaunt  had  anything  in  common 
with  Wiclif’s  religious  ideas  and  aspira- 
tions. 

When  the  Parliament  whose  fearless- 
ness obtained  for  it  from  the  people  the 
name  of  the  Good  Parliament  assem- 
bled about  Easter -tide,  1376,  the  attack 
was  opened  with  unprecedented  vigor 
against  the  pope’s  usurpation  of  English 
Church  patronage;  against  the  holding  of 
livings  by  foreign,  or  at  least  non-resident, 
cardinals  and  other  prelates;  against  the 
simoniacal  sale  of  preferments  by  the  x>a- 
pal  brokers.  Though  there  is  no  reason 
for  believing  Wiclif  to  have  been  a mem- 
ber of  this  assembly,  his  spirit  pervaded 
it,  and  a bishop,  when  speaking  in  it,  sin- 
gled out  Wiclif's  name  for  reprobation. 
On  the  other  hand,  it  was  no  doubt  un- 
fortunate for  his  cause,  if  not  for  himself, 
that  the  Good  Parliament’s  zeal  for  re- 
form, fostered  very  possibly  both  by  the 
fears  of  the  Black  Prince  and  by  the  judi- 
cious influence  of  the  clergy,  directed  it- 
self chiefly  against  the  court  party,  with 
which  John  of  Gaunt  was  connected. 
Thus  the  hatred  excited  by  the  Duke 
of  Lancaster  may  have  intensified  the 
wrath  clierished  by  the  higher  clergy 
against  his  academical  helpmate ; and 
though  the  former,  after  the  death  of  the 
Black  Prince  in  1376,  was  strong  enough 
to  overpower  the  feeling  against  him, 
Wiclif,  early  in  1377,  found  himself  sum- 
moned before  Convocation.  The  precise 
nature  of  the  charge  against  him  is  un- 
known; but  the  nature  of  the  proceed- 
ings can  only  l>e  accounted  for  by  the 
fact  that  the  intention  was,  through  Wic- 
lif, to  strike  at  one  greater  than  himself. 
The  clergy,  and  that  section  of  the  nobili- 
ty which  had  failed  to  ‘‘bell  the  cat” — /.  c., 
to  keep  down  John  of  Gaunt~now  saw 
a Parliament  assembled  favorable  to  the 
duke,  and  courteous  even  to  Alice  Per- 
rers;  and  since  tlie  political  director  of 
tlie  movement  could  not  be  touched,  it 
was  all  the  more  w'ortli  wdiile  to  stop  its 
most  dangerous  mouth -pie<*.e.  And  in 
Courtenay,  the  Bishop  of  London,  the 


clerical  party  had  a leader  of  unusual  en- 
ergy and  personal  influence.  He  sprang 
from  one  of  the  proudest  of  the  noble 
houses  of  Europe,  scions  of  which  had 
worn  the  imperial  purple  at  Constanti- 
nople, and  intermarried  with  the  royal 
house  of  France.  And  of  the  English 
branch  the  wealth  and  power  were  such 
as  to  warrant  Gibbon’s  characteristic 
sneer  that  in  his  contest  with  the  Duke 
of  Lancaster  the  Bishop  of  London  ‘ ‘ might 
be  accused  of  profane  confidence  in  the 
strength  and  number  of  his  kindred.” 
The  story  has  been  often  told  of  that 
memorable  meeting  in  old  St.  Paul’s: 
how  Lord  Henry  Percy,  the  Grand  Mar- 
shal of  England,  had  to  clear  a passage 
through  the  crowd  that  thronged  the 
church  for  Wiclif,  preceded  by  his  proud 
patron  the  Duke  of  Lancaster,  and  ac- 
companied by  four  learned  friars  pro- 
vided to  assist  him  in  his  defense;  how 
at  last  the  Lady -chapel  was  reached, 
where  the  bishops  and  clergy  were  as- 
sembled in  Convocation,  with  a number 
of  lay  nobles  (no  doubt  members  of  the 
clerical  party)  gathered  round  them ; how 
when  the  Grand  Marshal  bade  Wiclif  seat 
himself,  the  Bishop  of  London  furiously 
protested  against  the  suggestion,  where- 
upon the  Duke  of  Lancaster  intervened 
in  the  battle  of  words,  and  in  the  end 
whispered — but  not  so  softly  as  to  be  in- 
audible to  several  citizens  of  London — 
something  like  a threat  of  direct  personal 
violence  to  the  bishop.  Then,  the  narra- 
tive continues,  these  in  their  turn  raised 
angry  voices  on  behalf  of  their  bishop; 
and  thus  the  meeting  ended  in  clamor, 
which  outside  the  church  swelled  into  a 
riot,  directed  chiefly  against  the  dukea 
palace  in  the  Savoy,  until  the  bishop  and 
the  Dowager  Princess  of  Wales,  the  wid- 
ow of  the  pious  and  popular  Black  Prince, 
succeeded  in  restoring  tranquillity. 

Such  a result  could  not  but  be  unsatis- 
factory to  both  sidea.  Nor  was  it  in  any 
case  likely  that  Wiclif 's  enemies,  after 
having  once,  and  not  without  reason, 
marked  him  out  for  vengeance,  would  al- 
low the  case  to  drop.  It  was  the  English 
bishops,  as  there  is  no  reason  to  doubt, 
who  contrived  that  a selection  should  be 
made  of  such  doctrines,  advanced  by  him 
orally  or  in  writing,  as  savored,  or  seem- 
ed to  savor,  of  heresy,  and  on  the  sti*ength 
of  these  promoted  an  indictment  against, 
him  at  Rome.  In  consequence,  five  bulls 
issued  forth  in  May,  1377,  in  which  Pope 
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Gregory  XI.  called  upon  the  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  and  the  Bishop  of  London 
to  place  Wiclif  under  arrest,  in  case  he 
should  be  found  really  to  have  uttered  cer- 
tain heresies  enumerated,  and  summoned 
him  to  appear  within  three  months  for  judg- 
ment at  Rome.  The  king's  kindly  assist- 
ance in  these  proceedings  was  requested, 
and  the  University  of  Oxford  was  threat- 
ened in  a peremptory  tone  with  loss  of  its 
privileges  (as  if  these  privileges  also  rested 
on  the  pope's  good-will)  unless  it  guard- 
ed itself  against  heresy,  and  “caught,”  or 
‘ ‘caused  to  be  caught,  ” the  rector  of  Lutter- 
worth, and  handed  him  over  to  the  arch- 
bishop and  bishop.  The  tares  which,  ac- 
cording to  an  expression  in  one  of  these 
rescripts,  it  was  sought  to  remove  from 
the  “clean  corn”  of  true  doctrine  were 
opinions  which,  if  carried  out  into  prac- 
tice, would  have  committed  the  continua- 
tion of  the  existing  system  of  Church  tem- 
poralities, and,  indeed,  that  of  Church  dis- 
cipline also,  to  the  discretion  of  king  and 
Parliament. 

On  king  and  Parliament,  however, 
rather  than  upon  a body  like  the  univer- 
sity, amenable  to  pressure  in  the  last  in- 
stance, the  execution  of  the  pope's  bulls 
depended.  By  a coincidence  which  would 
probably  have  been  avoided  if  it  could 
have  been  foreseen,  the  bulls  arrived  in 
England  when  Edward  III.  lay  on  his 
death-bed.  On  June  21, 1377,  he  breathed 
his  last  in  his  palace  at  Shene,  where  he 
had  long  lain  sick,  tended  by  his  leman, 
and  talking  trivialities  to  her — “feeding 
his  wits,”  to  use  Wiclif 's  language,  “ with 
things  of  the  senses,  and  japing  about 
children's  games.”  Then  the  end  came, 
and  if  the  tale  was  true,  the  itching  hands 
of  the  courtesan  plucked  the  jewels  from 
those  of  the  dead  hero.  It  was  a melan- 
choly close  to  a life  in  which  there  was 
much  real  by  the  side  of  much  false  splen- 
dor, and  which  was  lit  up  by  a real  after- 
glow of  chivalry,  mingled  with  the  glitter 
and  glare  attesting  the  king’s  love  of  mag- 
nificence in  all  things — in  architecture  and 
painting,  and  in  arms  and  jewelry  and 
precious  stuffs.  Nor  can  we  listen  with- 
out sympathy  to  the  laments  w'hich  the 
death  of  Edward  III.  evoked,  when  we  re- 
member how  greatly  the  pride  inspired  by 
the  victories  of  this  king  and  his  son  had 
helped  to  make  the  English  a united  na- 
tion. 

The  government  of  a child — and  of  one 
who  even  after  he  had  passed  out  of  the 


age  of  childhood  retained  much  of  its  in- 
stability and  fitfulness— was  now  called 
upon  to  solve  the  problems  bequeathed  to 
it.  French  ships  were  harassing  the 
southern  coasts,  and  Scottish  bands  the 
northern  borders,  and  at  home  the  bal- 
ance had  to  be  held  between  the  Duke  of 
Lancaster  and  his  adversaries.  Of  the 
hardest  task,  however,  which  awaited  the 
boy-king  and  his  counsellors,  there  is  no 
reason  to  believe  them  to  have  been  aware ; 
nor  perhaps  could  they  know  how  near 
to  the  surface  the  discontent  and  ill-will 
of  the  lower  classes  was  already  seething. 
So  far  as  John  of  Gaunt  was  concerned, 
the  conciliatory  temper  which  he  at  first 
displayed,  consenting  even  to  sit  in  judg- 
ment over  the  misdoings  of  his  former 
ally,  Alice  Perrers,  s^med  likely  to  call 
forth  a similar  disposition  toward  him  on 
the  part  of  the  Commons.  The  Church- 
men judiciously  deferred  any  proceedings 
against  Wiclif  till  the  first  Parliament  of 
the  new  king  should  have  separated.  For 
in  this  assembly  the  spirit  of  the  “Good 
Parliament”  seemed  to  have  revived ; and 
Wiclif  himself,  as  the  acknowledged  liter- 
ary mouth-piece  of  the  anti-Roman  party, 
was  called  upon  by  it  to  furnish  a reply 
to  the  leading  question : whether  the  king- 
dom of  England  had  any  power,  for  pur- 
poses of  self-defense,  to  prohibit  the  ex- 
porting of  treasure  required  by  the  pope. 
In  a treatise  marked  by  the  utmost  plain- 
spokenness, Wiclif  not  only  justified  an 
affirmative  answer  by  a threefold  appeal 
to  the  laws  of  nature,  Scripture,  and  con- 
science, but  referred  very  directly  to  the 
use  wffiich  would  pi*obably  be  made  by  the 
enemies  of  England  of  the  gold  exported, 
and  the  consequent  charge  of  asinine  stu- 
pidity which  foreign  critics  would  bring 
against  the  country.  For  though  Pope 
Gregory  XI.  spent  the  last  months  of  his 
life  at  !^me,  the  wish  of  his  heart  (which 
only  death  was  said  to  have  prevented 
him  from  executing)  was  to  return  to 
Avignon,  where  the  popes  had  ever  done 
the  bidding  of  the  kings  of  France.  And 
with  France,  England  was  now  once  more 
at  war. 

But  hardly  had  the  Parliament  to  which 
Wiclif  had  lent  his  pen  dispersed,  when 
proceedings  were  warily  l:)egun  against 
him.  The  archbishop  and  bishop,  as  com- 
missaries of  the  pope,  addressed  a man- 
date to  the  chancellor  of  the  uiiivei*sity, 
inclosing  the  papal  bull,  but  merely  re- 
quiring him,  after  ascertaining  that  the 
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position  to  position  could  hardly  be  ex- 
plained, were  it  not  for  the  great  catas- 
trophe which  in  this  year  1378  befell  the 
Church  of  the  West.  In  his  own  later 
words:  “ Help  had  been  ordained  against 
the  guile  of  those  who  demanded  that 
whoever  interpreteth  the  popes’  deeds  to 
evil  intent,  shall  be  punished  as  a heretic 
defaming  the  Holy  Father.  This  help 
was  given  by  the  popes  being  divided  in 
two,  so  that  their  malice  should  be  more 
known:  for  dividing  littleth  strength.” 

England’s  side  in  the  great  papal  schism 
which  ensued  upon  the  death  of  Gregory 
XI.  was  very  speedily  chosen,  and  very 
stoutly  kept.  She  acknowledged  the  elec- 
tion of  Urban  VI.,  whose  right  of  first  pos- 
session had  something  straightforward  in 
it,  and  who,  like  so  many  sovereigns,  was 
at  first  thought  likely  to  satisfy  high  hopes. 
But  what  above  all  commended  him  to 
the  English  nation  was  the  relation  be- 
tween his  rival  and  the  French  crown. 
The  schism  has  thus  truly  been  said  to 
have  recovered  for  the  papacy  something 
of  Elnglish  good-will,  which  was  out  of 
the  question  so  long  as  to  sympathize 
with  the  pope  was  to  sympathize  with 
the  creature  and  agent  of  France,  and  so 
long  as  to  put  money  into  his  purse  was 
to  put  arms  into  her  hands.  Wiclif  him- 
self seems  at  first  to  have  shared  the  na- 
tional inclination  toward  the  cause  of  Ur- 
ban ; and  even  in  a sermon  of  relatively 
late  date  we  fiind  him  favoring  the  hope 
that  at  the  approaching  day  of  doom  the 
antipope  and  his  court  may  meet  with 
their  deserts.  But  in  course  of  time  the 
logician  and  the  patriot  in  him  proved  too 
strong  for  the  partisan.  He  perceived 
that  as  there  was  little  difference  between 
“Urban’s  friars”  and  “Clement’s  friars,” 
so  the  cause  of  the  one  was  like  unto  that 
of  the  other;  good  men,  he  found,  were 
indifferent  to  the  quarrel ; and  its  moral 
seemed  so  obvious  that  there  was  some- 
thing providential  in  the  occurrence  of  the 
schism  itself.  It  can  h|krdly  be  doubted 
that  the  growth  of  such  ideas  as  these — 
which  are  expressed  only  in  Wiclif’s  later 
writings — was  signally  hastened  by  a his- 
torical episode  belonging  to  the  last  year 
but  one  of  his  life.  The  echoes  of  “Spen- 
ser’s Crusade”  did  not  die  out  in  England 
for  many  a day ; even  a conservative  like 
the  poet  Gower  refers  to  it  with  disapproba- 
tion. Wiclif,  whose  deepest  convictions 
the  whole  transaction  violently  offended, 
returns  to  the ‘subject  repeatedly;  and  as- 
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suredly  he  did  not  overrate  its  significance 
as  a reductio  ad  absurdum^  to  which  Frois- 
sart, for  instance,  seems  happily  blind. 
Pope  Urban,  as  the  chronicler  tells  us, 
having  heard  that  his  adversary  Clement 
had  resorted  to  the  same  means  in  France, 
sent  his  bulls  to  the  archbishops  and  bish- 
ops of  England  to  proclaim  that  he  ab- 
solved, or  would  absolve,  from  all  crime 
or  fault  every  one  who  would  assist  in 
the  destruction  of  the  Clementists;  for  he 
knew  that  he  had  no  means  of  hurting 
these  but  through  the  English.  The  Bish- 
op of  Norwich  was  appointed  to  command 
the  expedition  thus  brought  together, 
“that  the  commonalty  and  churches  of 
England  might  have  greater  faith  in  it.” 
The  warlike  prelate  began  his  expedition 
by  invading  Flanders,  against  the  opin- 
ion of  one  of  his  captains,  who  ventured 
to  point  out  that  all  the  Flemings  were  as 
good  Urbanists  as  the  English  crusaders 
themselves.  ‘ ‘ How  do  we  know,  ” replied 
the  sagacious  prelate,  “whether  they  are 
Urbanists  or  not?”  Finally  the  enter- 
prise resulted  in  utter  failure,  the  bishop 
and  his  companions  being  but  ill  received 
on  their  return  home ; “for  from  the  pros- 
perity they  had  been  blessed  with  at  the 
beginning,  they  ought  to  have  conquered 
all  Flanders.”  Thus  it  was  that,  as  Wic- 
lif says,  Pope  Urban  became  guilty  of  the 
death  of  many  thousands. 

He  had  not  always  so  trenchant  a text 
to  preach  from  as  this;  but  it  is  clear  that 
already  several  years  before  his  death  he 
had  begun  to  exercise  a popular  as  well 
as  an  academical  influence  as  a preacher. 
It  is  not,  indeed,  easy,  from  his  sermons — 
often  mere  skeletons — preserved  to  us,  to 
arrive  at  any  very  certain  conclusions  as 
to  his  style  in  the  pulpit.  His  effective- 
ness must  have  been  largely  due  to  his 
power  of  applying  or  “bringing  round” 
his  subject,  by  which  we  at  once  recognize 
him  as  an  experienced  literary  controver- 
sialist, who  knows  how  to  make  every- 
thing bear  upon  what  he  has  in  view. 
Nor  need  we  doubt  that  the  discourses 
actually  delivered  by  him  were  often  sea- 
soned by  more  direct  and  more  personal 
references  than  we  have  before  us.  When 
he  preached  in  London,  we  are  told  by  a 
hostUe  narrator,  his  eloquence  and  his 
tricks  of  style  gained  the  attention  of  the 
multitude.  The  familiar  incident  of  the 
manifestation  in  his  behalf  at  Lambeth 
by  citizens  of  London  has  been  already 
mentioned;  and,  indeed,  according  toWal- 
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singham,  at  the  beginning  of  Richard’s 
reign  the  Londoners  were  nearly  all  Lol- 
lards. It  is  narrated  that  in  1382,  dur- 
ing the  mayoralty  of  John  of  Northamp- 
ton, himself  a man  abounding  in  zeal, 
the  influence  of  Wiclif  and  his  followers 
found  direct  expression  in  the  rigorous 
treatment  of  unfortunate  women  for  a 
sin  previously  expiable  by  payments  to 
the  ecclesiastical  authorities.  We  need 
not  doubt  but  that  other  sins  were  de- 
nounced besides  those  of  wantonness  and 
disorderly  conduct.  The  cutpurse  and  the 
wafer-woman  were  less  likely  to  listen  to 
sermons  than  more  respectable  sinners; 
and  a curious  tract  has  at  least  been  as- 
cribed to  Wiclif  which  animadverts  on 
the  unreasonable  trades-unionism  of  the 
guilds,  and  on  the  high  prices  kept  up  by 
merchants,  grocers,  and  victuallers. 

But  the  great  academical  doctor  can  not 
more  than  occasionally  have  addressed 
himself  to  such  topics  as  these.  How 
highly  he  valued  the  influence  of  the 
spoken  Word,  and  how  anxiously  he 
sought  to  bring  it  home  to  the  i)eople,  is 
best  shown  by  his  institution  of  Poor  or 
Simple  Priests.  Possibly,  as  has  been 
remarked,  what  was  in  interested  quar- 
ters resented  and  resisted  as  an  endeavor 
both  to  supplant  the  existing  mendicant 
orders  and  to  ignore  the  authority  of  the 
pope,  might  under  different  circumstances 
have  resulted  in  the  establishment  of  a 
new  mendicant  order,  and  in  the  begin- 
ning of  a new  Catholic  revival.  At  the 
same  time,  there  must  have  been  a com- 
bative element  in  Wiclif’s  priests,  even 
before  his  own  attitude  had  become  one 
of  absolute  revolt.  They  seem  to  have 
gone  forth  from  Oxford,  and  more  espe- 
cially from  Leicester  (which  is  not  far 
from  Lutterworth),  clad  in  long  garments 
of  red  woollen,  barefooted,  and  staff  in 
hand.  Their  mission  was  to  teach  simple 
truths  in  simple  words,  declaring  “ God’s 
law”  in  church  or  chapel  when  admitted 
to  a pulpit,  otherwise  in  the  church-yards 
or  public  streets  and  places.  They  must 
have  tried  the  patience  of  many  an  hon- 
est priest  anxious  to  do  his  duty  by  his 
“parishioners,”  like  Chaucer’s  Poor  Par- 
son of  a Town,  into  the  picture  of  whom 
Chaucer  is  supposed  to  have  introduced  a 
feature  or  two  of  the  Wiclifite  itinerant. 
Fettered,  so  far  as  we  know,  by  no  rules 
or  restrictions,  Wiclif’s  mission-men  may 
have  often  had  little  to  distinguish  them 
from  the  mendicant  friars  but  the  vol- 


untary nature  of  their  daily  self-denial. 
Like  the  friars,  they  no  doubt  often  be- 
came the  confidenti^  friends  of  the  lowly, 
sharing  their  sympathies,  and  very  likely 
groaning  with  them  over  their  grievances. 
These  wandering  preachers  must  have  be- 
come less  and  less  amenable  to  control, 
more  especially  when  (in  imitation  per- 
haps of  the  example  previously  set  by  the 
Waldenses)  even  laymen  were  allowed  to 
take  part  in  the  labors  of  the  mission. 
No  wonder  that  in  the  end  the  attempt 
was  made  (in  May,  1382)  by  Archbishop 
Courtenay  to  extinguish  the  itinerants! 
The  Lords  consented  to  his  proposal,  but 
the  Commons  hesitated ; and  it  was  neces- 
sary to  resort  to  an  audacious  manoeuvre 
for  giving  statutory  power  to  a royal  or- 
dinance which  had  been  obtained  against 
the  preachers. 

This  institution  of  Wiclif’s  connects 
itself  with  some  of  the  most  important 
efforts  of  his  late  career.  From  many 
points  of  view  his  translation  of  the  Bible 
formed  an  indispensable  complement  of 
his  previous  activity,  but  it  was,  above  all, 
an  invaluable  aid  to  his  endeavor  to  make 
the  truth,  in  its  unadorned  and  undis- 
guised simplicity,  known  throughout  the 
land.  He  had  long  been  specially  dis- 
tinguished by  his  exposition  of  Holy 
Scripture  at  Oxford,  where  academical 
enthusiasm  had  bestowed  on  him  the  title 
of  Doctor  Evangelicua,  But  the  transla- 
tion of  the  Bible  into  English  was  under- 
taken by  Wiclif  for  the  people  at  large, 
which  at  this  time  was  without  any  ver- 
sion of  the  Scriptures  intelligible  to  it. 
The  work  was  accomplished  by  him  and 
his  Oxford  helpers  by  the  year  1382 ; and 
whatever  may  have  been  the  influence  of 
his  labors  upon  Wiclif  himself,  their  re- 
sult can  not  but  have  helped  to  incline  his 
followers  toward  the  principle  by  which 
he  was  afterward  content  to  abide:  that 
the  Bible  is  the  solitary  and  sufficient  rule 
of  faith,  and  that  this  rule  is  to  be  inter- 
preted with  the  help  of  God  alone. 

Again,  Wiclif’s  interest  in  his  itinerant 
preachers  must  have  intensified  his  hostil- 
ity toward  the  existing  monastic  orders, 
more  especially  the  mendicants.  It  still 
remains  an  open  question,  when  this  hos- 
tility first  publicly  declared  itself ; nor 
will  it  be  possible  to  decide  the  point  till, 
in  course  of  time,  all  the  writings  of  Wic- 
lif shall  have  been  made  accessible,  and 
their  dates  have  been  ascertained.  The 
view  that  he  began  his  public  career  by 
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attacks  upon  the  mendicant  friars  has  for 
some  time  ceased  to  be  held  by  the  well- 
informed.  We  have  seen  that  in  1377, 
when  summoned  before  the  Convocation 
there,  he  was  accompanied  by  four  repre- 
sentatives of  the  several  mendicant  or- 
ders ; and  in  the  same  year,  in  a public  dis- 
putation at  Oxford,  he  praised  the  Fran- 
ciscan rule.  On  the  other  hand,  sharp 
attacks  upon  the  friars  appear  in  a work 
which  was  published  not  more  than  a year 
after  this,  and  Wiclif  himself  regarded  his 
warfare  with  them  as  nothing  new,  and 
as  a continuation  of  the  endeavors  in  the 
same  diiection  of  Archbishop  Fitzralph, 
William  of  Occam,  and  others.  His  quar- 
rel with  the  monks,  therefore,  began  before 
they  entered  into  controversy  with  him 
on  his  repudiation  of  the  doctrine  of  tran- 
substantiation.  But  it  is  useless  to  specu- 
late on  the  influence  exercised  upon  Wic- 
lirs  bearing  toward  these  adversaries  by 
his  personal  experience  at  Oxford,  in  the 
Canterbury  Hall  affair,  or  at  Lutterworth, 
We  may  rest  assured  that  his  indignation 
against  the  “false  brethren,”  in  whom 
(referring  to  a text  from  which  Lang- 
lande  notices  that  he  never  heard  a friar 
preach)  he  recognized  the  eighth  peril  of 
the  Apocalypse,  was  not  the  fruit  of  a sin- 
gle year  or  of  a single  controversy.  Here, 
again,  he  was  in  sympathy  with  his  class, 
his  party,  and  his  university ; and  if  in 
his  vituperation  of  the  friars  there  is  an 
excess  which  one  heartily  wishes  away, 
the  reason  may  partly  lie  in  his  having 
known  himself  to  be  on  safe  ground 
when  reiterating  what  no  doubt  to  many 
of  his  hearers  as  well  as  to  himself  were 
commonplaces.  Sheer  abuse  must  go  for 
what  it  is  worth ; and  of  this  there  is  not 
a little  in  Wiclifs  diatribes  against  the 
“stinking  orders”  of  the  mendicants. 
But  we  shall  probably  not  err  in  conclud- 
ing that  his  views  concerning  the  mendi- 
cants progressed  very  much  in  the  same 
fashion  as  his  views  concerning  the  pa- 
pacy. He  began,  that  is,  by  objecting  to 
the  foibles  and  faults  which  discredited 
the  orders,  went  on  to  doubt  their  reli- 
gious utility,  and  ended  by  questioning 
whether  thei*e  was  a place  in  the  divine 
economy  for  monastic  rules  at  all.  ‘ ‘ God’s 
rules  should  suffice  to  men,”  and  tlie  set- 
ting up  by  their  side  of  human  rules  such 
as  those  of  the  orders  is  pernicious  as  well 
as  superfluous ; so  that  all,  or  the  gioater 
numter  of  the  orders,  will  be  among  the 
first  to  be  condemned  without  excuse  in 


the  day  of  the  Son  of  God.  And  in  the 
mean  time  there  can  be  neither  sense 
nor  reason  in  giving  alms  to  able-bodied 
trial’s  — hypocrites,  Pharisees,  deceivers, 
whom  we  should  rather  help  spiritually 
by  withholding  from  them  our  worldly 
goods. 

Were  the  members  of  the  four  mendi- 
cant orders  in  Wiclifs  days — the  Carmel- 
ites, Austins,  Jacobites  (Dominicans),  and 
Minorites  (Franciscans),  whose  initial  let- 
ters he  delighted  to  anagrammatize  in  the 
name  of  their  common  ancestor  Caym 
(Cain)  — fairly  represented  by,  for  instance, 
Chaucer’s  Frere  Huberd,  we  might,  in- 
deed, conclude  that  whatever  salt  there 
had  been  in  the  institution  had  lost  its 
savor,  and  that  the  ends  of  religion  were 
as  ill  served  by  the  Minorite  who  went 
about  sweetly  hearing  confession  and  plea- 
santly giving  absolution  as  in  the  well- 
bred  and  well-fed  Benedictine,  jangling 
along  on  horseback,  with  a habit  of  gen- 
tlemanly shortness,  and  sleeves  and  hood 
cut  in  the  newest  fashion.  Undoubtedly 
the  mendicants  had  degenerated  in  many 
ways,  and  not  much  fresh  superfluity  of 
merit  could  be  accumulating  for  distribu- 
tion to  purchasers  in  those  “ letters  of  fra- 
ternity” against  which  Wiclif  so  sternly 
inveighs.  It  is,  however,  hard  to  sup- 
pose that  the  mendicants,  and  more  espe- 
cially the  Franciscans,  had  altogether  lost 
the  remembrance  of  the  qualities  which  to 
St.  Francis  had  seemed  inseparable  from 
an  apostolic  life.  Surely  the  friars  could 
not  have  retained  the  affections  of  the 
populace  merely  because  they  sold  the 
privileges  of  religion  cheap,  and  were  gen- 
erally jolly  fellows  to  boot.  This  good- 
will endured  through  the  four  great  pes- 
tilences; for  in  1381  Wat  Tyler  is  said  to 
have  stated,  when  under  sentence  of  death, 
that  it  had  been  the  intention  of  the  in- 
surgents, if  successful,  to  have  extermi- 
nated out  of  the  earth  all  land-holders, 
bishops,  landed  monks,  and  parish  priests. 

Only  the  begging  friars,'^  he  said, 
“would  have  remained  in  the  land,  and 
these  would  have  been  enough  to  keep  up 
divine  service  throughout  the  entire  coun- 
try.” Indeed,  the  mendicants  at  Oxford 
had  to  crave  the  protection  of  John  of 
Gaunt  against  any  harm  which  might 
befall  them  as  suspected  of  connection 
with  the  great  revolt  of  the  villeins  itself. 

The  immediate  occasion  and  many  of 
the  causes  of  that  revolt  are  well  known ; 
but  the  nature  of  the  connection  between 
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them,  and  the  reason  why  the  movement 
assumed  such  tremendous  proportions, 
must  always  remain  more  or  less  obscure. 
It  can  hardly  be  doubted  that  much  was 
done  to  spread  the  insurrection  by  the 
simple  priests  and  the  mendicant  friars, 
as  well  as  by  that  altogether  irresponsi- 
ble class  of  whom  M.  Jusserand  has  lately 
told  us  so  much  that  is  new  and  striking 
— the  vagrants  of  England.  But  in  addi- 
tion to  the  knowledge  of  the  movement 
which  Wiclif’s  priests,  occasionally,  per- 
haps, not  without  sympathy,  helped  to 
spread,  the  actual  teaching  of  these  men 
and  of  Wiclif  himself  must  have  contrib- 
uted to  stimulate  the  spirit  of  insubordi- 
nation which  the  condition  of  things  in 
church  and  state  excited  among  the  suf- 
fering and  the  oppressed.  With  any 
actual  encouragement  of  the  insurrection 
it  would  be  as  absurd  to  charge  Wiclif  as 
to  connect  him  with  the  senseless  raid 
upon  the  abbey  at  Tynemouth,  or  with 
the  hideous  murder  of  Archbishop  Sud- 
bury at  Lambeth,  or,  for  that  matter,  with 
the  massacre  of  the  Flemings  in  London 
streets. 

The  evil  day  at  last  had  its  end,  and 
soon  the  government  of  King  Richard 
was  with  politic  perjury  dealing  venge- 
ance round  the  land  in  a kind  of  bloody 
assize.  It  would,  indeed,  have  been  com- 
forting for  Wiclif’s  clerical  opponents — 
above  all  for  Courtenay,  who  had  suc- 
ceeded the  murdered  Sudbury  as  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury — to  be  able  to  estab- 
lish a relation  between  him  and  the  insur- 
rection now  happily  suppressed.  Among 
the  prisoners  taken  by  the  arm  of  the  law 
was  John  Balle,  a wandering  preacher 
whom  w^e  have  no  more  right  to  call  a 
Wiclifite  than  we  should  have  to  call  him 
a mendicant,  but  who  very  probably  com- 
bined with  the  most  popular  style  of  the 
friars  some  of  the  most  advanced  doc- 
trines of  the  poor  priests.  For  many 
years  he  had  preached  the  gospel  of 
equality  about  the  country,  till  Archbish- 
op Sudbury  had  caused  him  to  be  impris- 
oned, instead  of  adopting  what  Froissart 
suggests  would  have  been  the  more  ra- 
tional course  of  putting  him  to  death  at 
once.  The  rebels  had  set  him  free,  but 
he  had  been  recaptured  at  Coventry, 
where,  by-the-bye,  it  is  interesting  to  learn 
from  Wiclif  that  the  friars  afterward  took 
special  pains  to  impress  the  principles  of 
the  sanctity  of  church  property  upon  the 
people.  At  St.  Albans,  where  King  Rich- 


ard was  holding  his  court,  John  Balle  was 
condemned  to  distractio,  suspensio,”  and 
“quarterizatio,”  and  thereupon  made,  or 
was  reported  to  have  made,  a confession 
which  implicated  the  Wiclifltes  in  the  in- 
surrection. 

No  historical  parallel  is  needed,  though 
enough  are  at  hand,  to  account  for  the 
blind  fury  with  which  in  this  season  of 
reaction  the  religious  movement  begun 
by  Wiclif  was  made  responsible  for  the 
late  social  revolution.  Lollardry — for 
the  name  was  now  coming  into  vogue  — 
was  accounted  the  root  of  all  evil.  The 
Lollards,  says  a Latin  ballad  of  the  day, 
are  the  tares  and  the  thorns  and  the 
prickly  things  which  destroy  the  vine- 
yard; barefooted  hypocrites  whose  hu- 
mility is  wrapped  as  a cloak  round  their 
secret  lusts.  Under  this  hated  name  ev- 
ery species  of  deviation  from  the  doctrines 
or  customs  of  the  Church  was  included, 
so  that  even  such  teaching  as  that  of  Wic- 
lif could  be  thrown  together  with  that  of 
John  Balle,  and  Wiclif  himself,  from  be- 
ing the  literary  champion  of  a powerful 
X>olitical  party,  came  to  be  regarded  as  an 
accomplice  in  that  movement  against  au- 
thority and  property  which  all  men  of 
all  parties  possessed  of  ^'a  stake  in  the 
country”  were  agreed  to  reprobate.  Now, 
therefore,  was  the  time  to  strike  him 
down.  He  had  no  protector  left.  The 
Duke  of  Lancaster,  whose  possessions  the 
rebels  had  marked  out  as  a special  object 
of  their  destructive  wrath,  while  he  had 
himself  wisely  kept  out  of  their  reach, 
could  never  have  been  less  inclined  to  op- 
pose himself  to  the  reaction.  Of  the 
good-will  of  his  youngest  brother,  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  toward  Wiclif  the  in- 
dications are  really  at  no  time  other  than 
faint.  It  was  not  until  a rather  later  date 
(1382)  that  Anne  of  Bohemia  came  to  Eng- 
land as  King  Richard’s  bride,  a princess 
of  whom  Wiclif  spoke  with  admiration 
as  possessing  the  gospel  written  in  three 
tongues,  to  which  doubtless  his  own  ver- 
sion was  added  as  a fourth.  The  con- 
nection between  England  and  Bohemia, 
brought  about  through  this  interesting 
lady,  was  of  the  very  highest  moment  for 
the  history  of  the  ^formation;  but  her 
personal  knowledge  of  Wiclif  can  not 
have  been  more  than  slight.  King  Rich- 
ard, w^hose  dissoluteness  afterward  made 
him  so  unpopular  in  Lollard  London,  was 
still  a mere  boy,  unlikely  to  interfere  on 
either  side  in  an  ecclesiastical  dispute. 
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Such  was  the  situation  when,  in  the 
summer  of  1381,  the  relations  between 
Wiclif  and  the  Church  underwent  a 
sudden  alteration  by  his  own  act.  The 
twelve  short  theses  concerning  the  eu- 
charist  which  he  now  published  were  ab- 
solutely irreconcilable  with  the  accepted 
doctrine  of  the  existing  Church  of  Borne : 
theologians  must  decide  how  far  Wiclif 
was  justified  in  asserting  that  doctrine  it- 
self to  be  a heresy  on  the  part  of  the  friars 
who  defended  it  against  him.  His  hostil- 
ity toward  Rome  and  the  papacy  now  rap- 
idly reached  its  climax.  Antichrist  was 
now  no  longer  the  concrete  Antipope 
Clement  or  the  concrete  Pope  Urban,  but 
the  pope  as  such,  in  so  far  as  he  was  con- 
trary to  Christ  in  life  and  doctrine.  Such 
was  Wiclifs  argumentative  position  in 
his  later  days — a position  which  by  no 
means  amounts  to  the  absolute  identifi- 
cation of  pope  and  antichrist.  In  scat- 
tered passages  of  incidental  invective, 
however,  the  effect  can  not  be  said  to  fall 
short  of  this.  The  pope,  he  declared,  owes 
his  appointment  to  the  Father  of  Evil ; 
his  office  is  x>oisonous  ; the  prelates  are 
changed  into  wolves,  and  their  captain  is 
a fiend  in  his  life  and  antichrist  in  his 
work.  Thus  the  hidden  fire  had  broken 
forth  at  last,  and  flamed  fiercely  and 
clearly  in  the  eyes  of  all  men. 

If,  by  one  so  moved  to  speak  as  Wiclif 
was,  a thought  could  have  been  given  to 
the  question  of  opportuneness,  the  mo- 
ment chosen  by  him  for  the  promulgation 
of  his  theses  might  have  seemed  unfortu- 
nate, even  so  far  as  the  little  world  of  Ox- 
ford was  concerned.  Here,  too,  a conserv- 
ative reaction  was  for  the  nonce  in  the 
ascendant;  and  an  assembly  of  doctors, 
for  the  most  part  members  of  the  mendi-’ 
cant  orders,  summoned  by  the  chancellor 
to  judge  Wiclif ’s  theses,  unanimously  con- 
demned them,  and  prohibited  the  teach- 
ing or  hearing  of  them  in  the  university. 
Wiclif  is  said  to  have  been  found  in  his 
lecture-room  at  the  Augustinian  monas- 
tery by  the  university  officers  sent  to  pro- 
claim this  prohibition,  discussing  the  very 
subject  of  the  eucharist,  and  to  have  at 
once  commented  upon  the  mandate  by 
declaring  that  he  reserved  to  himself  his 
freedom  of  opinion.  He  afterward  ap- 
pealed to  the  Ung.  But,  as  is  usually  the 
case,  the  attempt  to  silence  him  had  only 
resulted  in  his  seeking  and  finding  means 
for  a wider  publicity.  Both  in  Latin  and 
in  English  he  made  his  views  as  widely 


known  as  possible.  Indeed,  I am  not  sure 
whether  to  this  day  the  Wicket  can  be  said 
to  have  altogether  fallen  out  of  use  as  a 
controversial  tract.  The  extraordinary 
activity  of  Wiclif  as  a public  writer  in 
his  last  years  may  thus  in  some  measure 
be  accounted  for  by  the  restriction  which 
had  been  placed  upon  his  freedom  of  ut- 
terance in  his  lecture-room. 

Meanwhile,  on  the  17th  of  May,  1382, 
the  synod  had  also  at  last  met  which  the 
new  archbishop  (that  “strong  pillar  of  the 
Church”)  had  convoked  for  taking  into 
consideration  the  heresies  of  Wiclif  and 
the  sect  of  the  so-called  Lollards.  To- 
gether with  the  bishops  of  the  province  of 
Canterbury,  a select  number  of  doctors 
of  divinity  and  law  had  assembled  in  the 
hall  of  that  famous  Dominican  monastery 
at  Blackfriars  which  was  frequently  the 
residence  of  English  kings,  and  which  in 
after-times  acquired  a second  celebrity 
in  the  history  of  the  Reformation  as  the 
scene  of  the  trial  of  the  divorce  case  be- 
tween Henry  VIII.  and  Queen  Katharine. 
Wiclif  gave  to  this  meeting  the  name  of 
the  Earthquake  Council ; for  while  the 
synod  was  sitting  an  earthquake  shook 
the  hall,  and  would  have  terrified  the 
prelates  and  doctors  had  not  the  arch- 
bishop given  a neat  turn  to  the  interrup- 
tion by  declaring  that  it  preOgured  the  re- 
quired purgation  of  the  world  from  blasts 
of  vain  doctrine.  We  may  assume — for 
we  have  only  the  results  to  judge  from — 
that  the  synod  hereupon  passed,  without 
a dissentient  voice,  the  substance  of  the 
mandates  afterward  published  by  the  arch- 
bishop, which  condemned,  partly  as  heret- 
ical, partly  as  erroneous,  a series  of  doc- 
trines put  forth  at  Oxford,  or  by  preachers 
about  the  country,  beginning  with  Wic- 
lif’s  theses  concerning  the  eucharist,  and 
prohibited  their  further  spread,  under  pain 
of  the  greater  excommunication.  It  was 
also  arranged  that  a solemn  procession  of 
penitence  should  pass  through  the  streets 
of  London,  and  a sermon  be  preached  on 
the  occasion  by  Wiclifs  old  adversary 
Friar  Cuningham,  the  Eck  of  the  Wic- 
lifite  movement.  And  now,  after  a roy- 
al patent  had  been  obtained  against  the 
itinerant  preachers  (the  royal  ordinance 
smuggled  into  the  statute-book  having  had 
to  be  removed  from  it  again) , the  attempt 
could  be  entered  upon  to  use  force  against 
the  heretic  teacher  and  his  followers. 

Five  months,  however,  passed  before 
the  university  was  actually  silenced. 
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The  recent  action  of  the  party  headed  by 
the  mendicants  had  added  to  the  bitter- 
ness of  feeling  against  them  among  the 
followers  of  Wiclif  and  the  members  of 
the  liberal  party,  as  one  may  call  it,  in 
general.  Party  hatred  and  exasperation 
alone  could  account  for  the  tone  adopt- 
ed by  the  Wiclifites,  more  especially  by 
Nicholas  Hereford,  the  most  interesting 
personage  in  the  entire  movement  next 
to  Wiclif  himself,  with  whom  he  shares 
the  glory  of  the  English  translation  of 
the  Bible.  It  was  he  who  had  formerly 
charged  the  mendicants  with  being  the 
authors  of  the  peasants’  revolt,  and  who 
now  declared  the  death  of  Archbishop 
Sudbury  to  be  a righteous  vengeance  for 
his  persecution  of  Wiclif.  But  the  chan- 
cellor of  the  university  himself,  as  well 
as  the  proctors  of  the  year,  was  favorably 
disposed  toward  the  new  doctrines;  and 
after  appointing  a divine  named  Reping- 
ton,  known  to  have  recently  become  a 
convert  to  them,  to  preach  the  university 
sermon  on  Corpus  Christi  day,  had  open- 
ly congratulated  him  upon  a discourse  in 
which  he  had  extolled  the  persecuted 
itinerant  preachers  as  holy  priests.  The 
spirits  of  the  Wiclifites  rose  accordingly, 
the  archbishop’s  mandate  remained  for  a 
time  unpublished,  and  even  after  a stern 
reprimand  administered  by  him  in  person 
to  the  chancellor  in  London,  the  latter 
ventured  to  silence  an  anti-Wiclifite  lec- 
turer at  Oxford.  In  the  end,  however, 
the  chief  offenders — Hereford,  Repington, 
and  Aston — were  summoned  before  the 
primate,  and  after  a series  of  manoeuvres 
they  were  excommunicated  as  contuma- 
cious, and  the  books  of  Wiclif  and  Here- 
ford were  prohibited  in  the  university. 
Immediately  all  the  followers  of  Wiclif, 
with  the  sole  exception  of  Hereford,  sub- 
mitted. Of  him  the  story  went  that  he 
hereupon  journeyed  to  Rome,  where  the 
pope  confirmed  the  condemnation  of  the 
articles  upheld  by  him,  but  commuted  the 
sentence  of  death  under  which  he  lay  into 
one  of  imprisonment  for  life.  A fortu- 
nate chance  set  him  free  in  the  year  1385, 
and  two  years  later  he  is  mentioned  as 
the  chief  itinerant  preacher  among  the 
Lollards.  Clearly,  whatever  the  value 
of  his  message,  he  was  of  the  stuff  of 
which  martyr-apostles  are  made. 

Wiclif  himself  remained  for  the  pres- 
ent untouched.  It  can  not  have  been  de- 
pendence on  the  favor  of  the  great  which 
encouraged  him  to  hold  his  head  erect. 


The  Duke  of  Lancaster,  when  appealed  to, 
had  declined  to  interfere  on  behalf  of  the 
Oxford  Wiclifites.  He  had  warned  Wic- 
lif of  the  danger  which  he  was  running, 
and  had  then  virtually  withdrawn  his 
countenance  from  the  obstinate  doctor. 
In  truth,  he  had  resolved  to  keep  peace 
with  the  Church ; the  era  of  that  Lancas- 
trian policy  was  beginning  which  was 
so  successfully  carried  on  by  John  of 
Gaunt’s  son  and  grandson.  But  with  or 
without  the  countenance  of  princes,  Wic- 
lif went  on  in  the  path  which  he  had 
chosen.  In  all  probability  he  had  for 
some  time  withdrawn  to  Lutterworth, 
where,  from  his  pulpit  or  his  desk,  he  was 
giving  forth  no  uncertain  sound  as  to  the 
doctrines  which  he  held,  and  the  institu- 
tions which  he  assailed.  As  one  looks 
through  those  of  Wiclif’s  writings  which 
have  been  printed — often  uncertain  in 
date,  but  for  the  most  part  appearing  to 
belong  to  this  last  period  of  his  life — one 
seems  to  recognize  a desire  on  liis  part  to 
deliver  his  testimony  concerning  all  the 
distinctive  practices  as  well  as  the  great 
doctrine  of  the  Church  of  Rome  with 
which  he  felt  himself  at  issue.  To  the 
abuse  of  confession  and  to  the  use  of  sanc- 
tuary— a social  necessity  in  Wiclif’s  times 
— to  the  institution  of  celibacy  and  to  the 
whole  system  of  the  canon  law,  his  cavil 
or  his  reproof  addressed  itself;  and  the 
spirit  of  Puritan  Protestantism  seems  to 
pervade  his  objections  to  the  loud  inton- 
ing of  the  services,  to  the  ringing  of  the 
chimes,  to  the  images  in  the  churches, 
and  to  the  pilgrimages  which  joined  folk 
of  all  ranks  and  classes  together  like  a 
fiock  of  children  making  holiday. 

There  is  no  positive  proof  that  he  ever 
again  quitted  his  quiet  parsonage.  He  is 
stated  to  have  been  summoned  before  a 
provincial  synod  presided  over  by  Arch- 
bishop Courtenay  at  Oxford  in  Novem- 
ber, 1382,  but  it  is  doubtful  whether  he 
ever  made  his  appearance  before  it.  At 
all  events,  no  recantation  was  made  by 
him  there,  nor  is  it  proved  that  any  such 
had  ever  been  demanded.  The  English 
Confession  on  the  Eucharist,  which  has 
come  down  to  us  in  connection  with  this 
occasion,  is  not  a recantation.  When  in 
the  same  month  of  November  the  Parlia- 
ment met  at  Westminster,  he  addressed 
to  it  a Complaint  (the  genuineness  of  this 
memorial  seems,  at  least  in  substance,  in- 
disputable), which  is  one  of  the  most  note- 
worthy documents  in  the  history  of  his 
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career,  and  reads  almost  as  if  it  had  been 
devised  so  as  to  impress  upon  men’s  minds 
the  main  subjects  of  Wiclif’s  endeavors 
as  a reformer.  It  is  a strange  picture  to 
imagine  to  one’s  self,  that  of  the  Oxford 
doctor  in  his  country  parsonage  penning 
these  manifestoes,  the  self-contained  bold- 
ness of  which  utterly  contradicts  the  as- 
sumption that  he  had  at  any  time  retract- 
ed or  recanted.  He  had  never  stood  so 
much  alone;  in  Hereford  his  Jerome  had 
been  cut  off  from  him ; but  other  less  com- 
bative but  equally  faithful  friends  held 
out  by  him  to  the  end,  in  particular  John 
Horn  and  John  Purvey. 

Very  little  is  known  concerning  his 
latest  days.  The  story  of  his  journey  to 
Bohemia  is  of  course  a pure  fable,  and  ob- 
viously one  of  no  very  early  date.  About 
a year  before  his  death  he  was  (as  there  is 
no  longer  reason  to  doubt)  cited  before 
Pope  Urban,  who  from  his  refuge  at  Na- 
ples repeated  the  summons  which  Pope 
Gregory's  death  had  rendered  nugatory. 
The  language  of  the  curious  paper  called 
a “Letter  to  Pope  Urban,”  which  is  a 
declaration  by  Wiclif  of  adherence  to  his 
impugned  opinions,  can  not  be  held  to  de- 
cide the  question  whether  there  was  an 
actual  summons  and  a formal  refusal. 
“If,”  he  writes,  “I  could  travel  in  my 
own  person,  I would  with  good-will  go  to 
the  pope.  But  God  has  needed  me  to  the 
contrai-y,  and  taught  me  to  obey  God 
more  than  man.”  A tract  by  Wiclif  ‘ ‘ On 
Frivolous  Citations,”  however,  contains  a 
passage  which  can  hardly  be  interpreted 
otherwise  than  as  a personal  reference: 
“Thus  saith  one  who  has  been  cited  be- 
fore this  Court  who  is  lame  and  feeble, 
that  a royal  prohibition  prevents  him  from 
going,  b^ause  the  King  of  Kings  obliges 
and  strongly  wills  him  not  to  go.”  It 
should  be  remembered,  then,  in  honor  of 
Richard  II.,  that  he  refused  to  give  up 
his  great  subject  to  the  tender  mercies 
of  the  Curia.  Already,  as  this  passage 
implies,  Wiclif  felt  that  he  had  fallen 
into  the  hand  of  a Higher  Power.  In 
truth,  he  had  been  a paralytic  for  two 
years  befoi’e  his  death.  On  Innocents’ 
Day  (December  28),  1J84— not,  as  his  ad- 
versaries joyfully  asserted,  on  the  festi- 
val of  St.  Thomas  a Becket  (December 
29),  “against  whom  he  had  grievously 
offended  by  hindering  men  from  going 
on  pilgrimage  to  Canterbury” — he  was 
smitten  by  a new  stroke,  while  hearing 
inass  in  his  church  at  Lutterwortli.  Three 


days  afterward  he  died.  His  remains 
were  left  at  peace,  till,  in  consequence  of 
the  anathema  pronounced  by  the  Council 
of  Constance  thirteen  years  previously, 
about  the  year  1427  zealous  hands  tore  his 
bones  from  their  resting-place,  reduced 
them  to  ashes,  and  cast  these  into  the 
river.  Fuller’s  eloquent  comparison  of 
the  spread  of  Wiclif’s  doctrine  to  the  dis- 
persion of  his  ashes  is  well  known ; and 
it  is  true  that  while  at  home  the  spirit  of 
conservatism,  fostered  at  once  by  bigotry 
and  by  policy,  prevailed  over  his  influ- 
ence, his  teaching  was  spread  into  foreign 
lands,  whence  it  was  to  return  to  England 
above  all  through  the  medium  of  that  ac- 
ademical life  in  which  his  activity  had 
found  its  earliest  sphere. 

The  biography  of  Wiclif  may  be  studied 
and  his  character  criticised  from  many 
points  of  view  besides  that  of  his  impor- 
tance in  the  history  of  religious  doctrine. 
I have  here  necessarily  spoken  of  him  as 
a man  of  action ; and  when  he  is  regard- 
ed as  such,  his  most  salient  feature  seems 
to  be  resolution,  coupled  with  a kind  of 
hardness,  in  part,  no  doubt,  the  ofl’spring 
of  intellectual  pride.  “ Since,”  he  writes, 
“there  are  few  wise  men,  and  fools  are 
without  number,  the  assent  of  the  greater 
part  of  mankind  to  an  assertion  only  goes 
to  show  that  is  folly.”  Neither  Wiclif’s 
nature  nor  his  training  was  that  of  a flat- 
terer of  the  multitude;  and  to  a many- 
headed movement  like  the  revolt  of  the 
villeins,  he  must  in  any  case  have  re- 
mained a stranger.  Yet  it  was  to  the  peo- 
ple that  the  work  of  his  life  appealed. 
The  University  of  Oxford  was  forced  to 
cast  out  in  his  followers  the  most  ad- 
mired of  her  sons;  and  of  his  political 
friends  and  patrons  the  mightiest  drew 
away  from  him.  There  remained  the 
people,  whom  his  wandering  priests  had 
stirred  by  their  simple  preaching,  in 
whose  hands  he  had  not  scrupled  to  place 
“God’s  law,”  to  whose  reasoning  pow- 
ers his  own  English  writings  confidently 
addressed  themselves.  The  appeal,  we 
know  was  made  too  soon:  neither  the 
class  which  made  the  rebellion  of  1381 
nor  the  classes  which  overcame  it  were 
ready  in  his  sense  to  liberate  themselves. 
But  it  was  Wiclifs  singular  fortune  to 
die  free,  and,  though  persecution  awaited 
the  followers  whom  he  left  behind  him, 
to  achieve  for  himself  what  most  assured- 
ly his  efforts  helped  in  the  end  to  accom- 
plish for  his  nation. 
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IT  was  as  bleak  and  sad  a day  as  one 
could  well  imagine.  The  time  of  year 
was  early  in  December,  and  the  daylight 
was  already  fading,  though  it  was  only  a 
little  past  the  middle  of  the  afternoon. 
John  Finch  was  driving  toward  his  farm, 
which  he  had  left  early  in  the  morning  to 
go  to  town ; but  to  judge  from  his  face  one 
might  have  been  sure  that  his  business  had 
not  been  successful.  He  looked  pinched 
and  discouraged  with  something  besides 
the  cold,  and  he  hardly  noticed  the  faith- 
ful red  horse  as  it  carefully  made  its  way 
over  the  frozen  ruts  of  the  familiar  road. 

There  had  lately  been  a few  days  of 
mild  weather,  when  the  ground  had  had 
time  to  thaw,  but  with  a sudden  blast  of 
cold  this  deep  mud  had  become  like  iron, 
rough  and  ragged,  and  jarring  the  people 
and  horses  cruelly  who  tried  to  travel  over 
it.  The  road  lay  through  the  bleak  coun- 
try side  of  the  salt-marshes  which  stretch- 
ed themselves  away  toward  the  sea,  dot- 
ted here  and  there  with  hay -cocks,  and 
crossed  in  wavering  lines  by  the  inlets  and 
ditches,  filled  now  with  grayish  ice,  that 
was  sinking  and  cracking  as  the  tide  ran 
out.  The  marsh -grass  was  wind-swept 
and  beaten  until  it  looked  as  soft  and 
brown  as  fur;  the  wind  had  free  course 
over  it,  and  it  looked  like  a deserted  bit  of 
the  world;  the  battered  and  dingy  flat- 
bottomed  boats  were  fastened  securely  in 
their  tiny  harbors,  or  pulled  far  ashore  as 
if  their  usefulness  was  over,  not  only  for 
that  season  but  for  all  time.  In  some 
late  autumn  weather  one  feels  as  if  sum- 
mer were  over  with  forever,  and  as  if  no 
resurrection  could  follow  such  unmistaka- 
ble and  hopeless  death. 

Where  the  land  was  higher  it  looked 
rocky  and  rough,  and  behind  the  marshes 
there  were  some  low  hills  looking  as  if 
they  were  solid  stone  to  their  cores,  and 
sparingly  overgrown  with  black  and  rigid 
cedars.  Tliese  stood  erect  from  the  least 
to  the  greatest,  a most  unbending  and 
heartless  family,  which  meant  to  give  nei- 
ther slijuie  in  summer  nor  shelter  in  win- 
ter. No  wind  could  overturn  them,  for 
their  roots  went  down  like  wires  into  the 
ledges,  and  no  drought  could  dry  away 
the  inmost  channels  of  vigorous  though 
scanty  sap  that  mn  soberly  through  their 
tough,  unfruitful  branches. 

In  one  place  the  hills  formed  an  amphi- 
theatre open  on  the  side  toward  the  sea,  and 


here  on  this  bleak  day  it  seemed  as  if  some 
dismal  ceremony  were  going  forward.  As 
one  caught  sight  of  the  solemn  audience 
of  black  and  gloomy  cedars  that  seemed 
to  have  come  together  to  stand  on  the 
curving  hill-sides,  one  instinctively  look- 
ed down  at  the  level  arena  of  marsh-land 
below,  half  fearing  to  see  some  awful  sac- 
riflcial  rite  or  silent  combat.  It  might  be 
an  angry  company  of  hamadryads  who 
had  taken  the  shape  of  cedar-trees  on  this 
day  of  revenge  and  terror.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  believe  that  one  would  ever  see 
them  again,  and  that  the  summer  and 
winter  days  alike  would  And  them  look- 
ing down  at  the  grave  business  which  was 
invisible  to  the  rest  of  the  world.  The 
little  trees  stood  beside  their  elders  in  fam- 
ilies, solemn  and  stem,  and  some  misera- 
ble men  may  have  heard  the  secret  as  they 
stumbled  through  the  snow  praying  for 
shelter,  lost  and  frozen  on  a winter  night. 

If  you  lie  down  along  the  rough  grass 
in  the  slender  shadow  of  a cedar  and  look 
off  to  sea,  in  a summer  afternoon,  you  only 
hear  a whisper  like  “ Hush  I hush !”  as  the 
wind  comes  through  the  stifiF  branches. 
The  boughs  reach  straight  upward;  you 
can  not  lie  underneath  and  look  through 
them  at  the  sky ; the  tree  all  i*eaches  away 
from  the  ground  as  if  it  had  a horror  of 
it,  and  shrank  from  even  the  breeze  and 
the  sunshine. 

On  this  December  day,  as  the  blasts  of 
wind  struck  them,  they  gave  one  stiff,  un- 
willing bend,  and  then  stood  erect  again. 
The  road  wound  along  between  the  sea- 
meadows  and  the  hills,  and  poor  John 
Finch  seemed  to  be  the  only  traveller. 
He  was  lost  in  thought,  and  the  horse  stiU 
went  plodding  on.  The  worn  buffalo-robe 
was  dragging  from  one  side  of  the  wagon, 
and  had  slipped  down  off  the  driver’s  knees. 
He  hardly  knew  that  he  held  the  reins.  He 
was  in  no  hurry  to  get  home,  cold  as  it  was, 
for  he  had  only  bad  news  to  tell. 

Polly  Finch,  his  only  daughter,  was 
coming  toward  home  from  the  opposite  di- 
rection, and  with  her  also  things  had  gone 
wrong.  She  was  a bright,  good-natured 
girl  of  about  twenty,  but  she  looked  old 
and  care-worn  that  day.  She  was  dressed 
in  her  best  clothes,  as  if  she  had  been  away 
on  some  important  affair,  perhaps  to  a 
funeral,  and  she  was  shivering  and  whol- 
ly chilled  in  spite  of  the  shawl  which  her 
mother  had  insisted  upon  her  carrying. 
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It  had  been  a not  uncomfortable  morning 
for  that  time  of  year,  and  she  had  flouted 
the  extra  wrap  at  flrs^  but  now  she  hugged 
it  close,  and  half  buried  her  face  in  its 
folds.  The  sky  was  gray  and  heavy,  ex- 
cept in  the  west,  where  it  was  a clear  cold 
shade  of  yellow.  All  the  leafless  bushes 
and  flufFy  brown  tops  of  the  dead  asters 
and  golden-rods  sto^  out  in  exquisitely 
delicate  silhouettes  against  the  sky  on  the 
high  road-sides,  while  some  tattered  bits 
of  blackberry  vine  held  still  a dull  glow 
of  color.  As  Polly  passed  a barberry  bush 
that  grew  above  her  she  was  forced  to  stop, 
for,  gray  and  winterish  as  it  had  been  on 
her  approach,  when  she  looked  at  it  from 
the  other  side  it  seemed  to  be  glowing  with 
rubies.  The  sun  was  shining  out  pleasant- 
ly now  that  it  had  sunk  below  the  clouds, 
and  in  these  late  golden  rays  the  barberry 
bush  had  taken  on  a great  splendor.  It 
gave  Polly  a start,  and  it  cheered  her  not  a 
little,  this  sudden  transformation,  and  she 
even  went  back  along  the  road  a little  way 
to  see  it  again  as  she  had  at  first  in  its  look 
of  misery.  The  berries  that  still  clung 
to  its  thorny  branches  looked  dry  and 
spoiled,  but  a few  steps  forward  again 
made  them  shine  out,  and  take  on  a beau- 
ty that  neither  summer  nor  autumn  had 
given  them,  and  Polly  gave  her  head  a 
little  shake.  “There  are  two  ways  of  look- 
ing at  more  things  than  barberry  bushes,” 
she  said,  aloud,  and  went  off  with  brisker 
steps  down  the  road. 

At  home  in  the  farm-house  Mrs,  Finch 
had  been  waiting  for  her  husband  and 
daughter  to  come,  until  she  had  grown 
tired  and  hungry  and  almost  frightened. 
Perhaps  the  day  had  been  longer  and  hard- 
er to  her  than  to  any  one  else.  She  had 
thought  of  so  many  cautions  and  sugges- 
tions that  she  might  have  given  them 
both,  and  though  the  father’s  errand  was 
a much  more  important  one,  still  she  had 
built  much  hope  on  the  possibility  of  Pol- 
ly’s encounter  with  the  school  committee 
proving  successful.  Things  had  been  grow- 
ing very  dark  in  Mr.  Finch’s  business  af- 
fairs, and  they  had  all  looked  with  great 
eagerness  toward  her  securing  a situation 
as  teacher  of  one  of  the  town  schools.  It 
was  at  no  great  distance,  so  that  Polly 
could  easily  board  at  home,  and  many 
things  seemed  to  depend  upon  it,  even  if 
the  bank  business  turned  out  better  than 
was  feared.  Our  heroine  had  in  her  child- 
hood been  much  praised  for  her  good 
scholarship,  and  stood  at  the  head  of  the 


district  school,  and  it  had  been  urged  upon 
her  father  and  mother  by  her  teachers,  and 
by  other  friends  more  or  less  wise,  that  she 
should  have  what  they  called  an  education. 
It  had  been  a hard  thing  both  for  her  father 
to  find  the  money,  and  for  her  mother  to 
get  on  without  her  help  in  the  house- work, 
but  they  had  both  managed  to  get  along, 
and  Polly  had  acquitted  herself  nobly  in 
the  ranks  of  a neighboring  academy,  and 
for  the  last  year  had  been  a pupil  in  the 
Normal  School.  She  had  been  very  hap- 
py in  her  school  life,  and  very  popular 
both  with  scholars  and  teachers.  She  was 
friendly  and  social  by  nature,  and  it  had 
been  very  pleasant  to  her  to  be  among  so 
many  young  people.  The  routine  and  pet- 
ty ceremony  of  her  years  of  study  did  not 
fret  her,  for  she  was  too  strong  and  good- 
natured  even  to  be  worn  upon  or  much 
tired  with  the  unwholesome  life  she  lived. 
It  was  easy  enough  for  her  to  get  her  les- 
sons, and  so  she  went  thi*ough  with  flying 
colors,  and  cried  a little  when  the  last  day 
arrived;  but  she  felt  less  regret  than  most 
of  the  girls  who  were  turned  out  then  upon 
the  world,  some  of  them  claiming  truth- 
fully that  they  had  finished  their  educa- 
tion, since  they  had  not  wit  enough  to 
learn  anything  more,  either  with  school- 
books in  their  hands  or  without  them. 

It  came  to  Polly’s  mind  as  she  stood  in 
a row  with  the  rest  of  the  girls,  while  the 
old  minister  who  was  chief  of  the  trust- 
ees gave  them  their  diplomas,  and  some 
very  good  advice  besides:  “I  wonder  why 
we  all  made  up  our  minds  to  be  teachers  ? 
I wonder  if  we  are  going  to  be  good  ones, 
and  if  I shouldn’t  have  liked  something 
else  a great  deal  better  ?” 

Certainly  she  had  met  with  a disap- 
pointment at  the  beginning  of  her  own 
career,  for  she  had  seen  that  it  was  neces- 
sary for  her  to  be  within  reach  of  home, 
and  it  seemed  as  if  every  school  of  the  bet- 
ter class  had  been  provided  with  a teacher. 
She  had  been  so  confident  of  her  powers 
and  mindful  of  her  high  standing  at  the 
Normal  School  that  it  seemed  at  first  that 
a fine  position  ought  to  be  hers  for  the 
asking.  But  one  after  another  her  plans 
had  fallen  to  the  ground,  until  this  last 
one,  which  had  just  been  decided  against 
her  also.  It  had  never  occurred  to  her  at 
first  as  a possible  thing  that  she  should 
apply  for  the  small  town  school  in  her  own 
district;  to  tell  the  truth,  it  was  a great 
downfall  of  pride  to  the  family,  but  they 
had  said  to  each  other  that  it  would  be 
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well  for  Polly  to  have  the  winter  at  home, 
and  in  spring  she  could  suit  herself  exact- 
ly. But  everybody  had  felt  the  impossi- 
bility of  her  remaining  idle,  and  no  won- 
der her  heart  sank  as  she  went  toward 
home,  knowing  that  she  must  tell  them 
that  another  had  been  chosen  to  fill  the 
place. 

Mrs.  Finch  looked  at  the  fire,  and  look- 
ed out  of  the  window  down  the  road,  and 
took  up  the  stocking  she  was  knitting  and 
tried  to  work  at  it;  but  every  half-hour 
that  went  by  doubled  her  uneasine.ss,  and 
she  looked  out  of  the  window  altogether 
at  last,  until  the  fire  was  almost  burned 
out,  and  the  knitting  lay  untouched  in 
her  lap.  She  was  a tall,  fine-looking  wo- 
man, with  a worn,  well-featured  face,  and 
thinnish  hair  that  had  once  been  light 
brown,  but  was  much  faded  and  not  a lit- 
tle gray  in  these  later  years.  It  had  been 
thought  a pity  that  she  married  John 
Finch,  who  had  not  half  so  much  force  as 
she,  and  with  all  her  wisdom  and  affec- 
tion and  economy  every  year  had  seemed 
to  take  away  something  from  them,  leav- 
ing few  gifts  and  gains  in  exchange.  At 
first  her  pride  and  ambition,  which  were 
reasonable  enough,  always  clung  to  her 
husband^s  plans  and  purposes;  but  as  she 
saw  year  after  year  that  he  staid  exactly 
in  the  same  place,  making  little  headway 
either  in  farming  or  anything  else,  she  be- 
gan to  live  more  and  more  in  her  daugh- 
ter’s life,  and  looked  eagerly  to  see  her 
win  her  way  and  gain  an  honorable  place, 
first  in  her  school  life,  and  aftervvai*d  as  a 
teacher.  She  had  never  dreamed  before- 
hand of  the  difficulties  that  had  assailed 
Polly  since  she  came  home  the  head  of  her 
class  in  June.  She  had  supposed  that  it 
would  be  an  easy  thing  for  her  now  to  find  a 
good  situation  in  a high  or  private  school, 
with  a capital  salary.  She  hated  to  think 
there  was  nothing  for  her  but  to  hold  sway 
over  the  few  scholars  in  the  little  unpaint- 
ed school-house  half  a mile  down  the 
road,  even  though  the  girl,  who  was  the 
very  delight  of  her  heart,  should  be  with 
her  so  much  more  than  they  had  expected 
at  first.  Slie  was  a kind,  simple-hearted, 
good  woman,  tliis  elder  Mary  Finch,  and 
she  had  borne  her  failing  fortunes  with 
perfect  bravery;  she  had  been  the  sun- 
shine and  inspiration  of  the  somewhat 
melancholy  house  for  many  years. 

At  last  she  saw  her  husband  coming 
along  the  road,  and  even  that  far-away 
fii-st  glimpse  of  him  told  her  that  she 


would  hear  no  good  news.  He  pulled  up 
the  fallen  buffalo-robe  over  his  lap,  and 
sat  erect,  and  tried  to  look  unconcerned 
as  he  di*ove  into  the  yard,  but  it  was  some 
time  before  he  came  into  the  house.  He 
unharnessed  the  horse  with  stiff  and  shak- 
ing hands,  and  gave  him  his  supper,  and 
turned  the  old  wagon  and  backed  it  into 
its  place  before  he  came  in.  Polly  had 
come  home  also  by  that  time,  and  was 
sitting  by  the  window,  and  did  not  turn 
to  speak  to  him.  His  wife  looked  old,  and 
her  face  was  grayish,  and  the  lines  of  it 
were  hard  and  drawn  in  strange  angles. 

“ You  had  better  sit  right  down  by  the 
fire,  John,”  she  told  him,  “and  I’ll  get 
you  and  Polly  a good  hot  supper  right 
away.  I think,  like’s  not,  you  didn’t  get  a 
mouthful  of  dinner.” 

“ I’ve  no  need  to  tell  you  I’ve  got  bad 
news,”  he  said.  “ The  bank’s  failed,  and 
they  won’t  pay  more’n  ten  cents  on  a dol- 
lar, if  they  make  out  to  do  that.  It’s  worse 
than  we  ever  thought  it  could  be.  The 
cashier  got  speculating,  and  he’s  made 
’way  with  about  everything.” 

It  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  had  known 
this  for  years,  it  was  such  an  old,  sad  story 
already,  and  he  almost  wondered  at  the 
surprise  and  anger  that  his  wife  and  Polly 
showed  at  once.  It  made  him  a little  im- 
patient that  they  would  ask  him  so  many 
eager  questions.  This  was  the  worst 
piece  of  misfortune  that  had  ever  come  to 
him.  Altliough  they  had  heal'd  the  day  be- 
fore that  the  bank  would  pass  its  dividend, 
and  had  been  much  concerned  and  trou- 
bled, and  had  listened  incredulously  to 
worse  stories  of  the  condition  of  the  bank’s 
finances,  they  had  looked  for  nothing  like 
this. 

There  was  little  to  be  said,  but  every- 
thing to  be  thought  and  feared.  They 
had  put  entire  confidence  in  this  bank’s 
security,  and  the  money  which  had  be- 
longed to  John  Finch’s  father  had  always 
been  left  there  to  draw  a good  yearly  in- 
terest. The  farm  was  not  very  produc- 
tive, and  they  had  depended  upon  this  div- 
idend for  a large  part  of  their  ready  mon- 
ey. Much  of  their  other  property  had 
dwindled  away.  If  ever  there  had  been 
a pix)spect  of  making  much  off  the  farm, 
something  had  interfered.  One  year  a 
piece  of  w oodland  had  been  cleared  at  con- 
siderable expense,  and  on  the  day  before 
its  unlucky  owner  w^as  to  begin  to  haul 
the  great  stacks  of  fire  wood  down  to  the 
little  wharf  in  the  marshes,  from  whence 
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they  could  be  carried  away  to  market  by 
schooners,  the  fire  got  in,  and  the  flames 
of  the  fallen  pines  made  a torch  that  lit 
up  all  that  part  of  the  country  for  more 
nights  than  one.  There  was  no  insurance 
and  no  remedy,  and,  as  an  old  neighbor 
told  the  unhappy  owner,  “the  woods 
would  not  grow  again  in  his  time.  ” John 
Finch  was  a cheerful  man  naturally,  and 
very  sure  of  the  success  of  his  plans;  it 
was  rare  to  see  him  so  entirely  down- 
hearted and  discouraged,  but  lately  he  had 
seemed  to  his  wife  somebody  to  be  pro- 
tected and  looked  after  even  more  than 
Polly.  She  felt  the  weight  of  the  years 
she  had  lived,  and  sometimes  as  if  she 
must  be  already  very  old,  but  he  was  the 
same  boyish  person  to  her  as  when  she 
had  married  him ; it  often  seemed  possible 
that  he  should  have  his  life  still  before 
him.  She  could  not  believe  until  very 
lately  that  it  was  too  late  for  him  to  start 
out  on  any  enterprise.  Time  had,  indeed, 
touched  him  more  lightly  than  it  had  her- 
self, though  he  had  the  face  and  some- 
thing of  the  manner  and  faults  of  an  eld- 
erly and  unsuccessful  man. 

They  sat  together  in  the  kitchen,  which 
had  suddenly  grown  dark.  Mary  Finch 
was  as  cold  as  either  of  her  companions, 
and  was  angry  with  herself  for  her  shiv- 
ering and  want  of  courage.  She  was  al- 
most afraid  to  speak  at  last  for  fear  of 
crying;  she  felt  strangely  unstrung  and 
weak.  The  two  women  had  told  John  of 
Polly’s  disappointment,  that  the  agent  for 
the  district  had  given  the  school  to  his 
own  niece,  a young  girl  from  Salem,  who 
was  to  board  at  his  house,  and  help  his  wife 
as  much  as  she  could  with  the  house- work 
out  of  school-hours.  “It’s  all  of  a piece 
to-day,”  groaned  the  farmer.  “ I’m  sorry 
for  ye,  Polly.” 

“She  may  hear  of  something  yet,”  said 
Mrs.  Finch,  making  a great  effort  to  speak 
cheerfully.  “You  know  they  have  her 
name  at  the  Normal  School;  peoxde  are 
always  sending  there  for  teachers,  and 
oftentimes  one  fails  at  the  last  minute 
through  sickness,  and  I shouldn’t  wonder 
if  Polly  found  a good  place  yet  in  that 
way.” 

“ I declare  I don’t  know  how  we  shall 
get  along,”  moaned  Polly’s  father,  to 
whom  his  daughter’s  trouble  seemed  only 
a small  part  of  the  general  misfortunes. 
“ Here’s  winter  coming,  and  I’m  likely  to 
be  laid  up  any  day  with  my  rheumatics, 
and  I don’t  see  how  we  can  afford  to  even 


take  a boy  to  work  for  his  board  and 
clothes.  I’ve  got  a few  trees  I can  cut, 
and  one  cow  I can  sell;  but  there  are 
the  taxes  to  pay,  and  the  minister,  and 
money  to  lay  out  on  fences,  come  spring. 
The  farm  ran  behind  last  year,  too.” 

Polly  rose  impatiently  and  took  down  a 
lamp  from  the  high  chimney-shelf,  knock- 
ing down  the  match-box  as  she  did  so,  which 
was,  after  all,  agood  deal  of  relief.  She  put 
the  light  on  the  floor  while  she  picked  up 
the  scattered  matches,  and  her  mother  took 
a good  look  at  her,  and  was  somehow  made 
to  feel  stronger  at  the  sight  of  Polly’s  face. 

“ I guess  we’d  all  better  have  some  sup- 
per,” said  the  girl.  “I  never  should  feel 
so  discouraged  if  I wasn’t  hungry.  And 
now  I’m  going  to  tell  you  what  I mean  to 
do.  I’m  going  to  put  right  to  and  go  to 
work  out-doors  and  in,  and  I’m  going  to 
help  father  same  as  if  I were  a boy.  I 
believe  I should  like  farming  now  twice 
as  well  as  teaching,  and  make  a good  deal 
more  money  at  it.  I haven’t  a gift  for 
teaching,  and  I know  it,  but  I don’t  mean 
that  what  I learned  shall  be  thrown  away. 
Now  we’ve  got  hay  for  the  stock,  plenty 
of  it,  and  we’ve  got  potatoes  and  apples 
and  turnips  and  cider  in  the  cellar,  and 
a good  pig  to  kill,  and  so  there’s  no  dan- 
ger we  shall  starve.  I’m  just  as  strong  as 
I can  be,  and  I am  going  right  to  work, 
at  any  rate  until  I get  a school  with  a 
first-rate  salary  that  ’ll  be  worth  more  than 
my  help  will  here.” 

“I’m  sure  I don’t  want  you  to  throw 
away  such  a good  education  as  you’ve  had, 
forus,”  said  Mrs.  Finch,  sorrowfully.  “ I 
want  you  to  be  somebody,  Polly,  and  take 
your  right  place  in  the  world.” 

But  Polly  answered  stoutly  that  she 
wasn’t  sure  it  was  a good  education  un- 
til she  saw  whether  it  was  any  use  to  her. 
There  were  too  many  second-rate  teachers 
already,  and  she  hadn’t  any  reason  to  sup- 
pose she  would  be  a first-rate  one.  She  be- 
lieved that  people  had  better  learn  to  do  the 
things  they  were  sure  to  have  to  do.  She 
would  rather  be  a boy,  and  farm  it,  than 
teach  any  school  she  ever  saw,  and  for 
this  year,  at  any  rate,  she  was  going  to  see 
whether  her  book-learning  wasn't  going 
to  be  some  help  at  home.  “ I did  the  best 
I could  at  school, ’’she  said,  “and  it  was 
easy  enough  to  get  my  lessons,  but  now 
I’ve  come  against  a dead- wall.  I don't 
see  but  you  both  need  me,  and  I’m  well 
and  strong  as  anybody  alive.  I’d  a good 
deal  rather  work  at  home  awhile  than  be 
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penned  up  with  a lot  of  children,  and  none 
of  us  more  than  half  know  what  we’re 
about.  I want  to  think  a good  deal  more 
about  teaching  school  before  I begin  to 
try  in  earnest.” 

“I  shall  be  glad  to  have  you  help  your 
mother,”  said  John  Finch,  disconsolately, 
“and  we’ll  manage  to  get  along  some- 
how.” 

‘ ‘ Don’t  you  be  afraid,  father,  ” responded 
Polly,  in  really  cheerful  tones,  and  as  if  she 
assumed  her  new  situation  formally  at  that 
moment.  She  went  slowly  down  cellar  with 
the  lamp,  leaving  her  parents  in  darkness ; 
but  by  this  time  the  tea-kettle  had  begun 
to  sing,  and  a great  glow  of  coals  showed 
through  the  front  slide  of  the  stove. 

Mr.  Finch  lifted  himself  out  of  his  chair, 
and  stumbled  about  to  get  the  lantern  and 
light  it,  and  then  went  out  to  feed  the  cat- 
tle. He  still  looked  chilled,  and  as  if  all 
happiness  had  forsaken  him.  It  was  some 
little  time  before  he  returned,  and  the  ta- 
ble was  already  set,  and  supper  was  nearly 
cooked  and  ready  to  be  eaten.  Polly  had 
made  a pot  of  cofifee,  and  drank  her  first 
cup  with  great  satisfaction,  and  almost 
without  taking  breath ; but  her  father  tast- 
ed his  and  did  not  seem  to  care  for  it,  eat- 
ing only  a little  food  with  evident  effort. 

• ‘ Now  I thought  you  would  relish  a good 
cup  of  coffee,  ” said  his  wife,  with  much  con- 
cern ; but  the  man  answered  sadly  that  he 
couldn’t  eat;  he  felt  all  broken  down. 

“ It  was  a perishing  day  for  you  to  take 
that  long  ride.  It’s  the  bleakest  road  round 
here,  that  marsh  road  is,  and  you  hardly 
ate  a mouthful  of  breakfast.  I wish  you 
had  got  something  to  warm  you  up  before 
you  started  to  come  back,”  said  his  wife, 
looking  at  him  anxiously.  “ I believe  I’ll 
get  you  something  now,”  and  she  went  to 
find  a treasured  bottle,  long  stored  away 
to  be  used  in  case  of  chill  or  illness,  for 
John  Finch  was  a temperate  man. 

“I  declare  I forgot  to  milk,”  he  said, 
hopelessly.  * ‘ I don’t  know’s  such  a thing 
ever  happened  to  me  before.  I thought 
there  was  something  else  when  I was  out 
to  the  barn,  and  I sat  down  on  the  grin’- 
stone  frame  and  tried  to  think  what  it  was, 
but  I couldn’t.” 

“I’ll  milk,” said  Polly;  and  she  whisk- 
ed upstairs  and  replac^  her  best  dress, 
which  had  been  already  turned  up  and 
well  aproned,  by  a rough  old  frock  which 
she  had  used  on  days  of  cleaning,  or  wash- 
ing, or  other  rough  work,  when  she  had  lent 
a hand  to  help  her  mother.  It  was  nothing 


new  for  her,  a farmer’s  daughter  bom  and 
bred,  to  undertake  this  work,  but  she  made 
a distinct  change  of  direction  that  night, 
and  as  she  sat  milking  in  the  cold  bam  by 
the  dull  light  of  the  lantern  a certain  plea- 
sure stole  over  her.  She  was  not  without 
her  ambitions,  but  they  had  never  flown 
with  free  wings  up  an  imaginary  career 
of  school-teaching.  “ I do  believe  mother 
and  I can  earn  money  enough  to  take  care  of 
us,”  she  said  to  herself,  “and  next  year  I’m 
going  to  set  out  as  much  land  as  father  will 
let  me  have  in  strawberries.”  Herthoughts 
never  were  busier  than  that  night  The 
two  cows  looked  round  at  her  with  sur- 
prise, and  seemed  to  value  her  good-na- 
tured words  and  hurried  pats  as  she  left 
them.  She  disturbed  a sleepy  row  of  hens 
perched  on  the  rail  of  the  hay  cart,  and 
thought  it  was  a pity  there  was  not  a bet- 
ter place  for  them,  and  that  they  should 
be  straying  about.  “I’m  going  to  read 
up  some  of  the  old  numbers  of  the  Agri- 
culturist,^' she  said,  “and  see  what  I can 
do  about  having  more  eggs  to  sell.”  It 
was  evident  that  Polly  was  fired  with  a 
great  enthusiasm,  but  she  remembered  sud- 
denly another  new  great  interest  which 
was  a secret  as  yet  even  from  her  mother. 
This  remembrance  gave  her  a little  un- 
easiness. 

It  was  still  early  when  the  supper  table 
had  been  cleared  away,  and  the  milk 
strained  and  set  aside  in  the  pantry. 
John  Finch  had  drawn  his  chair  close  to 
the  stove,  and  when  his  wife  and  daugh- 
ter sat  down  also,  ready  to  begin  the 
evening  which  showed  so  little  promise 
of  hilarity,  they  saw  that  he  was  crying. 

“Why,  father!”  Polly  exclaimed,  half 
frightened,  for  this  was  something  she  did 
not  remember  ever  seeing  since  she  was 
a child.  And  his  wife  said  nothing,  but 
came  and  stood  beside  him  and  watched 
him  as  if  the  vague  sense  of  coming  trou- 
ble which  had  haunted  her  all  day  was 
going  to  explain  itself  by  some  terrible 
crisis. 

“I’m  all  broken  down,”  the  poor  man 
sobbed.  “I  used  to  think  I was  going  to 
be  somebody,  and  get  ahead,  and  nothing 
has  gone  as  I wanted  it  to.  I’m  in  debt 
more  than  you  think,  and  I don’t  know 
which  way  to  look.  My  farm  don’t  yield 
me  as  it  used  to,  and  I don’t  grudge  what 
we’ve  done  for  the  girl,  but  it’s  been  all 
we  could  carry,  and  here  she’s  failed  of 
getting  a place  to  teach.  Everything 
seems  to  go  against  us.” 
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This  was  really  most  sad  and  death- 
like; it  truly  seemed  as  if  the  wheels  of 
existence  had  stopped;  there  seemed  to  be 
nothing  to  follow  this  unhappy  day  but 
disgrace  and  despair.  But  Polly  was  the 
first  to  speak,  and  her  cheeks  grew  very 
red : * ‘ Father,  I don’t  think  you  have  any 
right  to  speak  so.  If  we  can’t  make  our 
living  one  way,  we  will  another.  Losing 
that  money  in  the  bank  isn’t  the  worst 
thing  that  could  have  happened  to  us, 
and  now  I am  going  to  take  hold  with 
you  right  here  at  home,  as  I said  before 
supper.  You  think  there  isn’t  much  that 
a woman  can  do,  but  we’ll  see.  How 
much  do  you  owe  ?” 

But  John  Finch  shook  his  head  sadly, 
and  at  first  refused  to  tell.  * ^ It  would  have 
been  nothing  if  I had  had  my  bonds  to 
help  me  out,”  he  finally  confessed,  “but 
now  I don't  see  how  1 ever  can  pay  three 
hundred  dollars.” 

In  a little  while  he  rose  wearily,  though 
it  was  only  a little  past  six,  and  said  he 
should  go  to  bed,  and  his  wife  followed 
him  to  his  room  as  if  he  had  been  a child. 
This  breaking  down  bad  been  a most  pain- 
ful and  frightful  thing,  and  Polly  was  not 
surprised  to  be  wakened  from  her  uneasy 
sleep  a few  hours  later,  for  she  had  wor* 
ried  and  lain  awake  in  a way  that  rarely 
happened,  fearing  that  her  father  would 
be  ill,  and  wondering  what  plans  it  would 
be  best  to  make  for  his  assistance  in  the 
coming  year.  She  believed  that  they 
could  do  much  better  with  the  farm,  and 
she  made  up  her  mind  to  be  son  and  daugh- 
ter both. 

Mrs.  Pinch  called  her,  hurriedly  coming 
half-way  up  the  staircase  with  a light 
“Your  father  is.  sick,”  she  said,  anxious- 
ly. “I  don’t  know  whether  it  is  more 
than  a chill,  but  he’s  in  great  pain,  and  I 
wish  we  could  get  the  doctor.  Can’t  you 
wrap  up  warm  and  go  over  to  Minton’s 
and  see  if  they  can’t  send  somebody  ?” 

“There's  nobody  there,”  said  Polly; 
“ the  boys  are  both  away.  I’ll  go  myself, 
and  get  back  before  you  begin  to  miss 
me;”  and  she  was  alre^y  dressing  as  fast 
as  she  could.  In  that  quiet  neighborhood 
she  had  no  thought  of  fear;  it  was  not 
like  Polly  to  be  afraid,  at  any  rate;  and 
after  a few  words  to  her  father,  and  mak- 
ing a bright  fire  in  the  little  fire-place  of 
the  bedr<x>ra,  she  put  on  her  warm  old 
hood  and  mittens,  and  her  mother’s  great 
plaid  shawl,  and  scurried  away  up  the 
road.  It  was  a mile  and  a half  to  the 


doctor’s  house,  and  with  every  step  she 
grew  more  eager  to  reach  it.  The  clouds 
had  broken  away  somewhat,  and  the  stars’ 
bright  rays  came  down  like  glistening 
needles  at  one’s  eyes,  so  keen  and  piercing 
they  were.  The  wind  had  gone  down, 
and  a heavy  coldness  had  fallen  upon  the 
earth,  as  if  the  air,  like  water,  had  frozen 
and  become  denser.  It  seemed  another 
world  altogether,  and  the  old  dog,  that 
had  left  his  snug  corner  behind  the  kitch- 
en stove  to  follow  Polly,  kept  close  at  her 
side,  as  if  he  lacked  his  usual  courage. 
On  the  ridges  the  cedar-trees  stood  up 
thinner  and  blacker  than  ever;  the  north- 
ern lights  were  making  the  sky  white  and 
strange  with  their  mysterious  light.  Pol- 
ly ran  and  walked  by  turns,  feeling  warm 
and  quickened  with  the  exercise.  She  was 
not  averse  to  the  long  walk  at  that  time 
of  night ; she  had  a comfortable  sense  of 
the  strong  young  life  that  was  hers  to  use 
and  command. 

Suddenly  she  heard  the  sound  of  other 
footsteps  besides  her  own  on  the  frozen 
ground,  and  stopped,  feeling  for  the  first 
time  anything  like  fear.  Her  first  impulse 
was  to  hide,  but  the  road  was  wide  and  un- 
sheltered, and  there  was  nothing  to  do  but 
to  go  on.  She  thought  next  that  it  might 
be  somebody  whom  she  could  send  the 
rest  of  the  way,  and  in  another  minute 
she  heard  a familiar  whistle,  and  called 
out,  not  without  relief,  “ Is  that  you,  Jer- 
ry?” 

The  figure  stopped,  and  answered  no- 
thing, and  Polly  hurried  nearer,  and  spoke 
again. 

“For  Heaven’s  sake  what  sends  you 
out  this  time  o’  night?”  asked  the  young 
man,  almost  impatiently;  and  Polly  in 
her  turn  became  a little  angry  with  him, 
she  could  not  have  told  why. 

“ I’m  not  out  for  pleasure,”  she  answer- 
ed, with  some  spirit.  “Father  is  taken 
very  sick;  we  are  afraid  it  is  pneumonia; 
and  I’m  going  for  the  doctor.  There  was 
nobody  to  send.” 

“I  was  coming  up  from  Portsmouth 
to-day,”  said  the  young  man,  “and  I lost 
the  last  train,  so  I came  on  a freight  train 
with  some  fellows  I know,  and  I thought 
I’d  foot  it  over  from  the  depot.  We  were 
delayed  a good  while  or  it  wouldn’t  have 
been  so  late.  There  was  a car  off  the 
track  at  Beverly.” 

He  had  turned,  and  was  walking  beside 
Polly,  who  wondered  that  he  had  not 
sense  enough  to  offer  to  call  the  doctor 
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for  her.  She  did  not  like  his  gallantry, 
and  was  in  no  mood  for  friendliness.  She 
noticed  that  he  had  been  drinking,  but  he 
seemed  perfectly  sober;  it  was  between 
Jerry  Minton  and  herself  that  something 
almost  like  love-making  had  showed  itself 
long  before,  but  somehow  any  tenderness 
she  had  suspected  herself  of  cherishing 
for  him  had  suddenly  vanished  from  her 
heart  and  mind. 

“ I was  all  knocked  of  a heap  in  Salem 
this  morning  to  hear  that  the  bank  had 
failed.  Our  folks  will  lose  something, 
but  I suppose  it  'll  about  ruin  your  father. 
Seems  to  affect  him  a good  deal,  don’t  it  ?” 

“ It  hasn’t  quite  ruined  us,”said  Polly, 
angrily,  and  walked  faster  and  faster. 

“ I’ve  been  turning  it  over  in  my  mind 
to-day  a good  deal, ” said  Jerry.  ‘ ‘ I hope 
you  will  call  on  me  for  anything  I can 
do,  ’specially  now  your  father’s  going  to 
be  laid  up.” 

“Thank  you, ’’said  Polly,  stiffly;  and 
presently  she  stopped  in  the  road,  and 
turned  and  looked  at  him  in  a sharp  and 
not  very  admiring  way. 

“ You  might  as  well  go  home,”  she  told 
him,  not  unkindly.  “ I’ve  got  to  the  vil- 
lage now,  and  I shall  ride  home  with  the 
doctor;  there’s  no  need  for  you  to  come 
back  out  of  your  way.”  And  Jerry,  after 
a feeble  remonstrance,  obeyed. 

The  doctor  was  used  to  being  sum- 
moned at  such  hours,  and  when  he  found 
it  was  Polly  Finch  he  dressed  hurriedly, 
and  came  down,  brimful  of  kindness  and 
sympathy,  to  let  her  in. 

He  listened  almost  in  silence  to  what 
Polly  had  to  say  of  the  case,  and  then, 
taking  a bottle  here  and  there  from  his 
stores  in  the  little  room  that  served  him 
as  his  office,  he  fastened  his  great-coat, 
and  pulled  down  the  fur  cap  that  had 
been  a valiant  helmet  against  the  blows 
of  many  winter  storms,  and  they  went  out 
together  to  the  stable.  The  doctor  was  an 
elderly  man  and  lame,  and  he  was  de- 
lighted with  the  brisk  way  in  which  his 
young  companion  hurried  about  and  help- 
ed him.  The  lantern  that  hung  in  the 
warm  little  stable  was  not  very  bright, 
but  she  quickly  found  her  way  about,  and 
the  horse  was  soon  harnessed.  She  found 
that  the  harness  needed  tightening,  the 
doctor  having  used  it  that  day  for  anoth- 
er carriage,  and  as  he  saw  her  try  it  and 
rebuckle  it,  he  felt  a warm  glow  of  admi- 
ration, and  said  to  himself  that  not  one 
woman  in  a hundred  would  have  done 


such  a thing.  They  wrapped  themselves 
in  the  heavy  blankets  and  buffalo-skins, 
and  set  forth,  the  doctor  saying  that  they 
could  not  go  much  faster  than  a walk. 

He  was  still  a little  sleepy,  and  Polly 
did  not  have  much  to  say  at  first,  except 
in  answer  to  one  or  two  questions  which 
he  asked  about  her  father’s  condition ; but 
at  last  she  told  him  of  her  own  accord  of 
the  troubles  that  had  fallen  upon  them 
that  day.  It  already  seemed  a week  to  her 
since  the  morning ; she  felt  as  if  she  had 
grown  years  older  instead  of  hours. 

“ Your  father  has  a bad  trouble  about 
the  heart,”  said  the  doctor,  hesitatingly. 

‘ ‘ I think  it  is  just  as  well  you  should  know 
it,  and  if  this  is  pneumonia,  it  may  go  very 
hard  with  him.  And  if  he  pulls  through, 
as  I hope  he  will  if  we  catch  him  in  time, 
you  must  see  to  it  that  he  is  very  careful 
all  the  rest  of  the  winter,  and  doesn’t  ex- 
pose himself  in  bad  weather.  He  musn’t 
go  into  the  woods  chopping,  or  anything 
of  that  sort.” 

“I’m  much  obliged  to  you  for  telling 
me,”  said  Polly,  bravely.  “ I have  made 
up  my  mind  to  stay  right  at  home.  I 
was  in  hopes  to  get  a school,  but  I couldn't 
do  it,  and  now  I can  see  it  was  meant  that 
I shouldn’t,  for  mother  couldn’t  get  along 
without  me  if  father's  going  to  be  sick.  I 
keep  wishing  I had  been  a boy” — ^and  she 
gave  a shaky  little  laugh  that  had  a very 
sad  tone  in  it — “for  it  seems  as  if  father 
needed  my  help  on  the  farm  more  than 
mother  does  in  the  house,  and  I don’t  see 
why  he  shouldn’t  have  it,”  she  confessed, 
filled  with  the  courage  of  her  new  opinion. 
“ I believe  that  it  is  the  only  thing  for  me 
to  do.  I always  had  a great  knack  at 
making  things  grow,  ar4i  I never  should 
be  so  happy  anywhere  as  working  out- 
doors and  handling  a piece  of  land.  I’d 
rather  work  with  a hoe  than  a ferule  any 
day,”  and  she  gave  the  queer  little  laugh 
again.  Nobody  would  have  suspected 
she  found  it  so  hard  to  bear  the  doctor’s 
bad  news. 

“ But  what  is  it  you  mean  to  do  ?”  ask- 
ed the  doctor,  in  a most  respectful  tone, 
though  he  was  inwardly  much  amused. 

Polly  hesitated.  “I  have  been  think- 
ing that  w'e  might  raise  a good  many  more 
early  vegetables,  and  ever  so  much  more 
poultry.  Some  of  our  land  is  so  shelter- 
ed that  it  is  very  early,  you  know,  and  it’s 
first-rate  light  loam.  We  always  get  peas 
and  potatoes  and  beans  long  before  tlie 
Mintons  and  the  rest  of  the  people  down 
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our  way,  and  there's  no  trouble  about  a 
market.” 

“But  you’ll  have  to  hire  help,”  the 
doctor  suggested. 

And  Polly  answered  that  she  had 
thought  of  that,  but  she  knew  she  could 
manage  somehow.  “It’s  a new  thing, 
you  see,  doctor,”  she  said,  much  encour- 
aged by  his  evident  interest,  “ but  I mean 
to  work  my  way  through  it.  Father  has 
sold  wood  and  sold  hay,  and  if  we  had 
too  much  butter  or  too  many  eggs,  and 
more  early  potatoes  than  we  wanted,  he 
would  sell  those;  but  it  seemed  as  if  the 
farm  was  there  only  to  feed  us,  and  now 
I believe  I can  make  it  feed  a good  many 
other  people  besides;  and  we  must  get 
money  somehow.  People  let  girls  younger 
than  I get  married,  and  nobody  thinks  it 
is  any  risk  to  let  them  try  housekeeping. 
I’m  going  to  try  farmkeeping.” 

The  old  doctor  laughed.  “ You’ve  got 
a wise  head  for  such  a young  one,”  he 
said,  “and  now  I’ll  help  you  every  way  I 
can.  I’m  not  a rich  man,  but  I’m  com- 
fortably oflp  for  a country  doctor,  and  I’ve 
got  more  money  put  away  than  I am  likely 
to  use ; so,  if  you  come  short  at  any  time, 
you  just  come  and  tell  me,  and  nobody 
shall  know  anything  about  it,  and  you 
can  take  your  own  time  to  pay  it  back.  I 
know  more  about  doctoring  than  I do 
about  farming,  or  I’d  give  you  plenty  of 
advice.  But  you  go  ahead,  Polly.” 

Polly  nestled  down  into  the  buffaloes, 
feeling  already  that  she  had  become  a 
business  woman.  The  old  wagon  bump- 
ed and  shook  as  they  went  along,  and  in 
the  dim  light  Polly  caught  sight  of  the 
barberry  bush — only  a darker  shadow  on 
the  high  bank  at  the  side  of  the  road — 
and  she  thought  of  it  affectionately  as  if 
it  were  a friend.  Young  Minton,  whom 
they  overtook  at  last,  called  out  loudly 
some  good  wish  that  they  might  find  Mr. 
Finch  better,  and  the  doctor  asked  sharp- 
ly who  he  was  as  they  drove  by.  Polly 
told  him,  not  without  a feeling  of  embar- 
rassment, which  was  very  provoking  to 
her. 

“I  must  say  I never  liked  that  tribe,” 
said  the  doctor,  hastily.  “I  always  hate 
to  have  them  send  for  me.” 

When  they  reached  the  farm,  Polly 
urged  the  doctor  to  go  into  the  house  at 
once.  There  was  a bright  light  in  the 
kitchen  and  in  the  bedroom  that  opened 
out  of  it,  and  the  girl  was  almost  afraid  to 
go  in  after  she  had  led  the  horse  into  the 


bam  and  covered  him  with  the  blanket. 
The  old  sorrel  was  within  easy  reach  of 
the  overhanging  edge  of  the  haymow, 
and  she  left  him  munching  comfortably. 
As  she  opened  the  inner  door  of  the  kitch- 
en she  heard  her  father’s  voice,  weak  and 
sharp,  and  the  doctor  speaking  in  assuring 
tones  with  hearty  strength,  but  the  con- 
trast of  the  two  voices  seemed  very  sad  to 
Polly.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  had 
been  gone  a great  while,  and  she  feared  to 
look  at  her  father  lest  he  might  have 
changed  sadly.  As  she  came  to  the  bed- 
room door  the  sight  of  her  rosy-cheeked 
and  eager,  sorry  face  seemed  to  please  him, 
and  his  own  face  brightened. 

“You’re  a good  girl,  Polly,”  said  he. 
“I’m  sorry  you  had  such  a bad  time.” 
He  looked  very  ill  already,  and  Polly 
could  not  say  anything  in  answer.  She 
4*ebuilt  the  fire,  and  then  went  to  stand 
by  the  table,  as  she  used  when  she  was  a 
little  child,  to  see  the  doctor  take  out  his 
doses  of  medicine. 

Very  early  in  the  morning  Jerry  Min- 
ton’s mother  came  knocking  at  the  door; 
which  Polly  had  locked  after  the  doctor 
had  gone  away  in  the  night.  She  had 
pushed  the  bolt  with  unwonted  care,  as  if 
she  wished  to  bar  the  entrance  to  any  fur- 
ther trouble  that  might  be  lying  in  wait 
for  them  outside.  Mrs.  Minton  was  ready 
with  her  expressions  of  sympathy,  but 
somehow  Polly  wished  she  would  go 
away.  She  took  a look  at  the  sick  man, 
who  was  sleeping  after  the  suffering  and 
wakefulness  of  the  night,  and  shook  her 
head  ominously,  for  which  Polly  could 
have  struck  her.  She  was  an  .unpleasant, 
croaking  sort  of  woman,  and  carried  in 
her  whole  manner  a consciousness  of  the 
altered  fortunes  of  the  Finches,  and  she 
even  condoled  with  Polly  on  her  disap- 
pointment about  the  school. 

“Jerry  spoke  about  meeting  you  going 
for  the  doctor,”  she  said  in  conclusion. 

‘ ‘ I told  him  I didn’t  know  what  you  would 
think  about  catching  him  out  so  late  at 
night;  but  he  was  to  Portsmouth,  and 
mistook  the  time  of  the  train.  I’ve  been 
joking  him  for  some  time  past.  I’ve  about 
made  up  my  mind  thei*e’s  some  attraction 
to  Portsmouth.  He  was  terrible  took  with 
that  Miss  Hallett  who  was  stopping  to  the 
minister’s  in  the  summer.’* 

This  was  more  than  Polly  could  bear, 
for  it  was  only  a short  time  since  Mrs.Min- 
ton  had  been  paying  her  great  attention, 
and  wishing  that  she  and  Jerry  would 
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make  a match  of  it,  as  the  farms  joined, 
and  the  farm- work  was  growing  too  heavy 
for  her  as  she  became  older. 

‘‘If  you  mean  Mary  Hallett,  she  was 
married  in  September  to  a young  man  in 
Boston,  partner  in  a commission  firm,'* 
said  Polly ; and  Mrs.  Minton,  for  that  time 
at  any  rate,  was  routed  horse  and  foot. 

“ I hate  that  woman,'’  she  said,  angrily, 
as  she  shut  the  door,  not  very  gently,  after 
her. 

It  was  a long,  hard  illness  that  follow- 
ed, and  the  younger  and  the  elder  Mary 
Finch  were  both  tired  and  worn  out  be- 
fore it  ended  in  a slow  convalescence  that 
in  its  dangers  and  troubles  was  almost  as 
bad  as  the  illness  itself.  The  doctor  was 
most  kind  and  helpful  in  other  ways  than 
with  his  medicines.  It  was  a most  cheer- 
ful and  kindly  presence,  and  more  than 
once  Polly  drove  back  to  the  village  with 
him,  or  went  with  her  own  horse  to  bring 
him  to  the  farm,  and  they  became  fast 
friends.  The  girl  knew  without  being 
told  that  it  would  be  a long  time  before 
her  father  would  grow  strong  again,  if 
that  time  ever  came  at  all.  They  had  got 
on  very  well  without  help,  she  and  her 
mother.  Some  of  the  neighbors  had  of- 
fered their  services  in-doors  and  out,  but 
these  latter  offers  were  only  occasionally 
accepted. 

The  oxen  had  been  hired  by  a man  who 
was  hauling  salt  hay  to  town,  and  Polly 
had  taken  care  of  the  horse  and  the  two 
cows.  She  had  split  the  fire-wood  and 
brought  it  in,  and  had  done  what  little 
rough  work  had  to  be  attended  to  in  these 
weeks  in  spite  of  her  mother’s  unwilling- 
ness. To  tell  the  truth,  she  enjoyed  it 
after  the  heat  and  stillness  of  the  house, 
and  when  she  could  take  the  time  to  run 
out  for  a little  while,  it  was  always  to 
take  a look  at  some  part  of  the  farm,  and 
though  many  of  her  projects  proved  to  be 
castles  in  the  air,  she  found  almost  her 
only  pleasure  in  these  sad  winter  days  in 
building  them  and  thinking  them  over. 

Before  her  father  s illness  she  would 
have  turned  most  naturally  to  Jerry  Min- 
ton for  help  and  sympathy,  for  he  had 
made  himself  very  kind  and  pleasant  to 
her  then.  Polly  had  been  thought  a good 
match,  since  she  was  an  only  child,  and  it 
was  everywhere  known  that  John  Finch 
and  his  wife  had  both  inherited  money. 
Besides,  it  gave  the  more  dignity  to  her 
position  that  she  had  been  so  long  away 
at  school,  and  such  good  accounts  of  her 


standing  there  had  reached  her  native 
place ; and  Polly  was  uncommonly  good- 
looking,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  which 
Jerry  Minton’s  eyes  had  been  quick  to 
notice.  Though  it  was  known  at  once 
through  the  town  what  a plight  the 
Finches’ affairs  were  in,  Jerry  had  come 
at  first,  apparently  unconscious  of  his  mo- 
ther’s withdrawal  of  his  attentions,  with 
great  show  of  sympathy  and  friendliness, 
to  offer  to  watch  with  the  sick  man  by 
night,  or  to  be  of  any  use  by  day,  and  he 
had  been  much  mortified  and  surprised  at 
Polly’s  unmistakable  repulse.  Her  quick 
instinct  had  detected  an  assumption  of  con- 
descension and  patronage  on  his  part  as 
well  as  his  mother’s,  and  the  growing 
fondness  which  she  had  felt  earlier  in 
that  season  turned  to  a dislike  that  grew 
much  faster  in  the  winter  days.  Her  mo- 
ther noticed  the  change  in  her  manner, 
and  one  night  as  they  sat  together  in  the 
kitchen  Mrs.  Finch  whispered  a gentle 
warning  to  her  daughter.  “I  thought 
one  time  that  there  might  be  something 
between  you  and  Jerry,”  she  said.  “I 
hope  you  won’t  let  your  duty  to  your  fa- 
ther and  me  stand  in  the  way  of  your  set- 
tling yourself  comfortably.  I shouldn’t 
like  to  think  we  were  going  to  leave  you 
alone.  A woman’s  better  to  have  a home 
of  her  own.” 

Polly  turned  so  red  that  her  mother 
could  see  the  color  even  in  the  dim  light 
by  which  they  watched. 

“ Don’t  you  worry  about  me,”  said  the 
girl.  “ This  is  my  home,  and  I wouldn’t 
marry  Jerry  Minton  if  he  were  the  Presi- 
dent.” 

It  was  a black  and  snowless  winter  un- 
til late  in  January.  There,  near  the  sea, 
such  seasons  are  not  so  uncommon  as  they 
are  farther  inland;  but  the  desolation  of 
the  landscape  struck  Polly  Finch  all  the 
more  forcibly  since  it  was  answered  to  by 
the  anxiety  and  trouble  that  had  fallen 
into  her  life.  She  had  not  been  at  home 
in  midwinter  for  several  years  before,  and 
in  those  earlier  days  she  never  had  no- 
ticed the  outward  world  as  she  had  learn- 
ed to  do  as  she  grew  older.  The  farm  was 
a pleasant  group  of  fields  in  summer,  ly- 
ing among  the  low  hills  that  kept  away 
both  the  winds  from  the  sea  and  the  still 
keener  and  bitterer  northwest  wind.  Yet 
the  plain,  warm,  story-and-a-half  house, 
with  its  square  front  yard,  with  lilac  and 
rose  bushes,  and  the  open  side  yard  with 
its  close  green  turf,  and  the  barns  and  out- 
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buildings  beyond,  was  only  a little  way 
from  the  marshes.  From  Polly’s  own  up- 
per window  there  was  an  outlook  that 
way  over  a low  slope  of  one  of  the  pas- 
ture hills,  and  sometimes  when  she  felt 
tired  and  dreary,  and  looked  out  there,  it 
seemed  to  her  as  if  the  half-dozen  black 
cedars  were  standing  there  watching  the 
house,  and  waiting  for  a still  greater  sor- 
row and  evil  fortune  to  go  in  at  the  door. 
Our  heroine’s  life  was  not  a little  lonely, 
and  it  would  have  been  much  worse  if  she 
had  not  been  so  busy  and  so  full  of  care. 
She  missed  the  girls  who  had  been  her 
companions  at  school,  and  from  having 
her  duties  marked  out  for  her  by  her 
teachers,  and  nothing  to  do  but  to  follow 
set  tasks,  and  do  certain  things  at  certain 
hours,  it  was  a great  change  to  being  her 
own  mistress,  charged  with  not  only  her 
own  but  other  people’s  welfare. 

The  women  from  the  few  neighboring 
houses  who  came  in  to  pay  friendly  vis- 
its, or  to  help  with  the  housework,  said 
very  good  things  about  Polly  afterward. 
It  had  been  expected  that  she  would  put 
on  at  least  a few  fine  airs,  but  she  was  so 
dutiful,  and  worked  so  hard  and  so  sensi- 
bly, and  with  such  manifest  willingness 
and  interest,  that  no  one  could  help  prais- 
ing her.  A very  old  neighbor,  who  was 
still  mindful  of  the  proprieties  of  life, 
though  she  had  become  too  feeble  to  be 
of  much  practical  use  in  the  event  of  a 
friend’s  illness,  came  one  afternoon  to  pay 
a visit.  She  was  terribly  fatigued  after 
the  walk  which  had  been  so  long  for  her, 
and  Polly  waited  upon  her  kindly,  and 
brought  her  some  refreshments,  all  in  the 
midst  of  one  of  her  busiest  afternoons. 
Poor  old  Mrs.  Wall ! she  made  her  little 
call  upon  the  sick  man,  who  was  almost 
too  weak  to  even  show  his  gratitude  that 
she  had  made  so  great  an  effort  to  keep 
up  the  friendly  custom,  and  after  saying 
sadly  that  she  used  to  be  a great  hand  to 
tend  the  sick,  but  her  day  was  over,  she 
returned  to  the  kitchen,  when  Polly  drew 
the  big  rocking-chair  to  the  W’armest  cor- 
ner, and  entertained  her  to  the  best  of  her 
power.  The  old  woman’s  eye  fell  upon 
a great  pile  of  newspapers. 

“I  suppose  you  are  a great  hand  to 
read,  after  all  your  schooling  ?”  and  Polly 
answered  that  she  did  like  to  read  very 
much,  and  added:  “Those  are  old  num- 
bers of  the  Agricnltiirist,  Father  has 
taken  it  a good  many  years,  and  I’ve  taken 
to  studying  farming.*’ 


Mrs.  Wall  noticed  the  little  blush  that 
followed  this  announcement,  and  did  not 
question  its  seriousnass  and  truthfulness. 

“ I’m  going  to  help  father  carry  on  the 
farm,”  said  Polly,  suddenly,  fearing  that 
her  guest  might  think  she  meant  to  mar- 
ry, and  only  take  the  in-door  part  of  the 
farm’s  business. 

“ Well,  two  heads  are  better  than  one,” 
said  the  old  lady,  after  a minute’s  reflec- 
tion ; “only  an  old  horse  and  a young  one 
don’t  always  pull  well  together.  But  I 
can  see,  if  my  eyes  aren’t  what  they  used 
to  be,  that  you  are  a good  smart  girl,  with 
some  snap  to  ye.  I guess  you’ve  got  pow- 
er enough  to  turn  ’most  any  kind  of  a milL 
There  was  my  own  first  cousin  Serena 
Allen,  her  husband  was  killed  in  the  last 
war,  and  she  was  left  with  two  children 
when  she  wasn’t  a great  deal  older  than 
you  be,  and  she  run  the  farm,  and  lived 
well,  and  laid  up  a handsome  property. 
She  was  some  years  older  than  I,  but  sha 
hasn’t  been  dead  a great  many  years. 
She’d  plough  a piece  of  ground  as  well  as 
a man.  They  used  to  call  her  Farmer 
Allen.  She  was  as  nice  a woman  as  I ever 
knew.” 

Polly  laughed  more  heartily  than  she 
had  for  a good  while,  and  it  did  her  father 
good  to  hear  her;  but  later,  when  the  vis- 
itor had  gone,  in  spite  of  Polly’s  offer  to 
drive  her  home  a little  later  when  anoth- 
er neighbor  returned  the  horse,  our  friend 
watched  her  go  away  with  feeble  steps,  a 
bent,  decrepit  figure,  almost  worn  out  wuth 
spending  so  many  years  in  a world  of  hard 
work.  She  might  have  stood  for  a pic- 
ture of  old  age,  and  Polly  felt  it  as  she 
stood  at  the  window.  It  had  never  come 
home  to  her  thoroughly  before,  the  inevi- 
tableness of  growing  old,  and  of  the  limit- 
ation of  this  present  life;  how  soon  the 
body  loses  its  power,  and  the  strength  of 
the  mind  wanes  with  it.  All  that  old  Mrs. 
Wall  could  do  in  this  world  was  done,  and 
her  account  was  virtually  closed.  “ Here 
I am  just  starting  out,”  said  unlucky  John 
Finch’s  only  daughter.  “I  did  think  I 
might  be  going  to  have  a great  career 
sometimes  when  I was  at  school,  and  here 
I am  settling  down  just  like  everybody 
else,  and  only  one  wave,  after  all,  instead 
of  being  a whole  tide.  And  it  isn’t  going 
to  be  a great  while  before  I have  as  hard 
work  to  get  up  that  little  hill  as  old  Mrs. 
Wall.  But  I'm  going  to  beat  even  her 
cousin  Serena  Allen.  I am  going  to  bo 
renowned  as  Farmer  Finch.” 
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Polly  found  it  very  hard  to  wait  until 
it  should  be  time  to  make  her  garden  and 
plant  it,  and  every  day  made  her  more 
impatient,  while  she  plied  her  father  with 
questions,  and  asked  his  opinion  so  many 
times  as  to  the  merits  of  different  crops, 
until  he  was  tired  of  the  subject  altogeth- 
er. Through  many  seasons  he  had  tried 
these  same  experiments,  with  not  very 
great  succes.s,  and  he  could  not  imagine 
the  keen  interest  and  enthusiasm  with 
which  Polly’s  soul  was  fired.  She  had 
never  known  such  a late  spring,  and  the 
scurries  of  snow  in  March  and  early  April 
filled  her  with  dismay,  as  if  each  had 
blighted  and  frost-bitten  her  whole  har- 
vest. The  day  the  garden  was  ploughed 
was  warm  and  spring-like,  and  John  Finch 
crept  out  slowly,  with  his  stick  held  fast 
in  a pale  and  withered-looking  hand,  to 
see  the  work  go  on.  He  groaned  when  he 
saw  what  a great  piece  of  ground  was 
marked  out  by  the  long  first  furrows,  and 
felt  a new  sense  of  his  defeated  and  weak 
condition.  He  began  to  protest  angrily 
at  what  he  believed  to  be  his  daughter’s 
imprudent  nonsense,  but  the  thought 
struck  him  that  Polly  might  know  what 
she  was  about  better  than  he  did,  and  he 
fell  back  contentedly  upon  his  confidence 
in  her,  and  leaned  on  the  fence  in  the 
sun,  feeling  very  grateful,  if  the  truth 
must  be  told,  that  somebody  else  liad  taken 
things  in  charge,  he  was  so  dull  and  un- 
equal to  making  any  effort.  “Polly’s 
got  power,” he  told  himself  several  times 
that  day,  with  great  pride  and  satisfaction. 

As  the  summer  went  on,  and  early  po- 
tatoes from  the  Finch  farm  were  first  in 
the  market,  though  everybody  who  saw 
them  planted  had  believed  they  would 
freeze  and  never  grow,  and  the  other  crops 
had  sometimes  failed,  but  for  the  most 
part  flourished  famously,  Polly  began  to 
attract  a good  deal  of  attention,  for  she 
manifested  a good  deal  of  shrewdness  and 
business  talent,  and  her  enterprise,  held  in 
check  by  her  father’s  experience,  wrought 
wonders  in  the  garden  and  fields.  Over 
and  over  again  John  Finch  said,  admir- 
ingly, to  his  wife,  “ How  Polly  does  take 
hold  of  things!”  and  while  he  was  quick 
to  see  the  objections  to  her  plans,  and 
had  failed  in  his  own  life  affairs  because 
he  was  afraid  to  take  risk,  he  was  easi- 
ly persuaded  into  thinking  it  was  worth 
while  to  do  the  old  work  in  new  ways. 
It  was  lucky  that  Polly  had  a grand  capi- 
tal of  strength  to  live  upon,  for  she  gave 


herself  little  rest  all  summer  long;  she 
was  up  early  and  hard  at  work  every 
morning,  and  only  wished  that  the  days 
were  twice  as  long.  She  minded  neither 
heat  nor  rain,  and  having  seen  her  way 
clear  to  employ  a strong  country  boy 
whom  the  doctor  had  met  in  his  rounds 
and  recommended,  she  took  care  of  the 
great  garden  with  his  help;  and  when  she 
had  occasion  to  do  battle  with  the  market- 
men  who  came  foraging  that  way,  she 
came  off  victorious  in  the  matter  of  fair 
prices. 

Now  that  so  much  has  been  said  about 
the  days  and  the  thoughts  that  led  to  the 
carrying  out  of  so  bold  a scheme,  it  is  a 
pity  there  is  not  time  enough  to  give  a his- 
tory of  the  struggles  and  successes  of  that 
first  summer.  There  never  was  a young 
man  just  “out  of  his  time”  and  rejoicing 
in  his  freedom  who  went  to  work  more 
diligently  and  eagerly  than  Polly  Finch, 
and  few  have  set  their  wits  at  work  on  a 
New  England  farm  half  so  intelligently. 

She  managed  a great  flock  of  poultry  with 
admirable  skill.  Her  geese  walked  in  a 
stately  procession  all  that  summer  to  and 
from  their  pleasure-ground  at  the  edge  of 
the  marsh,  and  not  a hen  that  stole  her 
nest  but  was  tracked  to  earth  like  a fox 
and  cooped  triumphantly.  She  tinkered 
the  rickety  bee-hives  that  stood  in  a long 
and  unremunerative  row  in  the  garden 
until  the  bees  became  good  housekeepers 
and  excellent  providers  for  very  shame. 

She  gatliered  more  than  one  of  the  swarms 
herself  without  a sting,  and  by  infinite 
diligence  she  waged  war  successfully  on 
the  currant  worms,  with  the  result  that  she 
had  a great  crop  of  currants  when  every- 
body else’s  came  to  grief.  She  wondered 
why  the  butter  that  she  and  her  mother 
made  brought  only  a third-rate  price,  and 
bought  a pound  of  the  very  best  for  a pat- 
tern, and  afterward  was  sparing  of  salt, 
and  careful  to  churn  wliile  the  cream  was 
sweet  and  fresh.  She  sold  the  oxen,  and 
bought  another  horee  instead  for  the  light- 
er team,  which  would  serve  her  purpose 
better,  and  every  morning,  after  the  crops 
began  to  yield,  a wagon-load  of  something 
or  other  went  from  the  farm  to  market. 

She  was  as  happy  as  a queen,  and  as 
well  and  strong  as  girls  ought  to  be;  and 
though  some  people  laughed  a good  deal, 
and  thought  she  ought  to  l>e  ashamed  to 
work  on  the  farm  like  a man,  they  were 
forced  to  like  her  all  the  better  when  they 
saw  her;  and  when  she  came  into  church 
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on  Sunday,  nobody  could  have  said  that 
she  had  become  unwomanly  and  rough. 
Her  hands  grew  to  need  a larger  pair  of 
gloves  than  she  was  used  to  wearing,  but 
that  did  not  trouble  her;  and  she  liked  a 
story-book,  or  a book  with  more  lessons  in 
it  still,  better  than  ever  she  had.  Two  girls 
wlio  had  been  her  best  friends  at  school 
came  in  the  course  of  the  summer  to  visit 
her,  and  were  asked  out  into  the  garden, 
after  the  early  breakfast,  because  she  must 
weed  the  beets,  and  after  sitting  still  for  a 
while  on  a garden  bench,  they  began  to 
help  her,  and  both  got  headaches ; but  at 
the  end  of  the  week,  having  caught  the 
spirit  and  something  of  tlie  enjoyment  of 
her  life,  they  would  have  been  glad  to 
spend  the  rest  of  the  summer  with  her. 
There  is  something  delightful  in  keeping 
so  clo.se  to  growing  things,  and  one  gets  a 
great  sympathy  with  the  life  that  is  in  na- 
ture, with  the  flourishing  of  some  plants 
and  the  hindered  life  of  others,  with  the 
fruitfulness  and  the  ripening  and  the 
gathering  in  that  may  be  watched  and 
tended  and  counted  on  one  small  piece  of 
ground. 

Everything  seemed  to  grow  that  she 
touched,  and  it  was  as  if  the  strength  of 
her  own  nature  was  like  a brook  that 
made  everything  green  where  it  went. 
She  had  her  failures  and  disappointments, 
and  she  reaped  little  in  places  where  she 
had  looked  for  great  harvests.  The  hay 
was  partly  spoiled  by  some  wet  weather, 
but  there  was  still  enough  for  their  own 
stock,  and  they  sold  the  poultry  for  dou- 
ble the  usual  money.  The  old  doctor  was 
Polly’s  firm  friend,  and  he  grew  as  fond 
of  her  as  if  she  were  his  own  daughter, 
and  could  hardly  force  himself  to  take  the 
money  she  brought  back  in  payment  of  a 
loan  she  had  been  forced  to  ask  of  him,  un- 
known even  to^er  mother,  once  when 
things  went  hard  against  her  enterprise 
late  in  the  spring. 

John  Finch  gained  strength  slowly  all 
that  summer,  but  his  heart  grew  lighter 
day  by  day,  and  he  and  Polly  made  en- 
thusiastic plans  in  the  summer  evenings 
for  increased  sheep-raising  on  their  wide- 
spread pasture-land,  and  for  a great  poul- 
try-yard, which  was  to  bring  them  not  a 
little  wealth.  And  on  Thanksgiving-day, 
when  our  farmer  counted  up  her  gains 
finally,  she  was  out  of  debt,  and  more 
than  satisfied  and  contented.  She  said 
over  and  over  again  that  she  never  should 
be  happier  than  she  had  been  that  sum- 


mer. But  more  than  one  short-sighted 
towns-woman  wondered  that  she  should 
make  nothing  of  herself  when  she  had 
had  a good*  education,  and  many  spoke 
as  if  Polly  would  have  been  more  admira- 
ble and  respectable  if  she  had  succeeded 
in  getting  the  little  town  school  teach- 
ership.  She  said  herself  that  she  was 
thankful  for  everything  she  had  learned 
at  school  that  had  helped  her  about  her 
farming  and  gardening,  but  she  was  not 
meant  for  a teacher.  “Unless  folks  take 
a lesson  from  your  example,”  said  the 
doctor.  “I’ve  seen  a good  deal  of  human 
nature  in  my  day,  and  I have  found  that 
people  who  look  at  things  as  they  are,  and 
not  as  they  want  them  to  be,  are  the  ones 
who  succeed.  And  when  you  see  that  a 
thing  ought  to  be  done,  either  do  it  your- 
self or  be  sure  you  get  it  done.  ‘Here 
I’ve  no  school  to  teach,  and  father  has 
lost  his  money  and  his  health.  We’ve  got 
the  farm;  but  I’m  only  a girl.  The  land 
won’t  support  us  if  we  let  it  on  the  halves.’ 
That's  what  you  might  have  said,  and  sat 
down  and  cried.  But  I liked  the  way  you 
undertook  things.  The  farm  was  going  to 
be  worked  and  made  to  pay ; you  were  go- 
ing to  do  it ; and  you  did  do  it.  I saw  you 
mending  up  a bit  of  fence  here  and  there, 
and  I saw  you  busy  when  other  folks 
were  lazy.  You’re  a good  girl,  Polly 
Finch,  and  I wish  there  were  more  like 
you,”  said  the  doctor.  “You  take  hold  of 
life  in  the  right  way.  There’s  plenty  of 
luck  for  you  in  the  world.  And  now  I’m 
going  to  let  you  have  some  capital  this 
next  spring,  at  a fair  interest,  or  none,  and 
you  can  put  yourself  in  a way  to  make 
something  handsome.” 

This  is  only  a story  of  a girl  whom  fate 
and  fortune  seemed  to  baffle ; a glimpse  of 
the  way  in  which  she  made  the  best  of 
things,  and  conquered  circumstances,  in- 
stead of  being  what  cowards  call  the  vic- 
tim of  circumstances.  Whether  she  will 
live  and  die  as  Farmer  Finch,  nobody  can 
say,  but  it  is  not  very  likely.  One  thing 
is  certain:  her  own  character  had  made 
as  good  a summer’s  growth  as  anything 
on  her  farm,  and  she  was  ashamed  to  re- 
member tliat  she  had  ever  thought  seri- 
ously of  loving  Jerry  Minton.  It  will  be 
a much  better  man  than  he  whom  she 
falls  in  love  with  next.  And  whatever 
may  fall  to  her  lot  later,  she  will  always 
be  glad  to  think  that  in  that  sad  emergen- 
cy she  had  been  able  to  save  her  father 
and  mother  from  anxiety  and  despair,  and 
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that  she  had  turned  so  eagerly  and  readily 
to  the  work  that  was  useful  and  possible 
when  her  own  plans  had  proved  impossi- 
ble, and  her  fathers  strength  had  failed. 

All  that  is  left  to  be  said  of  this  chapter 
of  her  story  is  that  one  day  when  she  was 
walking  to  the  village  on  one  of  her  rare 
and  happy  holidays  she  discovered  that, 
in  widening  a bit  of  the  highway,  her 
friend  the  little  barberry  bush  was  to  be 
uprooted  and  killed.  And  she  took  a 
spade  that  was  lying  idle,  the  workmen 


having  gone  down  the  road  a short  dis- 
tance, and  dug  carefully  around  the  roots, 
and  put  her  treasure  in  a safe  place  by 
the  wall.  When  she  returned,  later  in 
the  day,  she  shouldered  it,  thorns  and  all, 
and  carried  it  home,  and  planted  it  in  an 
excellent  situation  by  the  orchard  fence; 
and  there  it  still  grows  and  flourishes.  I 
suppose  she  will  say  to  herself  as  long  as 
she  lives,  when  things  look  ugly  and  trou- 
blesome, “I’ll  see  if  the  other  side  is  any 
better,  like  my  barberry  bush.” 


THE  RUNE  OP  THE  “VEGA’S”  RUDDER. 


1. 

PROEM— THE  PALACE  OF  THE  KING. 

OF  all  white  days,  the  whitest 

Are  the  white  days  of  the  North, 
When  the  strong  young  winds  of  Winter, 
From  his  caverns  flying  forth, 

Seal  the  lips  of  heedless  waters 
With  the  arctic  kiss  of  troth; 

When  the  pine-tree  and  the  fir-tree, 
From  root  to  fronded  crown, 

Are  in  their  very  shadows  white 
As  breasts  of  eider-down; 

When  hill  and  road  and  homestead, 
Wide  fields  and  distant  spire, 

Are  spectral  in  the  centre 

Of  the  swift  and  soundless  gyre 
Of  the  millions  upon  millions 
Of  snow-flakes  everywhere, 

Iti  a tintless  dream  of  silence. 

Folding  rolling  earth  and  air. 

Through  such  a white  day  passed  I 
To  the  palace  of  the  King, 

And  to  the  room  of  relics 
In  the  Leonbacken  wing; 

Nor  staid  to  look  on  right  or  left 
At  any  curious  thing. 

Till  I came  to  where  the  Rudder 
Of  the  Vega,  straight  and  tall, 

Reared  its  dark  and  ponderous  column 
Against  the  palace  w’all. 

Gay  banners  wei*e  festooned  above. 

And  banners  swept  behind, 

This  iron-bound  tnidition 

Of  the  Norseland  wave  and  wdnd; 

And  the  tale  of  its  contending 
With  the  might  of  wintry  tides 
Was  writ  in  rust  and  dint  and  shell 
Upon  its  stalwart  sides. 


Strange  guest  for  a king’s  palace! 

Hath  it  not  forgotten  now 
The  days  and  ways  it  throbbed  at  one 
With  goodly  keel  and  prow  ? 

How  knew  it — through  strange  dangei*s 
Of  waters  half  congealed — 

Straight  on  to  undiscovered  port 
To  guide  the  Northern  Shield  ?* 

Scarce  had  I asked  the  question 
Ere  methought  I heard  a sound 
Pass  faintly  up  the  Rudder, 

And  as  faintly  gird  it  round. 

Without,  was  slumbrous  silence 
Of  beautiful  white  weather; 

Within,  began  a soft,  low  rush 
Of  voices  all  together — 

Little,  sweet,  incessant  voices. 

That  from  the  Rudder  sprung, 

As  though  each  tiny  barnacle 
And  shell  had  found  a tongue. 

And  across,  from  top  to  bottom, 

Ran  a faint  and  steely  ring, 

As  when  the  style  of  Kiihleborn 
Sealed  up  Lord  Hulbrand’s  spring. 
And  lo!  the  dusky  Rudder 
As  a shield  of  silver  shone, 

And  speck  of  rust  was  golden  dust, 

And  shell  was  precious  stone, 

All  glittering  round  the  legend 
That  here  I give  to  thee, 

As  ’twas  graven  on  the  Rudder 
By  the  Spirits  of  the  Sea. 

ir. 

THE  RUNE  OF  THE  “ VEGA’S  ’ RUDDER. 
Under  the  polar  sea 
Sat  little  Gudrun, 

On  a beautiful  deep-sea  shell, 

* Literal  English  of  the  groat  explorer  Norden- 
skjdld’s  name. 
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Sipping  her  frozen  tea 
From  an  icicle  spoon. 

Who  will  believe  if  I tell 
She  was  a thousand  years  old  ? 

Yet  younger  than  you, 

Red-Lips,  and  Hair-of-Gold, 

By  mothers  kissed  and  curled 
In  the  upper  world. 

Yet  the  riddle  is  true! 

Gudrun  had  never  been  cold. 

Had  never  been  ill. 

And  so,  though  a thousand  years  old, 
Was  a little  girl  still! 

Her  brothers,  tiring  of  play — 

As  even  sea-babies  may — 

Slept  in  a cavern  near; 

Each  had  for  his  pillow 
A puflFy  green  billow, 

And  a shell  at  his  ear; 

So  you’d  certainly  guess. 

Though  I would  not  confess, 

That  their  dreams  were  queer! 

With  sea-weed  apron  tied 
Around  her  wavy  waist, 

One  sister,  with  the  tails, 

Nice  slimy  fins,  and  scales 
Of  fishes,  made  the  paste. 

Another  stood  beside. 

And  filled  those  dainty  pies 
With  fishes’  gills  and  eyes, 

And  in  the  oven  placed. 

And  raked  around  the  ice. 

Which  baked  them  in  a trice. 

When  done,  those  pies  were  nice. 
Said  they  who  had  a taste. 

But,  seated  on  her  shell, 

Gudrun  thought  not  of  dining: 

Olaf,  who  loved  her  well, 

Was  at  her  feet  reclining. 

On  both  a green  light  fell 
That  told  the  moon  was  shining. 

Their  lives  had  passed  like  this 
For  many  a deep-sea  year  ; 

Gudrun  had  tliought  it  bliss 
With  Olaf  ever  near. 

With  him  through  darkest  cave 
And  the  strange  under- wave, 

Where  the  sea-spider’s  loom 
Makes  whir  and  muffled  boom, 

She  wandered  without  fear; 

And  he,  with  his  sweet  bride, 

-Had  been  too  satisfied 
To  seek  the  upper  sphere. 

But  that  Olaf  had  been  sly. 

This  legend  can't  deny; 


Had  oft  in  deep-sea  nooks 
Pored  over  mortal  books 
(Brought  from  where  wrecks  are 
sown 

In  sea-bed’s  tropic  zone), 

Till  of  ships,  from  mast  to  keel. 

Sly  Olaf  knew  a deal. 

So,  when  one  night  Gudrun 
Cried,  “Olaf,  Olaf,  see! 

What  rides  beneath  the  moon 
And  hideth  thee  from  me?” 

He,  quick  to  understand, 

Caught  her  with  trembling  hand: 
“Thine  arm  around  me,  so. 

Don’t  fear,  my  own  Gudrun. 

To  upper  world  we  go. 

To  see  the  waveless  moon.” 

With  her,  bestrode  a seal. 

And  blew  the  sea-pipe’s  peal, 

“Come!  comrades  of  the  sea! 

Up,  up,  and  follow  me! 

No  lie  is  on  my  lip: 

Yon  strange  form  is  a ship. 

Before,  in  this  degree, 

Ship  ne’er  sailed  polar  sea!” 

Fast  filled  the  deep  with  swarms 
On  swarms  of  buoyant  forms; 

Lightly  they  rose  and  whirled 
Swift  to  the  upper  world. 

First  o’er  the  freezing  surge 
Olaf  and  she  emerge. 

“Gudrun,  it  is  the  VegaT 
Cried  he,  in  accents  eager. 

“None  but  the  Northern  Shield 
Dares  brave  this  icy  field! 

I’ve  read — hum — never  mind — 

Let  that  sprite  up  behind — 

While  I peep  in  his  head!” 

Through  port-hole  Olaf  sped. 

There  Eric,  unaware 

What  ’twas  that  stirred  his  hair. 

Sat,  with  his  arms  close  pressed, 

And  chin  upon  his  breast. 

Much  pondering  whereaway 
The  Northeast  Passage  lay. 

When  Olaf  in  his  ear 
Unfolds  the  riddle  clear. 

With  finger  on  his  nose 
Springs  Eric  to  his  toes; 

Into  the  cabin  darts. 

Scans  compasses  and  charts; 

Then  scans  the  atmosphere. 

And  shouts,  “Ho!  that  way  steer  I” 
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on,  day  after  day< 
Tlie  Vega  sails  away, 

Glad  Eric  doth  not  know 
Sea  sprites  liare  her  ia  iov»^ 
GuardiJig  frrmi  fatal 
On  sharp  half  sunken  rooks 
they  lire  able 

By  yards  and  yards  of  cable, 
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Marvels  wlieji  icebergs  laair^ 
That  threaten  him  before, 
Grow  inysterionsly  dim, 
And  glide  afar  fmm  bina! 

So,  l:iarlK>r  won  lai 
Her  perila  overpast, 

The  queenly  rules 

Safe  iu  Northeasteina  tides, 

Olaf  and  all  liis  dock^ 

Now  their  kind  i»  done,. 

Climb  otu  a distaiii  Yottk 
To  bank  in  the  pdla^  «un> 
They  question;  he  replies, 
With  ileld-gliiSA^t  bk  eyes,. 
Which  a sprite  brought  away 
%Vhentbesl»pamdioi^  laj\ 
Knowing  no  singfe  whit 
What  con  hi  be  th:>oe  with  it. 
Great  their  when,  he- 

U^ed  it  m jaunittj^ 

Other  sprlles,  H appears, 
Found  VciffH  s<mv6nir«^ 
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Coins,  sUeHs,  a ^ pouch, 
Feathers  from  Erics  coucli^ 
Tobacco,;  utni  a cigrtir. 

Some  cmatufc^  m a jar— 
Keejisak«>s  for  years! 


Seeing  that  fviaf  kue\r 

\h^y  bmuglit  to  view 
Each  rasul  vci}  in  Je^p  >»<*h  hca.>k 
Ho  w^ouhi  seorntly  am  hooks:— 
Save  Hiiclryio  Olaf.s  hritic:/ 


Eiul  of  V^da  Ruchler  runC, 
SigTied  by  Olaf  ami  Gudruu, 
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A TRAVEL  FOR 

IN  this  vast  expanse  of  country,  taking 
New  York  as  a central  point,  within 
three  or  four  days  of  it  every  shade  and 
gradation  of  climate  is  obtainable.  Be- 
tween fur  and  gauze  it  is  a question  of 
seventy-two  hours’  travel.  In  January 
and  February  last  year  the  mercury  in 
New  York  thermometers  forsook  the  stems 
and  shrank  into  the  bulbs  of  these  instru- 
ments. Tired  of  plunging  through  the 
tundras  of  a New  York  Spitzbergen,  three 
benumbed  on^  sought  Florida. 

When  Florida  was  first  bruited,  the 
young  peraon  who  acted  as  consulting 
commissary  had  longings  for  the  plumage 
of  that  beautiful  bird  of  blushes,  the  pink 
curlew.  “If  only  I could  get  a wing  for 
this  hat,  it  would  be  perfect.”  “You  see,” 
said  the  greatest  of  fishing  authorities, 

' “ the  tip  of  the  wing  of  the  Ibis  nibra  I 
must  have.  In  the  Maine  lakes  are  ca- 
pricious and  imaginative  trout.  They  rise 
only  to  one  particular  shade  of  feather. 
Once  I tried  to  fool  them  with  sham  col- 
ored feathers ; but  no,  sir,  they  never  broke. 
I must  have  a gross  of  pink  fiies ; my  fly- 
book  requires  ’em;  so  do  you  fellows  go 
and  get  me  the  wings  of  the  Ibis  rubra,'*'* 
It  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  this  was 
to  be  no  fancy  yachting  along  the  popu- 
lous shores  of  the  Sound,  where  a bow- 
sprit can  never  be  run  ashore  without 
smashing  into  a pane  of  glass  in  some- 
body’s back  window.  Landings  could 
not  be  made  for  such  trying  emergencies 
as  a tenderloin,  a hair-brush,  a bunch  of 
parsley,  or  a bottle  of  cologne  on  the  Gulf 
coast.  When  the  water  cask  was  dry,  or 
wood  had  to  be  cut,  then  we  would  make 
a harbor.  It  was  not  a terra  incognita, 
but  there  were  few  settlements  on  the  wa- 
ter’s edge.  What  first  man’s  animal  na- 
ture required,  and  then  the  requirements  of 
the  sportsman  and  artist,  had  to  be  thought 
of.  Human  comfort  would  have  been 
shipwrecked  for  the  want  of  a corkscrew, 
and  art  languished  had  there  not  been  a 
Faber.  It  did  look  as  if  it  was  expected 
that  we  should  live  on  what  we  shot  with 
a gun  or  caught  with  a line.  Fowling- 
X)ieces  and  rifles  were  overhauled,  and  we 
soon  collected  a mountain  of  impedimenta. 
As  once  on  a time  a hunter  in  Senegam- 
bia,  after  bagging  his  hecatomb  of  ele- 
phants, did  not  kill  one  poor  snipe,  the 
unfortunate  man  having  exj^ended  his 


TEMPERATURE. 

last  cartridge,  it  became  imperative  that 
no  calamity  of  a similar  nature  should 
happen  to  this  party.  We  laid  in  such 
a supply  of  cartridges  that  had  the  final 
shell  been  exploded  (unerring  marksman- 
ship being  understood),  over  Florida  to- 
day never  would  have  winged  its  way  a 
solitary  flamingo,  and  that  peninsula 
would  have  become  an  ornithological 
blank. 

The  provisioning  in  New  York  was 
slight,  for  it  was  at  Cedar  Keys  that  we 
were  to  victual  the  ship.  But  we  took  a 
substantial  stock  of  the  primest  coffee  and 
finest-flavored  tea,  and  a coffee-pot,  and 
with  these  defied  the  possible  discomforts 
of  the  west  coast. 

It  did  seem  ludicrous  for  a man  muffled 
up  in  an  ulster,  shaking  the  snow  from 
his  arctics,  to  stamp  into  a shop  on  Broad- 
way and  ask  a saleswoman  “for  four 
yards  of  silk  tissue.”  But  New  York  is 
cosmopolitan,  not  to  be  astonished ; so  that 
young  person,  putting  her  hand  at  once 
on  a box,  opened  it,  and  simply  said: 
“Yes,  sir ; veils.  For  Florida ? We  sell 
this  veiling  every  day  in  winter.  Take  it 
green.  It’s  more  becoming  and  comfort- 
able for  the  eyes.  No  mosquito  can  get 
through  it.  Dreadful  weather,  sir.” 

The  last  purchase  was  a thermometer. 
The  buyer  of  it  was  a x)ositivist,  and  took 
nothing  for  granted.  Though  people 
might  say  at  the  club,  in  an  airy  way,  “In 
New  York  the  temperature  to-day  is  zero, 
but  off  Pavilion  Key  it  is  80° — only  to 
think  of  it!”  he  was  not  going  to  believe 
anything  of  that  sort;  he  wanted  to  have 
unimpeachable  scientific  record  of  the 
fact.  He  recalled  a friend  of  his  who  went 
to  Japan  for  the  sole  purpose  of  studying 
earthquakes.  It  happened  that  his  seis- 
mometer was  defective,  and  would  give  no 
record  of  nature’s  convulsions.  He  had 
pinned  his  faith  on  an  instrument  of  his 
own  invention.  He  only  thought  there 
was  something  up  when  he  and  his  ap- 
paratus were  tumbled  together  to  the 
ground,  and  the  walls  of  a building  crash- 
ed on  top  of  him.  Though  his  seismome- 
ter escaped  without  a scratch,  he  did  not; 
but  to  this  day  he  pooh-poohs  an  earth- 
quake in  Japan.  But  what  a pleasure  it 
was  to  the  owner  of  this  thermometer  to 
look  at  it  and  gloat  over  it  during  the 
trip ! How  often  before  the  sun  had  risen 
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would  he  chuckle  as  he  read  76°  or  78°  I 
There  was  a malicious  delig^ht  about  watch- 
ing the  thermometer,  for  the  idea  was  fixed 
in  his  mind  that  he  was  cheating  the  wea- 
ther. Still  at  times  there  crept  in  doubts. 
He  would  say  to  himself : “ You  can’t  fool 
me.  It  is  perfectly  true  that  here  I stand 
on  the  boat’s  deck  at  4 a.m.  in  my  shirt 
sleeves,  and  I read  77°.  But  it  is  a snare 
and  a delusion,  only  a sweet  foretaste  of 
summer  accidentally  mixed  up  into  the 
bitterness  of  winter.  It  never  can  last 
throughout  the  livelong  day.  You  will 
see.  We  are  going  to  shiver  and  put  on 
woollensand  overcoats  before  night.  Some 
of  the  fellows  have  been  tampering  with 
the  thermometer,  and  putting  up  a job  on 
me.” 

It  was  only  by  degrees — no  pun  intend- 
ed— that  the  memory  of  the  inclement 
Northern  winter  faded  away  from  my 
mind.  Day  after  day  that  thermometer 
moved  laz’dy  between  76®  and  81®  in  the 
shade,  and  had  so  little  work  to  do  that 
it  must  have  been  monotonous  for  any 
ordinarily  industrious  instrument. 

On  one  of  the  coldest  days  of  winter 
the  party  took  the  railroad.  The  last 
white  frosting  on  earth's  cake  disappear- 
ed in  mid-Virginia.  The  croak  of  the 
frog  was  heard  on  the  second  day  in  South 
Carolina,  and  on  the  third  morning,  some 
fifty  miles  from  Cedar  Keys,  we  shed  our 
coats  as  we  stood  on  the  platform  of  the 
car,  and  were  in  a “shirt-sleeve  climate.” 

Arriving  at  Cedar  Keys  in  a thunder- 
storm, we  instantly  hunted  up  our  yacht. 
After  very  little  trouble  we  found  her — a 
little  schooner  of  seventeen  tons.  She 
was  not  a very  neat  or  jaunty  craft;  her 
white  paint  was  dingy ; still,  she  seemed 
stanch  and  serviceable.  We  cast  long- 
ing glances  at  certain  Nassau  spongers, 
trim,  shapely  cock-boats,  but  they  were 
not  to  be  hired.  The  cabin  of  the  Wal- 
lowy  looked  comfortable,  and  would,  by 
squeezing,  hold  us  and  our  baggage.  The 
only  obstacle  was  her  draught-four  feet. 
As  we  were  to  sail  in  shallow  seas,  we 
were  afraid  of  the  Wallowy  by  just  two 
feet.  Tlie  annoyance  of  grounding,  and 
losing  hours  when  stuck  on  a flat,  we  had 
a premonition  about.  She  was  to  be 
manned  by  a captain,  a mate  and  a crew 
combined,  and  a cook;  that  made  three 
people.  It  was  Hobson’s  choice.  With 
a smaller  boat  the  discomforts  would  have 
been  on  an  increasing  scale.  We  char- 
tered the  Wallowy  for  three  weeks. 


Is  Cedar  Keys  just  on  the  border-land 
of  that  vast  region  known  as  the  king- 
dom of  Mariana  f We  were  in  hot  haste 
to  start.  The  captain  was  prompt,  and  so 
was  the  cook,  Eli,  but  the  mate  and  crew 
did  not  come  up  in  a body.  There  was 
plenty  to  do.  Eli,  who  as  culinary  artist 
had  occupied  that  position  on  a pile-driv- 
ing scow,  declared  that  his  skill  could 
never  accomplish  anything  with  such  a 
stove. 

“ I ain’t  gwine  to  do  no  cookin’  for  gen- 
tlemen as  is  wuth  while  on  that  yar  stove, 
sa.  There  ain’t  a pot  as  has  got  a kiver, 
nor  there  ain’t  no  pots.  Whar’s  yer  fry- 
pan,  yer  bake-pan,  yer  biling-water  kittle, 
yer  dipper  ? What  yer  gwine  to  do  ? No, 
sa.  That  yar  stove  he  say  no  cook.” 

Eli  had  to  be  assuaged,  and  the  owner 
of  the  WallotJoy  little  by  little  supplied 
the  deficiencies.  At  last  the  ultimate  pot 
and  all  the  provisions  bought  at  Cedar 
Keys  were  brought  on  board.  The  stores 
were  passable  in  quality,  the  butter  exe- 
crable, prices  not  very  much  out  of  the 
way.  But  there  is  an  oasis  in  the  desert, 
and  if  you  look  you  are  quite  certain  to  find 
it.  Gro  to  any  out-of-the-way  place  in  tiie 
world.  Cedar  Keys  or  Khartoom,  and  you 
will  be  sure  to  discover  some  Swiss,  gener- 
ally a Tessinois,  who  flourishes  for  the 
benefit  of  the  traveller.  The  example  of 
a Delmonico  always  being  before  a Tes- 
sinois, he  keeps  a restaurant.  Think, 
then,  of  finding  Roquefort  cheese,  good 
sound  French  wine,  ApoUinaris,  and  some 
other  fluids,  distilled,  brewed,  or  natural,  at 
Cedar  Keys ! 

As  we  lay  off  the  wharf  at  Cedar  Keys 
that  first  night,  waiting  for  mate  and 
crew,  the  weather  took  its  final  spite  on 
us.  It  was  bitter  cold.  We  covered  with 
ulsters,  and  shivered  all  through  the 
night.  It  was  like  when  off  the  southern 
coast  of  France  all  of  a sudden  comes 
the  mistral  from  the  northwest,  those 
marrow  - freezing  gales  which  whistle 
across  the  Mediterranean.  This  was  our 
last  fight  with  the  cold.  Next  morning 
out  came  the  sun,  a southerly  breeze,  and 
with  it  mate  and  crew,  and  away  w^e 
bowled  for  summer  seas  and  vernal  tem- 
peratures. Captain  Knowles  was  an  ex- 
cellent master,  willing,  obliging,  thor- 
oughly acquainted  with  an  intricate  coast. 
Oily,  the  mate  and  crew,  was  a capital 
fellow,  and  the  harmony  on  board  was 
perfect. 

Quartet'S  were  rather  close  in  that  cab- 
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in,  and  the  first  thing  done  was  to  straight- 
en out.  The  oldest  clothes  were  pulled 
from  trunks  and  donned  at  once.  One  of 
the  party  outraged  every  sense  of  pro- 
priety by  putting  on  a Swiss  straw  hat. 
He  was  upbraided  for  forcing  the  season, 
but  although  we  never  did  acknowledge 
it,  we  should  all  have  been  more  comfort- 
able had  we  adopted  this  head -gear.  It 
took  half  the  day  to  get  our  baggage  in 
order.  In  a confined  space,  system  ac- 
complishes everything.  The  highest  dig- 
nity of  general  conservator  was  forced 
upon  the  most  careless  and  absent-minded 
man  of  the  party.  Every  nook  and  cor- 
ner of  that  cramped  cabin  it  was  supposed 
should  hold  something.  N umberless  pack- 
ages containing  medicines,  tools,  fishing- 
lines,  ammunition,  were  wedged  into  cor- 
ners, and  the  interstices  filled  in  with  gun 
boxes,  rifie  cases,  and  valises.  What  we 
were  after  was  to  find  a thing  at  once  in 
an  emergency.  To  go  to  sleep  on  a bag 
full  of  lemons  as  a pillow,  or  to  have  your 
feet  in  a tangle  of  deep-sea  lines  garnished 
with  hooks,  was  comforting,  because  you 
knew  right  off  where  these  things  were. 

Maps  of  Florida  we  nailed  on  the  sides 
of  the  cabin.  Some  of  these  were  derived 
from  the  highest  sources  of  authority,  oth- 
ers culled  from  geographers  of  less  topo- 
graphical distinction.  I am  forced  to 
state  that  for  general  outline  they  were 
superb,  but  for  particulars  all  of  them 
were  signal  failures.  As  we  worked  down 
further  south  they  were  quite  useless. 
I am  not  going  to  decry  the  Coast  Sur- 
vey, because  I believe  that  it  is  almost 
beyond  the  power  of  the  most  painstaking 
and  conscientious  of  chart-makers  to  keep 
up  with  the  changes  on  the  coast.  The 
general  configuration  of  the  land  is  possi- 
ble, but  when  you  get  to  the  nicer  shad- 
ings, as  it  is  a dissolving  quantity,  the 
charts  can  not  be  relied  upon.  As  to 
depths,  those  along  shore  or  on  the  keys, 
we  had  to  give  them  up  as  bad  jobs. 
Where  the  lead  might  have  indicated 
three  fathoms  in  1883,  thei'e  were  three 
inches  in  1884.  Last  year’s  norther  may 
have  done  the  business.  Of  course  there 
is  no  danger  about  these  differences  of 
depths,  for,  at  the  worst,  you  only  get 
aground  and  stick  thei*e.  Yachtsmen 
should  remember  that,  on  a cruise  along 
this  shore,  and  in  and  out  of  the  keys, 
they  are  generally  in  water  which  is  knee- 
deep.  Having,  then,  always  in  mind  that 
the  number  of  inches  in  an  ordinary  bath- 


tub is  about  the  measure  of  this  depth,  if 
they  plough  bottom  and  come  up  all 
standing,  it  is  their  own  fault  Judg- 
ment requires  that  when  they  make  an 
entrance  to  a key  they  should  only  have 
motion  enough  on  the  boat  to  work  her. 
Rush  things,  and  they  will  get  into  trou- 
ble. But  the  consequences  are  never 
very  grave,  because  during  these  winter 
months  breezes  are  light,  and  heavy  blows 
very  rare.  A great  many  of  those  indi- 
cations which  men  who  follow  the  seas  in 
Northern  zones,  and  about  which  they  are 
so  everlastingly  oracular  and  prophetic, 
come  to  nothing  in  the  Gulf.  Prognosti- 
cations are  spent  breath.  The  sun  may 
go  down  in  a bank  of  cloud  in  Florida, 
that  luminary  cross  and  threatening,  and 
away  off  to  windward  it  looks  as  if  a storm 
were  brewing.  It  amounts  to  nothing  at 
all.  To  some  less  favored  portion  of  the 
globe  speed  those  clouds.  In  an  hour  aft- 
erward the  sky  is  all  blue  and  smiling, 
and  in  the  heavens  gleams  every  star. 
During  three  weeks’  cruising  we  never 
took  in  a reef,  and  it  rained  altogether 
just  about  an  hour  and  a half.  But  in 
early  spring  and  fall,  mostly  in  the  latter 
period,'  there  are  storms  of  fearful  vio- 
lence. 

Taking  in  a rough  way  the  line  from 
Cedar  Keys  to  Pavilion  Key,  the  number 
of  miles,  as  the  crow  files,  would  be  620. 
Counting  the  configuration  of  the  coast, 
the  ins  and  outs,  the  tacks  to  be  made,  we 
were  to  sail  some  700  miles.  Now  the 
senior  traveller  of  the  party,  having  some 
years  before  made  a trip  from  Key  West 
northerly,  we  were  under  his  guidance. 
Going  to  sea  on  the  26th  of  January,  on 
the  27th  we  were  off  Anclote,  then  we 
skirted  Tampa  Bay,  and  on  the  28th 
dropped  anchor  at  Palma  Sola.  Here  at 
once  we  had  a foretaste  of  the  pleasures  of 
Florida,  and  made  a personal  acquaintance 
with  the  mangrove. 

I am  inclined  to  believe,  in  the  econo- 
my of  nature,  so  far  as  constructive  pro- 
cess goes,  the  mangrove,  in  combination 
with  tlie  oyster,  has  had  much  to  do  with 
the  building  up  of  this  western  fringe  of 
Florida.  There  is  that  factor  of  resist- 
ance or  obstruction  to  a passage  which 
renders  a mangrove  thicket  impossible  to 
traverse  save  by  raccoons,  snakes,  or  birds. 
Starting  in  a delicate  way,  with  a single 
thin,  pliant  stalk  right  in  the  salt-water, 
after  a while,  when  the  mangrove  grows’ to 
some  four  or  five  feet  high,  it  throws  down 
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suckers  from  its  trunk  or  branches,  which  down  the  mangrove  and  anchor  it  in  place, 
meet  tlie  waters  again.  In  time,  the  suck  These  oystei*s  accumulate,  growing  in 
ers  lieing  all  around^  the  main  tnink  seems  bunches  as  big  as  a man's  head.  In  time 
to  hitch  itself  clear  out  of  the  water,  and  these  run  through  the  cycle  of  oyster  life, 
to  stand  upon  its  lewder  branches  like  a die,  and  tlrop  from  their  branch,  and  fall  in 
cheval-de  frise.  Nowr  suppose  a niaiuifac-  the  shallow  water.  The  calcareous  por- 
turer  of  gas  fixtures  had  made  a hundred  tions  of  the  shells  dissolve  in  part,  but  some 
big  candelabra,  and  had  stacked  them  in  a of  the  d6brls,  with  the  silicious  inatler,  re** 
disorderly  way  in  a large  room,  the  main  mains.  A little  more  soil  under  Yvaier  is 
pipes  upward,  and  the  crooks  and  querls  of  made,  and  here  wdll  sprout  another  man- 
the  branches  on  the  floor.  If  you  were  grove,  certain  in  time  to  have  its  oyster 
requested  to  walk  across  that  room  you  appendages.  It  looks  to  me  as  if  the  trees 
never  could  do  it.  You  can  fight  through  on  the  very  outer  edge  of  the  clump  show 
an  alder  thicket,  but  never  through  a greater  activity  in  this  double  vegetable 
growth  of  mangroves.  and  molluscau  life  than  the  trees  in  the 

I do  not  think  sufficient  importance  has  in.side.  Gro\vth,  then,  Jseems  to  be  arrested 
be<m  given  to  tlie  r6le  the  oyster  plays  in  at  certain  points  in  thi.s  dual  system,  and  to 
conjunction  with  these  trees.  When  the  he  advanced  at  others.  One,  two,  or  throe 
mangrove  grows  on  the  outer  edge  of  the  of  these  thicket.$  are  separated,  and  may 
water  line,  and  drops  it.s  aerial  mots,  no  remain  a jmrt  for  years;  then  a seed  falls, 
sooner  are  these  at  tlm  surface  than  at  once  finds  it  proper  depth,  sprouts,  a new  man- 
the  spat  of  the  raccoon  oyster  finds  a lodg-  grove  rises,  and  another  and  another,  and 
ment,  for  there  can  be  no  watei^  so  charged  the  many  islatuhs  l>econie  one,  Mangrove.s 
with  life  as  thckse  in  these  warm  seas,  are  always  growing,  oysters  depositing, 

treaparasiticfi  natureoriginated  to  weight  then  p<?nsliing,  the  ,shell8  dropping,  and  so 
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ry,  arid  a fish  would  be  hauled  into  tlie  cle— nature  gives  the  gigantica  a double 
boat.  It  might  be  asheepVhead  of  three  one,  so  Uiat  he  easily  together  his 

pounds,  a spot  (Liostomus  philadelphi-  inch-thick  valves.  What  shall  I say  of 
ow«)  of  five,  or  a tarpon  of  a hundred  his  meat?  Perhaps  had  we  brought  with 
pounds.  While  in  the  Gulf,  I Hnd  in  105"  us  a sausage-cutter  worked  by  steam,  we 
note-book  the  record  of  a hue  Spanish  might  have  converted  the  ftesh  of  those 
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mackerel  jumping  into  the  yawl  which 
was  towing  astern,  and  how  the  fish  Was 
eaten  for  bi^akhist.  There  were  oysters, 
not  the  raccoon  variety,  to  lx?  liad  with  very 
little  trouble,  found  on  the  reefs.  Tliese 
we  thought  were  oversalt,  and  it  is  sup- 
IKwable  tiiat  this  arose  from  the  great  evap- 
oration of  these  shallow  waters.  Here 
were  clams  of  huge  size,  the  glgantwa. 
Bigger  than  a horse’s  hoof,  one  liulf  shell 
alone  weiglis  oyer  a pound.  For  such  a 
cover— it  would  not  be  possible  for  an  or- 
dinary clam  to  work  it  witli  a .single  imis- 


clams  into  the  material  for  a chowder. 
Whether  these  watei*s  are  thick  with  the 
fish  or  not,  I find,  on  referring  to  my  note- 
book again,  that  at  Palma  Sola  we  were 
regaled  with  canned  i>roducts  derived  from 
New^  England  seas— so  lliey  do  carry  coals 
to  Newcastle  at  times. 

In  the  St.  Liiwrence  there  arc  the  Thou- 
sand Islands.  AVhether  they  fail  hy  one 
or  two  that  corn  pie  te  round  ness  of  ten 
times  one  hundred  1 do  not  know.  On 
the  southern  end  of  the  Gulf  State  there 
may  be  seen  on  thc  iuap  a stretc*h  called 
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bers  of  children’s  magazines  of  years  long 
gone  past.  There  was  a slate,  and  at  once 
the  artistic  young  fellow  stacked  his  gun, 
dropped  his  Abruzzi  manner,  and  drew 
for  the  children  pretty  and  funny  pictures, 
until  that  poor  miserable  house  echoed 
again  with  laughter  and  cries  of  delight. 
The  lad,  instead  of  marbles,  played  with 
the  ugly  fangs  of  the  ’gator,  and  was  him- 
self the  slayer  of  saurians.  To  judge  from 
a miserable  fire-arm  we  saw,  belonging  to 
the  father,  I should  think  the  risk  the  boy 
ran  was  greater  than  that  of  the  alligator. 
Then  the  misanthropist  of  the  party,  who 
often  wondered  wdiy  people  ever  wrote 
books  or  magazine  stories,  and  was  always 
amazed  why  people  read  them,  made  up 
his  mind  that  that  library  on  Pine  Island 
should  be  increased,  and  if  the  mail  facili- 
ties have  not  quite  gone  wrong,  it  is  sup- 
posable  that  before  this  these  children  have 
a supply  of  juvenile  literature  sufficient 
to  last  them  for  some  time  to  come. 

Here  on  Pine  Island  was  an  Indian 
mound,  and  the  party,  with  strong  archae- 
ological tendencies,  scrambled  through 
thickets,  and  found  an  ancient  tumulus. 
It  was  hard  digging  in  a blazing  sun  with 
inefficient  tools.  Machetes  were  plied, 
and  a grubbing  hoe  was  used.  It  was 
tough  work,  because  vegetation  has  bound 
the  sand  all  through  with  rootlets.  We 
soon  struck  potsherds,  then  found  a bone 
or  so,  and  presently  a good  skull  was  dis- 
covered. We  took  three  fine  skulls  after 
an  hour’s  work,  and  carried  them  oflP. 
They  could  not  have  been  an  te-Columbian, 
because  we  turned  up  a bit  of  rusted  iron, 
the  fragment  of  a knife.  It  does  not  look 
as  if  the  early  Indians  frequented  these 
shores,  save  in  occasional  places,  and  I 
should  doubt  if  south  of  this  any  impor- 
tant finds  will  be  made.  It  was  only  in 
later  times,  when  the  wliites  encroached 
on  the  Floridian  Indian,  that  he  sought  a 
refuge  further  south. 

The  hunting  and  fishing  in  Charlotte 
Harbor  were  excellent,  and  the  keys  sur- 
passingly beautiful.  A montli  might  be 
spent  tliere.  At  Punta  Rassa  tliere  is  a 
telegraph  station,  so  that  the  traveller  can 
be  in  ready  communication  with  tlie  North. 
We  returned  to  Charlotte  Harbor  as  we 
came  back,  and  ascended  the  Caloosa- 
hatchee  River,  stopping  at  Fort  My  ere 
for  an  hour  or  so,  and  then  worked  up 
the  river.  Fort  Myers,  with  its  perhaps 
two  hundred  inhabitants,  is  the  last  i)op- 
ulous  place  on  the  Gulf  side.  It  lias 


the  real  tropical  look.  Here  were  orange- 
trees,  the  cocoa-nut,  and  the  date-palm. 
Securing  a bright  young  man  as  pilot, 
we  tracked  up  the  Caloosahatchee.  This 
river  is  attracting  some  attention  as  a 
means  of  drainage  for  Lake  Okeechobee. 
Though  the  Walloicy  had  on  board  the 
cleverest  of  pilots,  there  was  one  shoal 
near  Beautiful  Island  that  stopped  her,  and 
we  bothered  with  that  mud  bank  for  a 
whole  day.  But  at  last,  by  hedging  and 
pulling  and  resorting  to  many  brilliant 
nautical  manoeuvres,  we  got  the  boat  off, 
and  sailed  up  this  enchanting  stream. 

Why,  oh ! why  should  our  painter  friend 
tear  off  to  distant  Granada,  or  far-away’ 
Morocco,  intent  on  espousing  there  his 
artistic  chimera?  Why  throw  himself 
away, when  within  five  days’  easy  journey 
of  his  New  York,  Philadelphia,  Boston,  or 
Chicago  studio  there  languishes  the  most 
gorgeous  of  brides,  that  grand  impassion- 
ed Southern  nature  ? There  she  is  waiting 
and  waiting  for  him,  ready  to  lavish  on 
him  all  her  transcendent  beauty.  All 
along  that  river  there  was  unfolded  to  us, 
scene  after  scene,  panoramic  dreams  of 
poetry.  Here  were  quiet  prairies  golden 
with  the  swaying  marsli  grasses;  tufts  of 
palmetto,  dome- like,  balancing  on  their 
graceful  stems ; afar  off  sombre  masses  of 
pine,  and  between  the  scaly  trunks  mys- 
terious vistas.  Here  were  bights  all  em- 
erald green,  fringed  with  aquatic  plants; 
flickere  of  light  reflected  on  the  water; 
gleams  of  snow-white  birds  flitting  through 
the  blue  heavens.  Tmiling  vines  there 
were  looping  and  fastooniug  the  trees. 
Then  at  sunrise  or  sunset  thei*e  came  lurid 
glows  with  burni.shings  of  these  pictures, 
with  effects  that  neither  Spanish  nor  Af- 
rican lands  ever  equalled.  This  was  na- 
ture in  all  her  wildness,  originality,  and 
exuberance.  It  quickened  the  dullest  ar- 
tistic sense.  If  there  was  a delirium  of 
color,  one  wanted  to  catch  the  madness 
of  it. 

Were  the  jxissibilities  of  figure-painting 
wanting  ? Why  should  tins  man  or  that 
other  man  frequent  the  Breton  coast  or 
the  Norman  shore,  and  give  us  for  ever 
and  ever  heavily  clouted  French  fisher- 
men ? What  a picture  that  was  we  came 
across  at  Caximbas ! There  was  a little 
w hite  two-masted  boat,  with  flapping  sail, 
fastened  to  the  shore,  and  on  the  bank 
her  cargo — a huge  pile  of  sugar-cane. 
Standing  near  was  the  most  gallant  fig- 
ure of  a man  the  eye  of  an  artist  ever  lit 
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Pi/NTA  RA^SSA 


Built  liko  a jaiinty 
were  from  lh>!i‘ 
i)o  bt;i  hf«aii  \v^:i^  cW’k^Hl -si 


^r»  hi;*  hf«aii  \v^:i^  cW’k^nl  -si  "Phiy^'v^ii  Jot  riu?  liown 

&*igiiW^  scarlet.  vJbi!^  net  otf  ai;^- iwl-  tlie;SV!i  itig:  tHe 

tairable  face,  ai>;d  he  Haiti  ii  i^qxi^ffr  twiy  the  xvyrk 

•black  i^rd  witli  roll^ug^  jirist  as  it  ‘?om; 

sliiri  was  just  of  that  tjernlcr  hliK'-  an(y  Wi^eatliiiig:  iitoru- 

brought  abcnif  by  frc>xuj>nt/xva’shrTags?-^^  the  Iiig  wooiWm  tables, 

coiaxae«(J  nw  bV  hLS  breecliKS^  whieli  wer<f  w herfe  th^f  of  gold, 

of  the  fa  HI  lest  hrimstiHie«,oIor.  Oh,  hcrvv  sliiob  ii>  ihe  saei ; biake  nue  aht-vapoi*  couch 
thosic  bpA'^ches  with  thOr  yellow  si 1ietx«?^^,  \vhh  fin  their  te^Kk^r  |h^tk 
Incased  OS  b Wlieiv.  leju  they  luive  tlieu  folfow  thx>gihrt pHCHpl  the 
coiiic  b Wcm  they  Biscayan  ? We  ch,  ivbito  ks-sfiow^  ivcm^hriabliin^  liMh|»iiig 
iiH{Uimd  paHicularly  thojije  Itrof^'hr  hi  thtrscsiraiigc  trees,  vviiix  pciioauS  !!^\Voo|V 

es,  aod  found  Put  that  Uicy  a hre?  t he  c^tsiu  iug  on  tho  ipHiH  s;t>cO<  bcyoiul.  and  ilievi  toll 
off  of  wuip  iSpan  soldier  wlio  ine  lf  thci'e  l^.oot  for  a ilovteu  {h<--, 

hiui  se-rviwi  m Chilian  N ought  iurrk;  Pahk  iuo  just  rrtre  caruoijs,  and 

hav'c  livinleii  Ihrougliijyery i'birhriit  please, pu  tiic  nyyi  x'iUah^gae, 

ire  ami  iiBvar  btiiud  a ou  the  Cat»)lpuii!<n  tjy‘u«^' pr 

oiighly  pioMiresquii,,  su  ij^plcic  with  to  >5^giE?ah  >>ea,^^  M kl*^^ 

iy  gme^  Paiiii  th^i  after  a 

Was,  Hlciilv&d  bud  out  A blivah^b  ^Oi^ 
a superb  figure  for  yyi^xr  pieths'e: 

yet  h«:^  Was  ii<i  Spani^KJi  • tte  Bpalvisi^^M  (i 'bUf  li  n 

lish  Si^ilor;  wiio  iiad  up  Wtltingiy  4^orn>fl  Uffjo  uh«^sutnvf|g^b^^^^  ■'  But 

hini^ndf  u*  tnypical  ^urrppuding^i.'  roj^etwatidp;;  should 

to  rh^  i-tcoes^rjc^,  iLm*^  ju^t  tipw 

^jjti^uW  hav<^  been::  a i^^^arkliiig  isl^veh-^  SvtHiJi^v  of  this^e^  iiuI^lss^  yoii  are  U‘ 

ikUe  wcaiher-bcaten  hoip?v^y;.  liaek  of  ihuC  yopr  tepd^H^si;  iri/vst  pathclic;  vu-^.  It 
H jungle  of  kilgftr - cpiky ; h>  the  right  a ihaV  bo  beoau^‘>>t  the  bad  fooih  th»r  t ryiVig 
ci^ariog.  ii^ee«  W the  ilaipbhg  ;;yiltaa  .tiu>  bard  workw  hut  Ibc  wonu^i; 

of  Uie  iiarnma^  topipki  WHlf  lu^vokl^^ht  Vyc  Floriduv  thougiy  hot 

pie  tuae;kiid  1‘fc'hKui  Wuw^ff  of  seemed  b>  it^  k?  bp 

nod  in  tijg  fti?regrdhbd^^k^^^  tak^g^HVrnih  fi‘^»(^h^s^. 

with  a faiii*  a^’emlihg  spirrA  of  yiiibkry.>  W liat  tup)r«t'^setf  m si  oiMgly  wen'  ibc- 
few  glowing  e^nibei^  a trix^et,  aiMlap  iron  niystechute,,vOHnfl7icfuni^ 
pot  ur  fiO/  Gip  ye  painter?;  in  seatidt  \^f  willed  d fbi^  eruiso.  i bml  hern 

Kucb  subject#,  aay  io  Cpyo  Ck«Ui.  and  pint  skepUcal  as  W vocal  tl&h.  bat  have 


226 


HABPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


not  the  least  hesitancy  in  declaring  that 
fish  have  voices,  which  are  just  as  distin- 
guishable as  if  a man  were  singing  in  the 
room  where  I am  writing.  Now  I had 
been  quite  aware  that  certain  fish  (you 
can  catch  them  off  New  York  Harbor  and 
all  along  the  coast)  emit  sounds  when  out 
of  their  element,  but  I had  never  heard 
them  before  in  the  water.  When  off  the 
Ten  Thousand  Islands,  every  quiet  even- 
ing, for  hours  together,  strange  sounds 
were  heard.  Now  they  would  burst  forth 
on  one  side  of  the  schooner,  now  on  the 
other.  Some  fish  was  singing  a solo  for 
our  benefit.  There  are  strange  creakings 
about  a vessel,  arising  from  blocks,  spars, 
rudder,  and  sliding  keel.  We  inspected 
all  these  nautical  trimmings,  and  found 
them  dumb.  The  sound  was  a booming 
one.  If  we  stamped  on  the  deck,  it  might 
cease  for  a moment,  to  be  renewed  again. 
I can  not  say  it  was  a pleasing  music.  It 
was  raucous,  like  a cry  of  distress,  and  it 
irritated  the  nerves  at  times.  But  anoth- 
er kind  of  music  coming  from  the  sea  was 
much  more  pleasing.  On  awakening  at 
daylight  of  a still  morning  my  compan- 
ions would  often  ask  me  if  it  were  not 
drizzling,  so  much  did  the  sound  resem- 
ble the  patter  of  a gentle  summer  rain. 
Directly  from  under  the  bottom  of  the 
boat  a dainty  concert  would  strike  up. 
There  were  chirrupings,  flutterings,  purl- 
ings,  twitterings,  twangings.  Thei*e  was 
the  swell  of  the  crescendo,  with  the  dying 
fall  of  the  diminuendo.  Sometimes  the 
sounds  resembled  the  sizzlings  of  a flight 
of  electric  sparks  with  their  faint  crack- 
lings, then  all  of  a sudden  a forte  would 
come,  as  if  the  prelude  was  ended  and  the 
regular  symphony  was  being  performed. 
We  all  puzzled  over  it.  Had  the  bottom 
of  the  boat  been  converted  into  a sound- 
ing-board? Were  the  barnacles  losing 
their  hold,  and  pirouetting,  chasseing, 
swinging  corners  ? Was  it  a grand  prom- 
enade concert  of  melodic  mollusks  up 
and  down  and  over  the  keel  of  the  Wal- 
lowy  f As  this  fairy  concert  only  happen- 
ed when  we  were  in  shallow  water  and 
over  unpoetical  mud  flats,  we  put  down 
these  elfish  j^erformances  to  the  action  of 
shell -fish.  Crouched  at  ease  on  deck, 
gazing  at  the  moon  with  a cigar  in  one’s 
mouth,  these  admirable  concerts  had  un- 
known, indescribable  cadences,  which 
Mendelssohn  might  have  imagined  when 
he  composed  liis  Meerstille. 

Never  hurried,  jogging  along  in  a leisure- 


ly way,  often  becalmed,  oftener  aground,, 
on  the  7th  of  February  we  reached  Pa- 
vilion Key,  and  then  northerly  we  point- 
ed the  cutwater  of  the  Wallowy,  and  put- 
ting in  at  various  points  again,  on  the  17th 
we  bounced  into  Cedar  Keys  with  a rat- 
tling breeze,  and  thence  took  the  cars  for 
home.  The  round  trip  from  and  to  New 
York  was  accomplished,  without  hurry- 
ing, between  the  22d  of  January  and  the 
20th  of  February. 

Some  details  of  expenses  are  necessary. 
We  paid  $13  a day  for  the  Wallotcyj  and 
her  charter  cost  $!^6.  It  is  safe  to  count 
on  $12  as  what  you  will  have  to  expend 
for  the  provisions  for  each  man  during  a 
month.  As  we  were  six,  that  was  ^2. 
This  would  not  include  extras,  which 
would  make  the  bill  for  food  and  “ luxu- 
ries” $50  more,  or  $112.  About  $400,  then, 
would  be  the  total,  not  counting  railroad 
fares  from  New  York.  If  the  party  were 
increa.sed  in  number,  the  charter  being 
the  highest  item,  the  ratio  of  expenses 
might  be  considerably  reduced.  There 
might  be  certain  advantages,  as  a saving 
of  time,  by  taking  a steamer  direct  from 
New  York  to  Key  West,  bringing  with 
you  the  necessary  stores,  then  chartering  a 
craft  at  Key  West,  and  working  up  to  the 
northward,  landing,  say,  at  Odar  Keys. 
The  railroad  having  its  terminus  at  Tam- 
pa might  offer  some  conveniences  for  the 
southern  cruise,  providing  a boat  could  be 
chartered  at  Tampa. 

There  ara  certain  misapprehensions  in 
regard  to  the  climate  on  the  west  coast. 
Temperatures,  though  fairly  high  at  Cedar 
Keys,  are  sometimes  very  changeable.  My 
own  experience  was  that  it  was  occasion- 
ally quite  cold  and  raw.  At  Tampa  Bay, 
or  south  of  that,  there  is  greater  constancy 
as  to  the  much-desired  warmth.  Punta 
Rassa  or  Sanybel  Island  would  make  the 
most  delightful  of  winter  resorts,  and 
somewhere  in  the  neighborhood  of  Char- 
lotte Harbor,  I think,  will  be  the  future 
rendezvous  of  the  Gulf  Yacht  Squadron. 
All  this  country  lies  within  the  reach  of 
the  canoeist.  With  his  light  cruising 
ship  he  could  defy  these  wash-basin  depths, 
and  penetrate  every  nook  and  corner. 
With  gun  and  rod,  he  could  never  starve. 
He  might  have  to  rough  it,  would  at  times 
never  see  a human  being;  but  then  to  be 
quite  alone  is  said  to  be  the  delight  of  the 
canoeist. 

In  all  cruises  of  this  character,  either 
in  yacht  or  canoe,  it  would  be  unwise  to 
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•depend  entirely  on  the  jy^ame  or  fish  you 
might  take.  Curlew,  even  wild-ducks,  as 
a constant  diet,  are  monotonous.  On  the 
Cuioosahatchee  we  killed  a fine  buck.  It 
was  good  while  it  lasted,  but  in  this  warm 
climate,  where  meat  spoils  rapidly,  a fair 
supply  of  canned  meat  is  a necessity  * As 
to  vegetables,  pi'oviding  you  make  a long 
trip,  you  can  generally  find  them  on  shore. 
Oranges,  lemons,  batianas,  are  in  abun- 
dance, too,  but  our  Nofthem  human  na- 
ture does  tio^keep  fat  or  strong  on  vege- 
tables and  fruit  alone.  A .small  rnedieme 
chest  should  be  taken.  Quinine  is  a good 
tonic,  and  barked  fingers  and  mosquito 
biles  require  vaseline.  The  niosquito  is 
-ever  prcxsent  in  southern  FlorUlu.  hut  he 
is  not  wicked — 00)5^  a bore.  His  tle|H»rt- 
tnent  is  angelic  when  compared  Avith  the 
vicious  avenger  of  the  Maine  woods. 

Go  gle 


This  is  about  the  ideal  craft  for  these 
waters:  a scliooner  draAving  not  more 
than  Iavo  and  a half  fee*:!  She  need 
not  be  eo})|>ered.  You  will  Avant  two 
flat-bottomed  boats  l>esides  your  yaAv]. 
Be  very  certain  and  pm  vide  yourself 
with  ample  means  for  Avater  storage^  for 
cisterns  are  scarce  in  South  Florida,  ainl 
fi*esh-Avater  rivers  some  days'  journey 
from  the  coast.  Bitd  water  will  S[>oil 
your  tea  atid  cofTee,  as  it  often  did  ours. 
Svmli  a craft  as  described  might  be  built 
on  the  Manatee  River,  Avell  fitted  up, 
and  not  co.Ht  more  tlian  i|1500.  Revers- 
ing the  order  of  things,  she  avouUI  be 
hauled  up  in  summer,  and  be  ready  for 
a cruise  in  January.  Excellent  men, 
quick,  handy,  aruJ  knowing  tlieir  husinesSt 
could  be  had  at  Cedar  Keys,  Key  West,  or 
Clear  Water.  As  there  are  many  liar- 
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ON  THE  REVIVAL  OF  MEZZOTINT  AS  A PAINTER’S  ART. 


I CAN  NOT,  perhaps,  better  commence 
this  article  than  by  a plain  statement 
of  the  considerations  which  have  prompt- 
ed me  to  write  it.  It  is  well  known  that 
for  many  years  past,  influenced  by  the 
decline  of  mechanical  engraving,  I have 
advocated  the  restoration  of  that  more  vital 
form  of  it  which  was  practiced  by  the  great 
masters  of  painting  who  were  their  own 
engravers,  and  which,  in  consequence,  has 
come  to  be  known  as  “painter -engrav- 
ing” or  “ painter-etching.”  Not  that  the 
etching  process,  which  is,  after  all,  but 
one  form  of  engraving,  is  essential  to  the 
perfection  of  this  kind  of  art,  for  the  paint- 
er, as  a matter  of  fact,  used  that  particular 
form  of  it  which  suited  him  best ; the  early 
Germans  and  Italians  preferring  the  bu- 
rin, the  Dutch  and  Flemings  the  etching- 
needle,  while  all  of  them  together,  with' 
Diirer  at  their  head,  depended,  in  an  equal 
degree  and  at  the  same  time,  on  wood-cut- 
ting.  The  ground,  however,  which  was 
common  to  all  these  men,  and  which  to 
this  day  determines  the  value  and  the 
interest  which  attach  to  their  work,  and 
which  distinguishes  it  from  all  forms  of 
modern  engraving,  is  that  it  was  original. 
Each  man  of  them,  as  he  worked,  worked 
nt  least  as  much  with  his  brain  as  with  his 
hands;  a process  of  thought  preceded  and 
determined  every  line  he  made,  and  that 
line  became,  as  much  as  the  words  he  ut- 
tered or  the  changes  in  his  face,  an  intel- 
lectual expression — an  expression,  that  is 
to  say,  of  the  genius  that  was  in  him.  It 
is  for  this  reason  that  I would  place  painter- 
etching or  painter-engraving— I prefer  the 
latter  term  as  most  comprehensive — at  the 
head  of  the  engraver’s  art.  I place  it  there 
because,  by  the  freedom  of  hand  which  the 
process  permits,  it  is  the  readiest  exponent 
of  the  painter  s thought.  Human  thoughts 
succeed  each  other  at  all  times  with  a won- 
derful rapidity,  but  in  the  brain  of  the  gen- 
ius with  such  rapidity  as  to  overtake  and, 
if  the  expression  may  be  used,  to  overlap, 
each  other.  Before  one  can  be  recorded, 
unless  the  means  of  expression  be  very 
prompt,  it  is  displaced  by  another,  or,  if 
not  displaced,  confused  and  attenuated. 

But  while  there  can  be  no  question  of 
the  greater  intellectuality  of  that  process 
of  art  which  is  capable  of  the  readiest  ex- 
pression— and  the  etching  process  is  facile 
princeps  in  this  respect — it  nmst  not  be 
lost  sight  of  that  there  are  qualities  essen- 


tial to  perfect  engraving  which  can  only 
be  obtained  by.a  more  deliberate  method. 
Such  a quality  is  tonality,  and  such  also 
are  breadth,  balance,  chiar-oscuro,  and 
the  effects  which  belong  to  atmospheric 
phenomena,  and  which  are  necessary  to 
what  is  called  aerial  perspective.  If,  there- 
fore, etching,  as  the  readiest  and  most  in- 
cisive mode  of  artistic  expression,  stands 
at  one  end  of  the  monochromatic  scale,  it 
is  reasonable  to  assume  that  that  form  of 
engraving  which  lends  itself  be^t  to  the 
painter-like  qualities  just  referred  to 
should  stand  at  the  other.  Such  a process 
is  mezzotint.  Not  the  “mezzotint”  which 
we  see  nowadays,  and  which  is  a mixture 
of  everything  but  mezzotint,  but  mezzo- 
tint in  its  purest  form  as  it  was  practiced 
by  its  earliest  employers,  Siegen,  Rupert, 
and  their  immediate  folio  wei*s,  and  which, 
without  any  decline,  but  rather  the  con- 
trary, has  been  handed  down  to  us  by  the 
artists  who  succeeded  them,  and  whose 
art  may  be  said  to  have  culminated  in  the 
genius  of  Turner.  I may  be  wrong,  but 
I am  under  the  impression  that  the  art  in 
this  its  earliest  and  most  interesting 
phases  is  little  if  at  all  known  in  America. 
We  in  England,  at  all  events,  hardly 
knew  it  till,  by  a timely  demonstration  of 
its  capabilities  by  an  exhibition  at  the  Bur- 
lington Fine  Arts  Club  in  1881,  it  was,  so 
to  speak,  revealed  to  us.  In  that  exhibi- 
tion—which,  by-the-way,  like  all  exhibi- 
tions of  the  kind,  to  be  instructive  should 
be  chronological — after  specimens  signed 
“Rupert  R,”  we  were  shown  work  by 
men  whose  names  the  majority  of  us  had 
never  heard  of : of  Johann  Thomas  of 
Ypres,  who  flourished  about  1650;  of 
Theodoi*e  Caspar  of  Fiirstenberg,  canon 
of  Mainz,  ad  vivum  fecit,  1656 ; of  the 
brothers  Wallerant  and  Bernard  Vaillant, 
circa  1650  ; of  John  Verkolj  Amstelo- 
damus,  1650;  of  Paul  van  Somer,  1649;  of 
John  Vandervaart  of  Haarlem,  1647;  of 
Nicholas  van  Haften  of  Gorcum,  1670; 
of  Francis  Place,  “gentleman  of  York- 
shire,” 1728  ; of  George  White,  who  was 
the  first  to  combine  etching  with  mez- 
zotint, 1734;  of  George  Vertue,  “anti- 
quarian and  author,”  1756;  of  Sir  Christo- 
pher Wren;  and,  alas!  of  that  misplaced 
genius  Francis  Kite,  whose  ingenuity 
brought  him  to  the  pillory  for  forgery, 
and  wlio,  after  1725,  was  known  only  by 
his  alias  of  “Milvius”;  of  George  Luni- 
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material  objects.  From  1746  or  there- 
abouts, in  the  hands  of  tiie  Valentine 
Greens,  the  Dickinsons,  the  John  Raphael 
Smiths,  the  Hodges,  and  the  Reynolds,  it 
gave  us  portraiture  which  it  is  not  too 
much  to  say  was  worthy  of  the  art  of 
Sir  Joshua;  and  afterward,  in  the  hands 
of  the  Joneses,  the  Charles  Turnei*s,  the 
Daweses,  the  Clints,  the  Easlings,  the 
Dunkartons,  the  Luptons,  the  Annis,  the 
Hodgetts,  and  the  Lucas,  with  landscape 
that  was  not  unsatisfactory  even  to  Tur- 
ner. 

To  what,  then,  do  we  owe  the  decline 
of  mezzotint  ? How  is  it  that  an  art  so  fine 
as  almost,  as  I have  said,  to  have  been 
phenomenal,  should  so  completely  have 
disappeared  ? The  causes  for  this  are  not 
far  to  seek.  Fine  art  recommends  itself 
only  to  the  few:  the  commercial  instinct 
addresses  itself  to  the  many.  The  purity 
and  subtleties  of  tone  which  alone  could 
satisfy  a Reynolds  or  a Turner,  but  to 
which  the  majority  of  persons  are  more 
or  less  insensible,  have  accordingly  given 
place  to  the  crudities  of  the  steel  plate, 
and  the  thousands  of  flat  and  worthless 
impressions  which  it  is  capable  of  giving; 
to  the  demand  for  something  that  will 
“tell”;  for  exaggerations  of  size,  violent 
contrasts,  and  vulgar  effects;  for  black- 
ness which  is  not  shadow,  whiteness 
which  is  not  light,  and  quantity  which  is 
not  quality.  In  all  this  the  steel  plate 
and  its  application  to  a purpose  for  which 
it  is  unfitted  are  most  to  blame.  Steel 
in  its  place  is  no  doubt  invaluable,  but  it 
has  no  more  to  do  with  art  than  steam-en- 
gines have  with  poetry.  Unlike  the  soft 
copper,  it  is  at  all  events  unsuited  to  mezzo- 
tint; the  rocking  tool  enters  its  surface 
with  difficulty,  the  ground  produced  by  it 
is  shallower,  the  pile  raised  by  it  is  lower, 
the  ink  held  by  it  less,  and,  to  force  the 
effect,  processes  have  to  be  used  which, 
however  applicable  to  industry,  are  for- 
eign to  art.  Thus  the  wreck  is  complete. 

The  object  of  this  article,  therefore,  is 
to  recommend,  for  the  benefit,  chiefiy,  of 
the  educated  few,  a return  to  the  art  of 
mezzotint  in  its  purer  forms;  not  necessari- 
ly to  the  uncertain  and  tentative  forms  of 
the  earlier  mezzotinters,  but  to  processes 
which  are  painter-like,  and  to  materials 
which  lend  themselves  to  those  processes; 
to  the  mellow  copper  plate,  tlie  rich  velvet 
pile  ground  which  it  is  capable  of  furnish- 
ing, and  the  use  of  that  ground,  not  mere- 
ly for  commercial  purposes,  but  as  a paint- 


er would  use  it  in  the  furtherance  of  his 
art.  Nor  is  it  easy  to  see,  since  the  cop- 
per plate  when  finished  may  be  coat^ 
with  steel,  and  since  this  steel  face  may  be 
removed  and  re-applied  at  pleasure,  why 
the  hard  iron  plate  should  be  used  at  all. 
I know  of  but  one  advantage  in  its  use; 
you  are  not  afraid  to  “prove”  it.  You 
do  not  f^l  that  every  impression  you  take 
from  it  in  its  progress  toward  completion 
is  a sensible  depreciation  of  its  richness 
and  force,  and  that  twenty  such  trial  im- 
pressions would  go  far  to  destroy  it.  Yet 
it  is  so,  and  this  is  why  early  mezzotint  im- 
pressions command  so  high  a price.  The 
“artist’s  or  engraver’s  proof,”  as  it  is  call- 
ed— the  impression,  that  is,  which  he  re- 
quires from  time  to  time  to  take  to  inform 
him  of  the  state  of  his  plate — is  to  the 
mezzotinter  a nightmare,  a positive  sac- 
rifice. It  is  a sacrifice  which  must  be 
made,  nevertheless.  From  the  mezzotint 
of  Calais  Pier,  on  which  I am  now  at 
work,  I have  had  to  take  seven  of  these 
impressions,  and  I declai*e  that  an  eighth 
would  go  far  to  break  my  heart,  and, 
therefore  that,  finished  or  unfinished,  as 
it  is,  so  it  must  go;  unless,  indeed,  which 
I am  quite  capable  of  doing,  I should  break 
up  the  plate  and,  ^trusting  to  a better  ac- 
quaintance with  the  material,  begin  an- 
other. With  a steel  plate,  it  is  true,  there 
is  no  need  of  such  apprehension ; but  then, 
again,  the  difference  in  favor  of  copper  is 
so  great  that  a true  artist  would,  rather 
than  sacrifice  the  precious  quality  of  color, 
which  alone  it  is  capable  of  giving,  take 
his  chance  whether  his  six  months’  work 
shall  go  for  much  or  for  nothing. 

An  interesting  and  instructive  example 
of  this  struggle  of  the  artist  with  his  ma- 
terial may  Ixi  seen  in  the  work  of  Turner. 
It  is  certain  that  he  was  greatly  impressed 
with  the  capabilities  of  mezzotint,  other- 
wise so  busy  a painter  would  never  have 
executed  as  many  as  twenty  plates  with 
his  own  hand.  Yet  he  did  so;  some,  as 
I have  said,  on  copper,  some  on  steel; 
some  fortified  by  the  etched  line,  as  in  the 
Liber  Studiortim^  some  without  it;  some 
with  the  adjunct  of  soft-ground  etching; 
some  with  a mixture  of  aquatint;  and 
.some— and  these  the  last — with  nothing 
but  the  pure  ground  to  depend  upon.  I 
would  give  much  to  see  these  plates  ar- 
ranged in  the  order  of  their  production, 
and  have  asked  Mr.  Rawlinson,**'  who  has 

* Liber  Siudio9*um,  By  W.  G.  Rawlin- 

son.  Macmillan:  1878. 
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written  an  excellent  monograph  on  the 
engraved  work  of  Turner,  to  see  if  it  can 
be  done.* 

To  descend  from  great  things  to  small, 
it  only  remains  to  add  to  this  sketch  my 
own  crude  reflections  on  the  capabilities 
of  mezzotint,  and  to  explain  the  part 
played  in  those  reflections  by  the  sketches 
which  accompany  this  article.  The  first 
idea  which  (looking  back  to  the  work  of 
the  great  painter-engravers)  suggested  it- 
self to  me  was  tliat  possibly  the  same  use 
might  be  TOade  by  the  modern  painter  of 
the  mezzotint  plate  as  was  made  by  Rem- 
brandt and  his  brother  artists  of  the  etched 
plate,  that  is  to  say,  that  he  might  put  his 
hand  into  his  pocket  when  and  where 
he  would,  and  upon  a plate  previously 
grounded  for  mezzotint  scrape  out  the  sub- 

* The  latest  mezzotints  of  Turner,  some  on  copper 
and  some  on  steel,  were  brought  to  me  after  his 
death,  and  I took  from  them  about  half  a dozen 
proofs  of  each.  One  of  these  proofs  I saw  in  Amer- 
ica in  the  possession  of  Professor  Eliot  Norton. 
The  plates  were  afterward  entireljr  spoiled  by  rough 
printing. 


ject  before  him  or  the  impression  of  the 
moment.  With  this  idea,  I had  half  a 
dozen  plates  of  different  sizes  so  grounded, 
and  tried  in  the  open  air,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Test,  to  scrape  a subject  upon  one  of 
them  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon.  It 
would  not  do.  The  merest  ebauche  was 
the  only  result,  and  the  next  day  the  effect 
had  so  entirely  changed  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  take  the  subject  up  again  and 
continue  it  in  the  spirit  in  which  it  was 
begun.  I then  took  out  with  me,  not  a 
copper  plate,  but  a dozen  pieces  of  thick 
Whatman  paper  blackened  over  with  char- 
coal (which  in  principle  sufficiently  repre- 
sented a grounded  mezzotint  plate),  and 
by  scraping  this  film  away  tried  to  devel- 
op the  subject  in  a single  sitting.  Six  of 
these  pieces  of  paper  accompany  the  pre- 
sent article,  and  I think  I may  say,  from 
experiments  since  made  on  copper,  that 
they  represent  about  as  much  as  can  be 
done  on  a mezzotinted  plate  in  the  course 
of  one  afternoon.  They  are  all  taken  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Corfe  Castle,  in  the 
Isle  of  Purbeck,  in  Dorsetshire. 


THE  ISLE  OP  PURBECK. 


From  a little  distance  the  Isle  of  Pur- 
beck appears  like  the  embodiment  of  a 
dream.  At  every  season  of  the  year  a 
faint  mist  seems  to  brood  over  it  and  keep 
it  distinct  from  the  mainland,  from  which, 
indeed,  it  is  only  separated  by  a thin  thread 
of  gray  water,  that  broadens  out  below 
the  hills  into  a wide-mouthed  harbor.  In 
the  spring  the  heath  that  spreads  like  a 
luxuriant  carpet  between  the  tiny  river 
and  the  hills  begins  to  put  out  faint  sym- 
bols of  life,  the  deep  broT\Ti  hue  of  win- 
ter giving  place  to  a pale  green  tint,  that, 
as  the  year  grows  older,  disappears  entirely 
before  the  golden  gorse  tliat,  boldly  put- 
ting forth  its  claims  to  notice,  soon  spreads 
everywhere,  rendering  the  air  faint  with 
its  perfume,  that  is  essenfially,  in  Dorset- 
shire, as  the  very  breath  of  spring.  There 
is  small  evidence  of  the  present  day  in  the 
quiet  island,  for  it  is  entirely  one  witli 
the  piust,  and  is  full  of  relics  of  those 
days  when  blows  preceded  words,  and  the 
whole  south  of  England  was  one  vast  bat- 
tle-field. Then  the  tiny  town  of  Ware- 
ham,  now  sunk  into  a mere  country  vil- 
lage, was  a wondrous  strong  place,  and 
with  its  royal  castle,  perched  high  on  a 


mound  to  command  both  road  and  river, 
stood  like  an  advance-guard  between  the 
enemy  and  the  island,  that  was  then 
doubtless  decked  with  many  a tree,  and 
served  as  a hunting  ground  for  the  king 
w’hen  not  engaged  in  pursuit  of  sterner 
game  in  the  marshes  and  fields  that  sur- 
rounded his  residence.  It  is  quite  possible 
to  realize  that  long  dead  time  when  stand- 
ing where  once  the  castle  stood,  and  look- 
ing away  down  the  river  fancy  once  more 
that  the  Danes  are  sailing  slowly  up 
from  the  sea,  eager  for  spoil,  for  there  is 
small  indication  of  life  around  us,  and 
every  now  and  then  white  or  brown  sails 
can  be  seen  creeping  between  the  banks, 
that  might  possibly  belong  to  the  warriors 
of  old,  for  the  river  lies  too  low  for  us  to 
see  wliat  manner  of  boats  they  are  that  are 
coming  toward  us ; and  we  i>onder  until  we 
’almost  liear  the  tramp  of  armed  men,  and 
the  clash  of  weapons,  for  just  where  our  eye 
falls  was  once  a mighty  battle-field,  and 
where  in  spring  cuckoo-blooms  and  king- 
cups beckon  and  bow  to  each  other,  and 
where  later  on  water-lilies  and  forget-me- 
nots  and  willow-herb  are  found  in  abun- 
dance, the  grass  was  trampled,  and  the 
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tiny  streams  ran  red  with  blood,  as  Dane 
and  Saxon  fought  valiantly  a fight  that 
was  only  ended  when  Alfred  beat  his  ene- 
mies thoroughly  in  Swanage  Bay,  beyond 
the  hills,  and  came  home,  doubtless  to  this 
very  castle,  to  drain  many  a wine-cup  to 
the  glory  of  himself  and  his  warriors. 

Were  Wareham  really  in  the  Isle  of 
Purbeck,  it  were  easy  to  tell  much  of 
that:  wo  could  point  to  the  Castle  Close 
and  Castle  Garden,  whose  names  have  been 
handed  down  from  those  very  days ; to  the 
old  earth-works  that  surround  the  town  on 
three  sides,  and  serve  as  a play-ground  for 
all  the  children  within  the  walls ; we  could 
lead  you  to  the  remains  of  the  sixteen 
churches,  three  of  which  are  yet  recogniz- 
able as  such,  though  one  is  all  too  large  to 
contain  the  worshippers  of  to-day ; and  we 
could  show  the  coffin  in  Which  Eklward 
the  Martyr  lay  ere  he  was  taken  to  his 
last  resting-place  in  Winchester.  But  the 
river  divides  it  from  the  island,  and  leav- 
ing it  behind  us,  we  wander  over  the  red 
causeway,  and  turn  our  faces  resolutely 
for  Holme  Priory,  the  green  gem  of  that 
gray  island,  whose  vast  stone-quarries,  al- 
most silent  now,  seem  as  th^  graves  of  a 
long-dead  past. 

Perhaps  the  presence  of  the  river  and 
the  knowledge  that  salmon  and  trout 
are  plentiful  therein,  and  that  the  wild- 
fowl come  in  from  the  sea  and  haunt 
the  lowlands,  made  the  island  a favorite 
resting-place  of  the  monks,  for  there  is 
more  than  one  monastery  within  its  lim- 
its. To  the  west  of  Holme  lies  Bindon, 
most  peaceful  and  beautiful  of  sheltered 
nooks,  so  deeply  hidden  among  its  an- 
cient trees  that  one  could  pass  by  on 
the  high-road  and  never  know  that  it 
was  there,  yet,  once  seen,  is  never  for- 
gotten, for  ’tis  certainly  unlike  any  other 
cloistered  spot.  Spripg  is  x>erhaps  the 
best  time  to  visit  it,  when  the  old  walls 
are  decked  with  clumps  of  primroses,  the 
dark-leaved  periwinkle  begins  to  put  out 
its  slaty-blue  flowers,  and  the  pale  green 
shoots  start  forwaixl,  eagerly  feeling  after 
the  sunshine;  the  narrow  fish-ponds  that 
surround  it  on  each  side  become  clear, 
and  allow  us  to  see  their  flooring  of 
last  year's  foliage;  and  the  indescribable 
stir  of  hidden  life  that  is  one  of  spring's 
most  perceptible  features  is  heard  here, 
and  almost  seems  to  force  Bindon’s  dry 
bones  to  live.  But  they  have  been  death's 
property  so  long  that  this  is  impossible, 
and  the  ruins  are  now  almost  level  with 
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the  ground ; and  while  we  sit  and  medi- 
tate in  what  was  once  the  chapel,  it  is  al- 
most impossible  to  believe  that  here  was 
one  of  the  oldest  monasteries  in  Eng- 
land, and  that  the  grand  ceremonials  of 
the  early  English  Church  once  were  cele- 
brated on  the  altar,  that  is  now  com- 
pletely covered  by  creepers,  and  hardly 
distinguishable.  The  church  lies  to  the 
left,  and  empty  stone  coffins,  with  the 
round  place  for  the  head  and  niche  for 
the  neck  that  are  the  marks  of  the  early 
ages,  lie  open  to  the  blue  sky,  all  traces 
of  their  occupants  long  since  blown  to 
the  four  winds,  and  we  think  with  some- 
what of  a shudder  and  a glance  over  our 
shoulder  of  the  possible  ghost  who  may 
stand  beside  us,  gazing  at  what  held  all 
that  was  mortal  of  his  portly  body.  In 
spring  and  early  summer  the  rooks  never 
cease  their  monotonous  cawing,  and  every 
now  and  then  the  harsher  cry  of  the  jack- 
daw tells  us  that  one  of  these  gray-headed 
marauders  has  come  over  to  call  from  his 
more  stately,  if  no  less  ruinous,  home  in 
the  tall,  tottering  tower  of  Corfe  Castle, 
which  is  standing  away  to  the  west,  in 
the  gap  from  whence  it  takes  its  name. 

It  has  always  been  a marvel  how  people 
rush  in  crowds  to  Kenilworth  and  scarcely 
a stranger's  foot  is  found  in  Corfe,  save 
those  belonging  to  the  inhabiters  of  the 
south,  for  in  interest  and  historical  associa; 
tions  Corfe  is  in  some  particulars  far  be- 
yond the  more  famous  castle ; and  while  the 
one  is  patched  and  bolstered  up  with  cement 
and  new  stones,  and  stands  low  and  incon- 
spicuous, the  other  has  a magnificent  po- 
sition between  two  fair  green  sweeping 
ranges  of  hills,  and  though  mended  now 
and  again  by  a loving  hand,  is  so  dexter 
ously  handled,  and  so  well  clothed  and 
hung  about  with  ivy,  that  the  restorer's 
handiwork  is  never  evident  or  obtrusive, 
and  detracts  not  at  all  from  its  venerable 
appearance.  There  is  astrange  gray  gloom 
hanging  over  it  in  autumn,  that  appears 
like  a ghostly  company  keeping  watch  and 
ward  over  the  crumbling  ruins — spirits, 
perchance,  of  those  who  lived  and  loved 
and  hated  and  died  within  its  walls,  and 
whose  unhappy  restless  wraiths  are  con- 
demned to  wander  forever  about  the  place 
where  once  they  lived.  In  the  centre  of 
the  hill  stands  a tall  lean  tower— nay,  not 
a tower,  for  there  is  only  one  side  left— 
that  looks  like  a huge  shaft ; here  the  jack- 
daws build,  and  here  in  early  spring  the 
fierce  peregrine  falcon  rears  her  young. 
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foraging  for  them  in  the  neighboring  cov- 
erts, descendants  of  those  hunting  grounds 
where  Edward  the  Martyr  had  his  last 
day's  sport,  ere  riding  to  Corfe,  beneath 
the  shadow  of  which  he  met  his  death. 
But  then  Corfe  was  only  a hunting-box, 
an  appanage,  as  it  were,  to  the  royal  castle 
of  Wareham,  and  although  the  tower  is 
called  iElfrida’s  to  this  day,  it  is  well-nigh 
certain  that  that  cruel  mother  never  look- 
ed from  its  windows,  watching  for  her 
victim,  following  the  chances  of  the  hunt 
with  fierce  eyes  as  it  went  hither  and 
thither  along  the  stretching  hills  on  either 
side.  But  the  castle  sprang  from  the  hunt- 
ing-box in  which  she  was,  and  infallibly 
contains  the  old  aroma,  the  old  conscious- 
ness of  being  the  scene  of  the  crime.  For 
even  were  the  tower  not  quite  the  same,  it 
stands  on  a vantage-ground  from  whence 
all  the  country-side  can  be  seen,  and  over 
those  fields  and  swelling  purple  hill-sides 
rode  the  king  unwittingly  to  his  doom. 
It  is  easy  to  picture  the  scene  for  ourselves, 
for  the  hills  are  unchanging,  and  seem  to 
mock  with  their  venerable  quiet  our  little 
day  of  unrest.  Here  just  beneath  the  arch- 
way jElfrida  stood  to  welcome  her  step- 
son, and  down  tliis  identical  slope  the  horse 
fled,  just  escaping  the  clanging  portcullis 
that  fell  at  her  command,  away,  away,  past 
the  market-cross,  the  steps  of  which  are 
still  standing,  down  the  long  red  road  that 
Teads  to  Wareham  (stained  red,  so  say  the 
superstitious,  with  the  martyr's  blood),  un- 
til stopped  by  a cotter,  who  took  up  what 
was  now  the  body,  and  carrying  it  into 
the  town,  gave  it  up  to  some  pious  monks, 
who  guarded  it  well  in  St.  Edward's  Chap- 
el, yet  extant,  until  time  and  occasion 
served  to  convey  it  away  to  Winchester, 
where  it  rests  at  this  very  day.  All  sorts 
of  weird  and  curious  legends  cluster  round 
the  story  of  the  murdered  boy,  and  are 
told  by  the  cottagers  to  this  day,  whose 
cottages,  by-the-way,  are  made  out  of  the 
stones  of  the  castle;  and  some  believe  that 
he  is  guardian  of  the  village,  and  should 
be  prayed  to  in  times  of  rain  and  when 
they  are  unprosperous,  which  happens 
often  there ; and  others  whisper  of  how  his 
body  never  'went  to  Wareham  for  some 
time  after  his  murder,  and  tell  the  story  of 
how  it  was  hidden  in  the  village  for  many 
years,  and  at  last  discovered  by  reason  of 
a bright  light  and  soft  music,  hovering 
and  sounding  in  mid-air  until  some  one 
more  courageous  than  the  rest  found  out 
the  king,  and  taking  him  up  all  reverent- 


ly, conveyed  him  to  the  monks  at  Ware- 
ham, where  it  is  sure  it  rested  awhile, 
for  there  are  stories  of  wondrous  cures 
worked  at  his  shrine,  and  the  coflBn  he 
lay  in  can  yet  be  seen  there  by  the  curi- 
ous any  day  they  are  passing  thereby  and 
look  in  to  see  the  church. 

From  the  castle  it  is  easy  to  see  the  two 
great  industries  of  the  island.  Below  the 
first  range  of  hills  lie  a number  of  hillocks 
that  denote  the  presence  of  the  clay-pits, 
whence  is  extracted  the  white  blocks  and 
lumps  that  in  Staffordshire,  and  even  in 
America,  become  in  dexterous  hands  fine 
china  cups  and  plates  and  ware  of  all 
descriptions.  The  works  are  full  of  in- 
terest, albeit  the  mining  is  of  the  very 
simplest  description,  for  at  times  strange 
relics  of  the  war  wave  that  swept  the 
south  of  England  are  discovered,  and  the 
foundations  of  a whole  Roman  villa  were 
once  laid  bare,  and  sundry  columns  and 
relics  brought  to  the  light  that  found  a 
place  in  the  neighboring  museum,  and  in 
the  master’s  dwelling-house  near  by;  and 
earlier  days  were  recalled  to  recollection 
by  the  finding  of  a beautiful  British  urn  full 
of  calcined  bdnes  and  pieces  of  stuff,  while 
in  the  d6bris  turned  out  at  the  same  time 
we  came  upon  varioiis-hued  glass  beads 
and  flint  arrow-heads,  that  were  indus- 
triously collected  and  kept  with  great  care 
until  this  day. 

The  pitmen  are  a strong,  vigorous  set  of 
men,  dangerous  in  a fray,  and  in  the  old 
election-days,  before  voting  by  ballot  was 
an  accepted  fact,  a terrible  factor  in  an 
election ; for  to  a man  they  went  with  the 
master,  and  so  had  as  natural  enemies  the 
burly  farmers,  who,  handsomely  mounted, 
and  looking  like  slaves  dragged  at  the  con- 
queror s chariot  wheels,  rode  in  from  the 
other  side  of  the  town  to  support  the  con- 
servative candidate,  whose  tenants  they 
were,  and  whom  they  were  bound  to  sup- 
port or  leave  their  farms.  The  farmers 
and  clay -pit  men  met  at  the  market-cross, 
and  lucky  indeed  was  the  day  that  did  not 
witness  a fierce  encounter  between  the 
two  parties,  when  the  farmers’  hunting- 
crops  and  the  pitmen’s  weapons,  consist- 
ing of  stakes  dragged  from  the  hedges,  or, 
in  fact,  any  weapon  that  “came  handy,” 
caused  such  terrible  destruction  both  of 
heads  and  property  that  the  riot  act  has 
been  read  and  the  aid  of  the  military 
evoked  before  peace  was  finally  restored. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  hill  lie  the 
stone-quan'ies,  worked  by  a set  of  men 
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entirely  distinct  from  the  clay -cutters. 
Self -governed  and  self-contained,  they 
suffer  no  interference  either  with  their 
rights  or  the  places  where  they  work. 
The  quarries  themselves  are  separate,  each 
surrounded  by  its  own  particular  wall, 
and  in  most  cases  having  its  own  shed, 
where  in  wet  weather  the  quarrier  can  sit 
chipping  his  stone  into  portable  shape, 
and  which  is  sometimes  the  abode  of  a 
patient,  shaggy  donkey,  whose  life  is  spent 
in  a monotonous  round  as  he  walks  in 
a circular  direction,  dragging  miniature 
trucks  laden  with  stone  up  the  small  in- 
cline that  leads  into  the  heart  of  the 
quarry.  No  one  can  work  in  the  quarry 
who  is  not  a freeman,  and  to  be  able  to 
take  up  one’s  freedom  one  must  be  the  le- 
gitimate son  of  a freeman.  This  has  had 
a serious  effect  on  the  mental  health  of 
the  aborigines,  for  the  original  owners  of 
the  quarries  were  few  in  number,  and 
intermarriage  has  been  so  frequent  that 
often  during  the  year  three  or  four  of  the 
unfortunates  are  taken  away  to  the  coun- 
ty asylum. 

Once  during  the  twelve  months  the 
quarriers  meet  at  the  liftle  building 
known  as  the  Corfe  Town-hall,  and  there 
solemnly  read  over  their  charter,  and  on 
that  occasion  (viz.,  Shrove-Tuesday)  “free 
boys”  can  claim  or  take  up  their  freedom, 
having  previously  expressed  their  inten- 
tion of  doing  so  by  assembling  on  Can- 
dlemas - day  and  parading  Corfe  and 
Swanage  streets,  headed  by  a baud,  and 
accompanied  by  the  stewards  of  the  quar- 
riers, or  “ marblers,”  as  they  are  called  in 
the  old  papers  relating  to  the  body.  The 
man  who  is  anxious  to  take  up  his  free- 
dom must  be  twenty-one,  up  to  which 
age  his  wages  belong  to  his  parents;  but 
^ter  he  has  signed  the  roll  of  freemen, 
paid  his  fee  of  six  shillings  and  eightpence 
(half  a mark  in  by -gone  times),  and  pro- 
vided a penny  loaf  made  on  purpose  by 
the  bakers  of  the  place,  and  two  pots  of 
beer,  he  becomes  his  own  master,  and  has 
a quarry  all  to  himself,  should  he  so  de- 
sire. Then,  when  he  marries,  he  has  to 
pay  to  the  stewards  a marriage  shilling, 
and  should  he  omit  this,  his  widow  loses 
all  her  interest  in  the  quarry,  and  can  not 
take  an  apprentice  to  w^ork  for  her,  as  she 
would  otherwise  be  able  to  do. 

The  parade  of  the  free  boys  on  Candle- 
mas-day  was  formerly  rather  a riotous 
proceeding,  as  they  used  to  claim  the 
privilege  of  kissing  any  woman  they  hap- 


pened to  meet,  which  sometimes  led  to 
awkward  encounters.  This,  we  believe, 
is  not  now  insisted  on,  being  one  of  those 
customs  better  honored  in  the  breach 
than  in  the  observance.  Nothing  will  in- 
duce the  quarriers  to  allow  a stranger  to 
work  among  them,  and  a strange  pei*son 
who  was  In  a lax  moment  employ^  in  a 
quarry  at  Swanage  was  instantly  object- 
ed to  and  forced  to  leave,  because  he  was 
neither  a freeman  nor  a son  of  a freeman. 
This  is  rather  a stricter  rule  than  is  to  be 
found  elsewhere,  for  although  they  are 
very  exclusive  in  the  neighboring  island 
of  Portland,  they  will  give  a week’s  work 
to  a stranger,  though  after  that  he  must 
at  once  take  his  departure,  for  if  he  does 
not  he  is  taken  down  to  the  sea  and 
shown  a plank  up  which  he  is  requested 
to  walk.  As  the  plank  is  so  prepared  that 
the  result  of  a promenade  thereon  would 
be  instant  immersion,  the  would-be  quar- 
rier departs,  shaking  the  dust  of  Portland 
off  his  feet. 

But  the  Swanage  men  will  not  even 
give  the  week’s  work,  keeping  rigorously 
to  themselves  according  to  their  charter, 
which  is  kept  in  the  hands  of  the  warden, 
who  lives  at  Langton,  a straggling  vil- 
lage above  Corfe,  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
stone  country.  The  wardens  are  two  in 
number.  One  is  appointed  to  act  for  CJorfe 
itself,  and  he  is  called  the  town  warden ; 
the  other,  for  the  parts  of  Purbeck  out  of 
the  borough  itself,  who  is  called  the  coun- 
try warden.  The  great  day  is  always 
Shrove-Tuesday.  Then  the  new  officers 
ai*e  nominated  by  the  outgoing  ones,  sub- 
ject to  the  approval  of  the  general  meet- 
ing; and  should  their  nominee  be  consid- 
ered an  unfit  person,  a substitute  is  regu- 
larly elected  by  the  majority.  After  this 
is  done,  and  the  freemen  are  sworn  in,  the 
ceremony  of  kicking  the  foot-ball  begins. 
The  foot-ball  is  provided  by  the  man  who 
was  last  married  among  the  freemen,  and 
is  presented  in  lieu  of  the  marriage  shil- 
ling. Should,  however,  no  freeman  have 
married  since  the  previous  Shrove-Tues- 
day, the  old  ball  has  to  be  used.  It  was 
the  custom  to  kick  it  from  Langton, 
through  Corfe,  down  to  a little  quay  on 
the  river  called  Cure;  but  as  the  kickers 
were  generally  any  of  those  among  the 
crowd  that  looked  on  who  could  get  at  it, 
it  is  now  disci*eetly  carried,  in  company 
with  a pound  of  pepper,  as  an  acknow- 
ledgment to  the  lord  of  the  manor  in  re- 
spect of  the  way  to  Cure;  and  the  cottager 
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who  lived  there  used  to  provide  pancakes  where  else;  and  he  can  begin  his  searches 
for  the  stewards  who  brought  the  ball  at  Studland  Bay^  where  there  are  colored 
and  pepper,  on  Ash- Wednesday,  when  the  sands  like  those  at  Alum  Chine,  and  where 
previous  day’s  fuss  and  turmoil  were  over.  “ Parson's  Barn”  and  “Old  Harry  and  bis 
The  charter  is  supposed  to  date  from  Wife,”  the  e.xactfac-similes of  the  Needles, 
the  building  of  Corfe  Castle,  but  the  one  and  their  accompanying  caves,  point  out 
that  really  exists  bears  the  date  of  1551,  emphatically  that  once  in  long-ago  ages 
though  the  marblers  always  insist  that  the  Isle  of  Wight  and  the  Isle  of  Purbeck 
they  possess  an  earlier  one.  were  united.  Studland  itself  deserves 

The  stone,  and  also  the  Purbeck  marble  far  more  than  a passing  notice,  for,  miles 
used  so  largely  in  the  cathedrals  of  Eng-  from  the  beaten  track  as  it  is,  it  is  utterly 
land,  run  straight  through  the  hills,  the  unlike  any  other  sea-side  place — nay,  it 
marble  api)earing  at  Peveril  Point,  at  the  can  not  even  be  called  a place,  for  besides 
end  of  Swanage  Bay,  coming  out  once  the  rectory  and  the  manor-house  there  are 
more  at  Warbarrow,  a fishing  village  at  only  a handful  of  picturesque  cottages, 
the  other  extremity  of  the  line  of  hills,  one  or  two  farmers’ houses,  and  a delight- 
For  the  most  part  the  stone  is  carted  ful  old  inn,  to  constitute  any  sort  of  a 
down  to  Sw'anage,  a sleepy  little  town  ten  village.  There  are  no  shops.  The  butch- 
miles  from  the  rail,  and  one  hundred  miles,  er  comes  over  twice  or  three  times  during 
as  it  were,  from  the  infiueuce  of  the  pre-  the  w'eek  from  Swanage,  butter  and  milk 
sent  day,  the  hurry  and  rush  of  which  and  eggs  can  be  obtained  at  the  farmers’, 
avoid  Swanage  as  much  as  Swanage  avoids  and  all  other  necessaries  must  be  fetched 
them,  or  else  it  must  wake  up  and  do  away  from  divers  places  around,  or  else  gone 
with  the  miles  of  stone  that  lie  all  along  without. 

the  shore  awaiting  shipment,  and  that  Perhaps  the  best  time  to  see  Studland  is 
make  the  beautiful  little  bay  resemble  no-  when  the  wild-fowl  are  breeding  in  Little 
thing  so  much  as  a very  big  and  over-  Sea — two  curious  ponds  much  fi*equented 
crowded  church-yai’d.  The  removal  of  by  duck  and  teal  and  widgeon,  and  where 
the  stone  is  certainly  a cumbersome  busi-  their  habits  can  be  watched  easily  by  a 
ness,  for  it  has  to  be  removed  from  the  cautious  person.  Yet  Studland  should 
“bankers”  in  carts  with  enormous  wheels,  be  seen  first ; and  after  passing  through 
that  go  out  into  the  shallow  bay  until  the  the  village,  that  slowly  crawls  down  a 
horses  are  almost  washed  off  their  legs,  to  narrow  “chine,”  as  the  clefts  in  the  cliff 
barges.  The  stone  is  put  into  these,  and  are  called  locally,  to  the  quiet,  shallow, 
from  them  into  larger  boats,  that  carry  it  wude  bay,  turn  aside  to  see  the  old  church 
off  to  its  destination.  that  has  no  foundations,  but  that  is  iu- 

• Swanage  lies  east,  and  when  the  east  closed,  as  it  were,  in  a heavy  oak  frame, 
wind  blow\s  no  boats  can  stay  in  the  bay;  and  stands  stuixlily  on  its  own  merits, 
and  although  Sw*anage  never  looks  bet-  and  so  resists  the  wear  and  tear  of  time, 
ter  than  in  early  spring  with  a brisk  east  whose  march  seems  ever  so  much  slow- 
wind  blowing,  the  fishermen  and  stone-  er  here  than  it  is  in  the  world  outside, 
workers  much  prefer  a gentle  northwester  It  is  essentially  a peaceful  spot,  one  in 
that  brings  the  soft  gray  fog  up  the  Chan-  which  it  would  be  delightful  to  be  a 
nel  and  makes  all  look  sad  and  mourn-  convalescent  — to  do  nothing  save  bask 
ful.  It  is  essentially  a picturesque  place,  on  the  warm  brown  sand,  and  lazily 
On  one  side  Bollard  Down  heaves  up  its  note  the  birds,  and  listen  to  the  lap  of 
great  green  breast,  and  then  the  bay  tlie  soft  sea  as  it  gently  kisses  the  shore, 
sweeps  round  gradually  to  Peveril  Point,  and  then  slowly  retreats  with  a hissing 
whence  the  coast  goes  round  again  in  a sound  as  it  finds  itself  entangled  among 
series  of  lovely  bays  to  the  great  west  bay  the  shells  and  stones  tliat  lie  all  along, 
beyond  Weymouth,  tlie  scene  of  many  a The  shells  are  very  lovely  too,  and  the 
shipwreck  and  snmggling  adventure.  children  often  find  cowries  and  the  small 

There  are  many  sides  to  the  life  in  the  glittering  shells  that  they  love  to  string 
Isle  of  Purbeck,  and  there  are  many  ob-  and  hang  round  their  necks  for  oma- 
jects  of  interest  for  different  folk.  For  ments.  But  leaving  the  shore,  we  plunge 
the  antiquarian  there  are  Corfe  and  Bin-  over  the  sand  banks  into  the  broad  heath 
don,  the  queer  old  British  barrows  and  once  more,  and  see  looming  on  our  left  the 
the  Roman  field;  for  the  geological  stu-  great  “ Agglestone” — a supposed  Druidic- 
dent  there  are  strata  to  examine  found  no-  al  remain— a tremendous  stone,  dropped, 
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so  say  the  country  folk,  by  the  devil  him- 
self as  he  was  flying  over  with  it  to  Salis- 
bury, where  he  meant  to  let  it  fall  on  the 
cath^ral,  whose  lovely  proportions  had 
raised  his  ire.  But  devil  or  not,  no  one 
can  exactly  account  for  its  sudden  ap- 
pearance just  there,  for  there  is  no  stone 
similar  to  it  for  many  and  many  a mile 
around.  Little  Sea  lies  to  the  right  of  it, 
and  consists  of  two  large  inland  ponds, 
sacred  to  the  rights  of  water-fowl,  which 
congregate  there  largely,  and  rest  there  in 
winter,  as  much  as  the  owner  will  allow 
them  to.  Herons  have  had  their  nests 
here,  building,  unlike  the  general  habit 
of  the  bird,  low  down  among  the  sedges, 
and  so  forsaking  the  great  heronry  farther 
down  the  shore,  where  in  spring  and  sum- 
mer the  birds  can  be  seen  among  the  dark 
bluish-green  branches  of  the  fli*s  like  vast 
clumps  of  gray-white  snow. 

But  should  the  visitor  to  the  Isle  of  Pur- 
beck  care  only  for  the  picturesque  side  of 
the  birds,  it  were  well  for  him  to  climb  the 
long  hill  behind  Studland  that  leads  round 
to  Corfe,  and  gaze  down  upon  the  scene 
from  above,  for  surely  he  will  then  see 
the  fairest  sight  that  England  has  to  show : 
the  vast  heath,  the  wide  sea,  and  the  hills 
and  river  making  a most  perfect  picture, 
while  the  great  red  sails  of  the  Thames 
barges  coming  round  the  edge  of  the  bay 
toward  Poole  give  the  necessary  color  to 
a scene  made  up  of  all  shades  of  purple 
and  brown  and  blue,  and  accentuated 
here  and  there  by  a dark  fir-ti*ee,  or  a 
clump  of  larches  just  hanging  out  their 
fresh  green  tassels  to  the  wind.  Per- 
haps it  is  necessary  to  know  Purbeck  to 
really  love  it;  perhaps  the  chance  visitor 
might  only  perceive  stretch  after  stretfch 
of  heath  and  water;  and  the  hills,  though 
lovely  surely  even  to  one  who  has  small 
love  for  color  and  changeful  beauty,  may 
not  reveal  all  their  secrets  at  once  to  him 
who  gazes  with  a lack-lustre  eye  and  then 
passes  on;  but  to  him  who  sees  in  the 
heath  the  home  of  the  peewit,  with  her 
ever-changing  cry  and  lier  plaintive  note, 
and  her  forgetfulness  of  self  as  she  guards 
her  young,  the  haunt  of  the  snipe  or  the 
wild-duck,  and  who  knows  exactly  where 
the  blue  gentian  hangs  out  its  great  love- 
ly bells,  and  the  big  Cornish  heath  hides, 
and  cares  to  find  out  the  secrets  of  past 
ages,  or  discover  for  himself,  by  old  names 
and  legends,  in  Corfe  or  following  the 
hills,  where  different  hunting-boxes  of 
the  Idngs  once  were,  the  remains  of  which 


are  now  farmsteads,  Purbeck  willingly 
shows  all  she  can,  and  becomes  instinct 
with  life  and  interest. 

The  cliffs  from  Lutworth  to  Bollard 
swarm  with  birds,  from  the  quaint  red- 
legged  chough  to  the  common  sea-gull, 
whose  breeding-place,  if  visited  in  May, 
is  a most  charming  sight.  For  then  all 
along  the  cliffs,  tier  upon  tier,  the  gulls 
sit  on  their  nests,  and  when  alarmed,  rise 
with  a deafening  noise,  and  float  in  mid- 
air like  a vast  animated  cloud,  sinking, 
falling,  rising,  floating,  but  never  going  far 
away,  until  the  marauder  vanishes,  con- 
fidence is  restored,  and  the  gulls  return  to 
their  nests,  where,  with  heads  erect  to  catch 
the  smallest  sound,  they  remain  until  once 
more  disturbed.  They  have  learned  to 
mistrust  mankind;  for  their  true  nature 
is  to  build  along  the  shore,  where  young 
and  foolish  gulls  still  often  begin  house- 
keeping, leai*ning  by  sad  experience  that 
they  had  better  have  fqllo  wed  their  elders’ 
example  and  built  higher,  as  on  the  shore 
the  eggs  are  easily  taken,  while  to  reach 
those  above  it  requires  courage  and  a 
steady  head,  as  it  can  only  be  done  by 
one  who  is  willing  to  be  swung  over  the 
face  of  the  cliff  on  a rope  that,  attached 
by  one  end  to  an  iron  staff  fixed  securely 
in  the  ground,  and  watched  by  a com- 
rade, forms  with  the  other  end  a sort  of 
seat,  which  swings  in  under  the  overhang- 
ing cliff,  and  allows  the  egg-gatherer  to 
reach  and  steal  the  eggs  at  will.  For 
those  to  whom  the  birds  have  no  attrac- 
tions there  are  the  little  old  circular  chapel 
on  St.  Adhelm’s  Beach  and  the  queer  old 
church  at  Worth  to  examine,  and  the  mys- 
terious depths  of  Chapman’s  Pool,  where 
every  stone  seems  full  of  fossil  remains, 
to  investigate.  While  here  it  were  well 
to  talk  (an  you  can  gain  their  confidence) 
with  the  natives,  for  it  is  not  often  we  meet 
in  these  prosaic  days  with  folks  who  im- 
plicitly believe  that  a lock  of  hair  cut 
from  the  cross  on  the  donkey’s  back,  and 
worn  round  the  neck  in  a bag,  is  a certain 
preventive  of  whooping-cough,  and  that 
whooping-cough  can  be  cured  immediate- 
ly by  taking  a ride  on  a donkey  to  four 
cross-roads,  where,  on  saying  the  Creed 
aloud,  the  cough  will  instantly  vanish. 
Indeed,  the  belief  they  have  in  “ jarms,” 
and  in  being  “overlooked,”  or  “hag-rid- 
den,” is  wonderful ; and  it  were  perhaps 
well  to  endeavor  to  preserve  one  “ jarm” 
{i.  e.,  charm)— writ  out  large  by  “ passon,” 
if  possible — which  is  an  infallible  cure  for 
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toothache,  for  no  one  knows  when  one 
may  have  it  one's  self.  So  here  it  is : 

“ Peter  he  sat  upon  a stwon  [stone] ; 

Presently  John  he  came  along. 

Rise,  Peter,  sez  he,  and  wear  this  for  ray  sake. 

And  you  shall  no  more  have  the  toothie  ache.” 

This  we  procured  from  a victim  who 
was  industriously  repeating  it,  seated  on 
a stone  wall,  while  a drizzling  mist  came 
up  the  valley,  and  took  away,  we  should 
have  thought,  any  good  the  “ jarm”  might 
otherwise  have  done  him ; but  faith,  as  is 
well  known,  works  miracles.  The  mist — 
deep  blue  in  summer,  purple  in  autumn 
and  early  spring,  and  gray  and  weird  in 
winter — that  hangs  over  our  island  re- 
minds one  of  Mrs.  Oliphant's  Beleaguered 
CSty,  and  seems  as  if  the  spirits  of  the  old- 
world  folk  form  an  impalpable  yet  im- 
passable barrier  between  the  dwellers  in 
Purbeck— the  villages  and  nooks  and  cor- 


ners of  it— and  the  outside  world,  and  keep 
it  as  a thing  apart.  At  first  these  spirits 
are  jealous  of  strangers,  and  regard  them 
unkindly,  so  to  speak  ; but  when  they 
know  that  the  mocking,  disbelieving  tone 
of  the  present  day  is  left  outside  the  isl- 
and, they  are  pacified,  and  so  one  after  the 
other  disclose  the  seciets  they  bide  to  him 
or  her  that  reverently  and  lovingly  gaze 
with  an  artist's  or  antiquarian^s  eye  on  the 
ever-changing  scenery  around  them.  It 
must  be  so,  for  none  who  ever  visit  her 
and  learn  to  love  her  ever  find  in  any  other 
place  what  they  find  there,  nor  of  any  oth- 
er place  does  one  think  in  absence,  and  re- 
member every  sight  and  smell  and  sound, 
as  one  thinks  of  and  remembers  the  views 
from  the  hill-tops,  the  scents  of  the  pine- 
trees,  the  dying  bracken,  the  peat  smoke, 
and  the  cries  of  the  bii'ds  that  pervade  the 
Isle  of  Purbeck. 


EAST  ANGELS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

“ T THINK,  more  than  anything  else,  I 

X came  to  be  under  blue  sky.” 

“ Are  you  fond  of  sky?”  said  the  young 
girl  who  was  sitting  near  the  speaker,  her 
eyes  on  the  shimmering  water  of  the  la- 
goon which  stretched  north  and  south  be- 
fore the  house. 

“ I can  not  lay  claim  to  tastes  especially 
celestial,  I fear,”  answered  the  visitor, 
“but  I confess  to  a liking  for  serenity  in 
my  weather,  for  an  existence  which  is  not, 
for  six  months  of  the  year,  a combat.  I 
am  mortally  tired  of  our  long  Northern 
winters,  with  their  processions  of  snow,  ice, 
and  thaw — thaw,  ice,  and  snow.  I am  tired 
of  our  tardy  springs — hypocritical  sun- 
shine pierced  through  and  through  by  east 
winds;  and  I have  at  last,  I think,  suc- 
ceeded in  emancipating  myself  from  the 
belief  that  there  is  something  virtuous  and 
heroic  in  encountering  these  things — en- 
countering them,  I mean,  merely  fix)m 
habit,  and  when  not  called  to  it  by  any 
necessity.  But  this  emancipation  has  tak- 
en time ; it  is  directly  at  variance  with  all 
the  principles  of  the  country  and  creed  in 
which  I was  brought  up.” 

“You  have  good  health,  Mr.  Winthrop?” 
asked  Mrs.  Thorne,  in  a tone  which  was 
prepared  to  turn  with  equal  appreciation 
toward  sympathy  if  he  were,  and  congrat- 


ulation if  he  were  not,  the  possessor  of  the 
lungs  which  classify  a person  and  give 
him  a recognized  occupation. 

“ Do  I look  delicate  ?” 

“ On  the  contrary,  you  look  remarkably 
well,”  answered  his  hostess,  sure  of  her 
ground  hero,  since  even  an  invalid  likes 
to  be  congratulated  upon  an  appearance 
of  health:  not  only  is  it  more  agreeable 
in  itself,  but  it  gives  him  the  opportunity 
to  explain  (and  at  some  length,  being  so 
important)  that  all  is  illusory  mei-cly,  a 
semblance;  a nice  adjustment  of  the  bal- 
ances between  resignation  and  heroism 
which  everybody  should  respect.  “ Yes,” 
Mrs.  Thorne  went  on,  with  a critical  air 
which  seemed  to  say,  as  she  looked  at  him, 
that  her  opinions  were  founded  upon  un- 
prejudiced scrutiny,  “wonderfuDy  well, 
indeed— does  he  not,  Garda  ?” 

“Mr.  Winthrop  looks  well;  I don’t 
know  that  it  is  a wonder,”  replied  Edgar- 
da  Thorne,  in  her  soft  voice.  “He  has 
been  everywhere,  and  seen  everything,” 
she  added,  turning  her  eyes  toward  liim 
for  a moment — eyes  in  which  he  I'ead 
envy,  but  envy  impersonal,  concerning 
itself  more  with  his  travels,  his  know- 
ledge of  many  places,  his  probable  ad- 
ventures, than  with  himself. 

“Mr.  Winthrop  is  accustomed  to  a 
largeness  of  opportunity,”  remarked  Mrs. 
Thorne ; ' ^ but  it  is  his  natural  atmosphere.  ” 
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Slie  paused,  coughed  slightly,  and  then 
added,  “ He  does  not  come  into  the  ports 
he  enters  with  banners  flying,  with  rock- 
ets, with  cannon,  and  a brass  band  blaring 
at  bow  and  stem.” 

“You  describe  an  excursion  steamer  on 
the  Fourth  of  July,”  said  Winthrop. 

‘ ‘ Precisely.  One  or  two  of  the  pei*sons 
who  have  visited  Gracias-a-Dios  lately 
have  seemed  to  us  not  unlike  that,”  an- 
swered the  lady. 

Mrs.  Thorne -had  a delicate  little  voice, 
pitched  on  rather  a high  key,  but  so  slen- 
der in  volume  that,  like  the  pure  small 
note  of  a little  bird,  it  did  not  offend. 
Her  pronunciation  was  very  distinct  and 
accurate — that  is,  accurate  according  to 
the  spelling;  they  knew  no  other  methods 
in  the  conscientious  country  school  where 
she  had  received  her  education.  Mrs. 
Thome  pronounced  her  t in  “often,”  her 
I in  “almond,”  her  “again”  rhymed  with 
“plain.” 

“ Did  you  mean  that  you  too  would  like 
to  go  everywhere  and  see  everything, 
Miss  Thorne  ?”  said  Evert  Winthrop,  ad- 
dressing the  daughter.  “I  assure  you 
it’s  dull  work.” 

“ Naturally— after  one  has  had  it  all.” 
She  spoke  without  again  turning  her  eyes 
towai^  him. 

“ We  are  kept  here  by  circumstances,” 
observed  Mrs.  Thorne,  smoothing  the  folds 
of  her  black  gown  with  her  little  wither-' 
ed  hand.  “I  do  not  know  whether  cir- 
cumstances will  ever  release  us — I do  not 
know.  But  we  are  not  unhappy  mean- 
while. We  have  the  old  house,  with  its 
many  associations;  we  have  our  duties 
and  our  past;  and  if  not  frequent  amuse- 
ment, we  have  our  home  life,  our  few 
dear  friends,  and  our  affection  for  each 
other.” 

“All  of  them  crowned  by  i this  same 
blue  sky  which  Mr.  Winthrop  admires  so 
much,”  added  Garda. 

“I  see  that  you  will  always  hold  up  to 
ridicule  my  poor  speech,”  said  Winthrop. 
“You  are  simply  tired  of  blue.  As  a 
contrast  you  would  welcome,  I dare  say, 
the  dreariest  gray  clouds  of  the  New  Eng- 
land coast,  and  our  east  wind  driving  in 
from  the  sea.” 

“I  should  welcome  snow,”  answered 
Garda,  slowly;  “ that  is  what  I most  wish 
to  see — ^a  whole  country  covered  with  it, 
lying  white  and  still.  I want  to  walk  on 
a frozen  lake,  and  know  that  it  is  ice — real 
ice— under  noy  feet.  I want  to  breathe 


cold  air,  and  feel  its  chill.  I want  to  see 
trees  without  any  leaves  on  them,  and  sleet 
driving  across  empty  fields,  and  a snow- 
storm where  the  flakes  are  very  large  and 
soft,  like  feathers.  I want  to  take  icicles 
in  my  hands  and  break  them  with  a snap, 
and  I want  to  hear  the  wind  whistling 
round  the  corners  of  the  house  at  night, 
and  be  glad  to  close  the  curtains  and  draw 
round  a great  bright  fire.  Think  of  that 
— to  be  glad  to  draw  round  a fire!” 

“I  have  described  these  things  to  my 
daughter,”  said  Mrs.  Thorne,  explaining 
these  wintry  aspirations  to  their  guest  in 
her  careful  little  way.  ‘ ‘ My  home  before 
my  marriage  was  in  the  northern  part  of 
New  England,  and  these  pictures  from  my 
youth  have  been  Garda’s  fairy  tales.” 

‘ ‘ Then  you  are  not  English  ?”  said  Win- 
throp. He  knew  perfectly  that  she  was 
not.  But  he  vrished  to  hear  the  definite 
little  abstract  of  family  history  which,  in 
answer  to  his  question,  he  thought  she 
would  feel  herself  called  upon  to  bestow. 
He  was  not  mistaken. 

“My  husband  was  English— that  is,  of 
English  descent,”  she  explained — “and  I 
do  not  wonder  that  you  should  have 
thought  me  English  also,  for  I have  im- 
bibed the  family  air  so  long  that  I 
have*  ended  by  becoming  one  of  them. 
We  Thornes  are  very  English;  but  we 
are  the  English  of  one  hundred  and  fifty 
years  ago.  We  have  not  moved  on,  as  no 
doubt  the  English  of  to-day  have  been 
obliged  to  move;  we  have  remained  of  the 
solid  past,  we  have  been  stationary — oh 
yes,  very  stationary,  I grant  you  that; 
but  it  seems  to  me  that  there  is  a certain 
repose  in  it,  a certain  charm.  No  doubt, 
however,  even  in  dear  old  England  itself, 
we  should  to-day,  Garda  and  I,  be  called 
old-fashioned.” 

Winthrop  found  himself  so  highly  en- 
tertained by  this  speech,  by  her  “dear  old 
England,”  her  “repose,”  her  “solid  past,” 
that  he  looked  down  lest  she  should  see 
the  change  of  expression  which  accom- 
panies a smile,  whether  the  smile  be  visi- 
ble or  concealed.  This  little  woman  had 
never  been  in  England  in  her  life;  unmis- 
takable New  Hampshire  looked  from  her 
glance,  sounded  in  every  tone  of  her  voice, 
made  itself  visible  in  each  one  of  her  ges- 
tures and  attitudes.  She  was  continuous- 
ly anxious ; she  had  the  keenest  sense  of 
duty;  she  had  never  indulged  herself  in 
anything,  or  taken  any  thing  lightly,  since 
she  was  bom;  she  had  as  little  Ix^y  as 
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was  possible,  and  in  that  body  she  had 
to  the  full  the  strict  American  conscience. 
All  this  was  very  un-English. 

“Yes,  I always  regret  so  much  the 
modern  ways  into  which  dear  England 
has  fallen,”  she  went  on.  “It  would 
have  been  so  beautiful  if  they  could  but 
have  retained  the  old  customs,  the  old 
ideas,  as  we  have  retained  them  here.  But 
in  some  things  they  have  retained  them,” 
she  added,  with  the  air  of  wishing  to  be 
fully  just.  “In  the  late  unhappy  con- 
test, you  know,  they  were  with  us — all 
their  best  people — as  to  our  patnarchal 
system  for  our  servants.  They  under- 
stand us— us  of  the  South — completely.” 

Winthrop’s  amusement  had  now  reach- 
ed its  highest  point.  “Heroic,  converted 
little  Yankee  school-marm,”  was  his 
thought,  “she  ought  to  have  a medal  for 
her  pluck.  What  a colossal  effort  her 
life  down  here  must  have  been  for  her, 
poor  thing !” 

“Your  husband  was  the  first  of  the 
American  Thornes,  then  ?”  he  said,  by 
way  of  turning  the  conversation  slightly 
from  her  “patriarchal  system.” 

‘ ‘ Oh  no.  The  first  Edgar  Thome  came 
out  from  England  with  Governor  Tonyn 
(the  friend  of  Lord  Marchmont,  you  know), 
during  the  British  occupation  of  this  prov- 
ince in  the  last  century;  he  remained 
here  after  the  retrocession  to  Spain,  be- 
cause he  had  married  a daughter  of  one 
of  the  old  Spanish  families  of  this  coast, 
Beatriz  de  Duero.  As  Beatriz  was  an 
only  child,  they  lived  here  with  her  par- 
ents, and  the  second  Edgar  Thorne,  their 
son,  was  born  here.  He  also  married  a 
Duero,  a cousin  named  Inez;  my  hus- 
band, the  third  Edgar,  was  their  child. 
My  husband  came  North  one  summer; 
he  came  to  New  England.  There  he  met 
me.  We  were  married  not  long  after- 
ward, and  I returned  with  him  to  his 
Southern  home.  Edgarda  was  but  two 
years  old  when  her  dear  father  was  taken 
from  us.” 

“Miss  Thorne  resembles  her  Spanish 
more  than  her  English  ancestors,  I fan- 
cy?” said  Winthrop,  looking  at  the  handle 
of  his  riding-whip  for  a moment,  perhaps 
to  divest  the  question  of  too  closely  per- 
sonal a chai*acter.  But  this  little  by-play 
was  not  needed.  Mrs.  Thome  had  lived 
a solitary  life  so  long  that  her  daughter, 
her  daughter's  ancestors,  her  daughter's 
resemblances  (the  last,  indeed,  might  be 
called  historical),  seemed  to  her  quite 


natural  subjects  for  conversation;  and  if 
Winthrop  had  gazed  at  Garda  herself,  in- 
stead of  at  the  handle  of  his  riding-whip, 
that  would  have  seemed  to  her  quite  nat- 
ural also. 

“Edgarda  is  the  portrait  of  her  Spanish 
grandmother  painted  in  English  colors,” 
she  said,  in  one  of  her  neatly  arranged 
little  phrases. 

“An  anomaly,  thei^efore,”  commented 
Garda,  who  seemed  rather  tired  of  her  an- 
cestors. “ But  it  can  do  no  harm.  Medu- 
sa-fashion, because  fastened  definitely  and 
forever  upon  a Florida  wall.” 

“A  Florida  wall  is  not  such  a bad 
thing, ”answeredWinthrop.  “Iain  think- 
ing a little  of  buying  one  for  myself,” 

“Ah,  a residence  in  Gracias-d-Dios ?” 
said  Mrs.  Thorne,  her  small  bright  blue 
eyes  meeting  his  with  a sort  of  screen  sud- 
denly drawn  down  over  them — a screen 
which  he  interpreted  as  a quick  endeavor 
on  her  part  to  conceal  in  their  depths  any 
consciousness  that  a certain  desirable  old 
Spanish  mansion  was  possibly  to  be  ob- 
tained, and  for  a price  which,  to  a well- 
filled  purse  of  the  North,  might  seem  al- 
most comically  small. 

“No;  I do  not  care  for  a house  in  the 
town,”  he  answered.  “I  should  prefer 
something  outside — more  of  a place,  if  I 
should  buy  at  all.” 

“ I can  not  imagine  why  any  one  should 
wish  to  buy  a place  down  here  at  the  pre- 
sent day,”  said  Garda.  “A  house  in Gra- 
cias-a-Dios,  with  a rose  garden  and  a few 
orange-trees,  is  all  very  well ; you  could 
stay  there  for  two  months  or  so  in  the 
winter,  and  then  close  it  and  go  North 
again.  But  what  could  you  do  with  a 
large  place?  Cotton  and  sugar  are  no 
longer  worth  raising,  now  that  we  have 
no  slares.  And  as  to  one  of  the  large 
orange  groves  that  people  are  beginning 
to  talk  about,  there  is  no  one  here  who 
could  manage  it  for  you.  You  would 
have  to  see  to  it  yourself,  and  that  you 
could  never  do.  The  climate  would  kill 
you;  and  then  there  are  the  snakes.” 

“Being  ali*eady  dead,  the  snakes  'would 
hai*dly  trouble  me,  I suppose;  unless,  in- 
deed, you  refer  to  future  torments,”  said 
Winthrop,  laughing.  “ Allow  me  to  con- 
gratulate you  upon  your  picture  of  the  ag- 
ricultural resources  of  the  country.  They 
have  never  before  been  so  clearly  present- 
ed to  me.  It  is  most  interesting.” 

Garda  shook  her  head,  repressing  a 
smile.  But  still  she  did  not  look  at  him. 
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“In  purchasing  a place  here  Mr.  Win- 
throp  may  not  be  thinking  of  agriculture; 
he  may  be  seeking  only  climate,”  remark- 
ed Mrs.  Thorne,  mildly,  to  her  daughter. 

“Climate:  that  is  blue  sky,  I suppose,” 
said  Garda.  “I  acknowledge  that  there 
is  an  abundance  of  that  here.  But  I ad- 
vise Mr.  Winthrop  to  buy  but  a small 
piece  of  ground  as  his  standing-point,  and 
to  take  his  sky  out  perpendicularly;  he 
can  go  up  to  any  height,  you  know,  as 
high  as  the  moon,  if  he  likes.  That  would 
be  ever  so  much  wiser  than  to  have  the 
same  amount  spread  out  horizontally  over 
a quantity  of  swamp  land  which  no  per- 
son in  his  senses  could  wish  to  own.” 

“But  the  land  about  here  strikes  me  as 
remarkably  dry,”  observed  their  visitor, 
amused  by  the  girl’s  opposition  to  an  idea 
which  he  had  as  yet  so  faintly  outlined. 
He  suspected,  however,  that  she  was  not 
combating  him  so  much  as  the  possibility 
of  a hope  in  the  breast  of  her  little  mo- 
ther. But  poor  Mrs.  Thorne  had  been 
very  discreet;  she  had  not  allowed  herself 
to  even  look  interested. 

“ It  is  as  dry  as  the  Desert  of  Sahara,” 
Garda  answered,  with  decision,  “and  it 
is  as  wet  as  a wet  sponge.  There  is  this 
dry  white  sand  which  you  see  on  the  pine- 
barrens —miles  upon  miles  of  it.  Then, 
stretching  across  it  here  and  there,  come 
the  great  belts  of  bottomless  swamp.  That 
is  Florida.” 

“Your  description  is  a striking  one,” 
said  Winthrop,  gravely.  “You  make  me 
feel  all  the  more  desirous  to  own  a little 
of  such  a remarkable  combination  of  wet 
and  dry.” 

Garda  glanced  at  him,  and  this  time 
her  smile  conquered  her.  Winthrop  was 
conscious  of  a distinct  pleasure  in  having 
made  her  turn,  for  she  did  not  turn  often. 
His  feeling  about  her  had  been  from  the 
first  that  she  was  the  most  entirely  natu- 
ral young  girl  whom  he  had  ever  met — 
that  is,  in  the  ranks  of  the  educated. 
There  was  a naturalness,  of  course,  in  the 
Indian  girls  whom  he  had  seen  in  the  far 
West  which  probably  exceeded  Garda’s; 
but  that  sort  of  naturalness,  the  natural- 
ness that  is  not  accompanied  by  delicate 
taste,  he  did  not  care  for.  Garda  was  nat- 
ural in  her  own  graceful  way,  and  singu- 
larly natural ; her  glance  and  her  smile, 
thei'efore,  while  not  so  ready,  perhaps,  nor 
so  promptly  hospitable  as  those  of  most 
girls  of  her  age,  seemed  to  him  to  possess 
a quality  which  he  had  come  to  consider 


almost  extinct — the  quality  of  pure  un- 
troubled sincerity. 

“ I sometimes  regret  that  I described  to 
my  daughter  so  often  the  aspects  of  my 
Northern  home,”  said  Mrs.  Thorne.  “ It 
was  a pleasure  to  me  at  the  time  (it  had 
been  a great  change  for  me,  you  know), 
and  I did  not  realize  that  they  were  be- 
coming exaggerated  to  her,  these  descrip- 
tions— more  beautiful  than  the  reality 
would  adroit.  For  she  had  dwelt  too 
much  upon  them;  by  contrast  she  over- 
estimated them.  The  South,  too,  has  its 
beautiful  aspects:  that  we  must  allow.” 

Winthrop  fancied  that  he  detected  a re- 
pressed plaintiveness  in  her  tone.  “She 
thinks  her  daughter  cruel  to  keep  on  beat- 
ing down  so  ruthlessly  her  poor  little 
hope,”  was  his  thought.  Then  he  an- 
swered the  spoken  sentence:  “As  she  has 
never  seen  these  things  for  herself,  your 
descriptions  must  have  been  vivid.” 

“ No ; it  is  her  imagination  that  is  that.” 

“ True.  I have  myself  had  an  example 
of  her  imagination  in  her  remarks  upon 
agriculture.” 

Garda  laughed.  “ I shall  say  no  more 
about  agriculture,  blue  sky,  or  anything 
else,”  she  declared. 

“You  leave  me,  then,  definitely,  to  take 
care  of  myself  ?” 

“You  do  not  need  my  assistance.  I 
never  waste  it.” 

“I  should  have  pretended  to  be  quite 
helpless.  That’s  the  second  mistake  I 
have  made  this  afternoon.  If  I had  only 
let  it  be  supposed  that  my  health  was  del- 
icate, Mrs.  Thome  herself  would  have  been 
much  more  interested  in  me.” 

“Oh  no,  Mr.  Winthrop,”  said  his  host- 
ess, earnestly;  “you  are  quite  mistaken. 
Good  health  is  in  itself  full  of  the  deepest 
interest,  I am  sure,  and  especially  at  the 
pi'esent  day,  when  it  is  so  singularly  rare. 
I am  most  glad  you  possess  it— most  glad 
indeed.” 

“ I possess  enough  of  it,  at  any  rate,  to 
go  over  the  place,  if  you  will  be  so  kind,” 
said  Winthrop.  “You  know  you  prom- 
ised me  that  pleasure  some  day,  and 
why  not  this  afternoon  ? There  is  a de- 
lightful breeze.” 

. Mrs.  Thome  dropped  her  eyes  to  the 
tips  of  her  black  cloth  slippers,  visible  be- 
neath the  skirt  of  her  gown.  Her  guest, 
a man  of  observation,  had  ali*eady  noticed 
these  little  shoes,  which,  indeed,  one  could 
scarcely  fail  to  see,  since  the  skirt,  which 
was  neatness  itself  in  its  decent  black  folds, 
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was  rather  scanty  and  short.  He  had  no- 
ticed their  age  and  well-worn  thinness, 
the  skillful  mending  of  their  worst  places, 
the  new  home-made  bindings,  the  fresh 
ribbon  bows  bravely  tied.  He  had  thought 
them  very  pathetic  little  shoes. 

But  while  Mrs.  Thorne  surveyed  her 
slippers,  her  daughter  was  replying:  “It 
would  hardly  amuse  you  to  go  over  the 
place,  Mr.  Winthrop.  There  is  really  no- 
thing to  see  but  the  crane.” 

“ Let  us  go,  then,  and  see  the  crane.” 

“Mamma  would  be  so  delighted,  you 
know.  But  she  never  walks.” 

‘ ‘ Not  far,  ” corrected  Mrs.  Thome.  ‘ ‘ I 
am  not  strong,  not  able  to  walk  far.” 

“And  I should  be  so  delighted,  too,” 
continued  Garda,  “ only  I am  very  sleepy. 
You  see,  we  have  so  few  visitors  that  I 
have  fallen  into  the  habit  of  spending  my 
afternoons  in  the  hammock.  That  makes 
me  immensely  drowsy  just  at  this  hour.” 

“I  feel  like  an  interloper,”  said  Win- 
throp. 

“You  needn’t.  It’s  not  well  to  sleep 
so  much,”  replied  Miss  Thorne,  calmly. 

“You  know  how  to  console  I Is  that 
the  hammock  in  which  you  pass  your  hap- 
py existence  ?” 

“ Not  existence ; only  afternoons.  You 
really  wish  to  go  ?”  she  added,  seeing  that 
he  had  taken  his  hat  from  the  chair  be- 
side him.  “We  will  send  Raquel  with 
you,  then,  as  guide.” 

“Raquel  ?” 

“Haven’t  you  noticed  her?  She  lets 
you  in  when  you  come.  She  is  an  impor- 
tant personage  with  us,  I can  assure  you; 
her  mother,  grandmother,  and  great-grand- 
mother lived  on  the  place  here  before  her.” 

Winthrop  recalled  the  portly  jet-black 
negress  who,  in  answer  to  his  knock,  had 
opened  the  lower  door. 

“ Three  generations  make  aristocracy  in 
America,”  he  replied.  “lam  afraid  of  so 
distinguished  a guide.  If  doomed  to  go 
without  Mrs.  Thorne  or  yourself,  why  may 
I not  go  alone  ?” 

“You  would  never  find  the  magnolias, 
you  would  come  into  the  live-oak  avenue 
at  the  wrong  end,  you  would  look  at  the 
ruin  from  its  commonplace  side,  you  would 
see  only  the  back  of  the  Cherokee  roses, 
the  crane  would  not  dance  for  you,  the 
wild  cattle  would  run  at  you,  and  you 
would  inevitably  get  into  the  swamp,”  an- 
swered the  girl,  checking  ofiP  the  items  one 
by  one  on  her  pretty  fingers. 

“I  have  confess^  my  fear  of  Raquel, 


and  now  you  display  before  me  this  ap- 
palling list  of  dangers.  Don’t  you  think 
it  would  be  but  common  charity  to  come 
with  me  yourself?  My  conversation  is 
not  exciting;  you  could  easily  sleep  a lit- 
tle, between  times,  as  we  walk.” 

“I  believe  you  have  had  your  own  way 
all  your  life,”  said  Garda,  “or  you  would 
never  persist  as  you  do.  Your  humility 
is  nothing  but  a manner.  In  reality  you 
expect  everything  to  be  done  for  you  by 
everybody.” 

“Not  by  everybody,”  Winthrop  re- 
sponded. 

Mi*s.  Thorne  had  coughed  as  Garda  end- 
ed her  speech.  Mrs.  Thome  often  cough- 
ed. Her  coughs  had  a character  of  their 
own.  They  did  not  appear  to  be  pulmo- 
nary. They  were  delicate  little  sounds 
which  came  forth  apologetically,  shielded 
by  her  band,  never  quite  completed.  They 
were  not  coughs  so  much  as  suggestions 
of  troughs,  and  with  these  suggestions  she 
was  in  the  habit  of  filling  little  pauses  in 
the  conversation,  covering  up  the  awk- 
wardnesses or  mistakes  of  others  (there 
were  never  any  of  her  own  to  cover),  and 
acting  as  general  hyphen  for  disjointed 
remarks  when  people  had  forgotten  what 
they  were  going  to  say.  It  was,  indeed,  a 
most  accomplished  cough ; all  Gracias  bad 
been  indebted  to  it.  Lately,  too,  she  had 
begun  to  use  it  to  veil  her  own  little  pe- 
riods of  consultation  with  herself  regard- 
ing her  daughter;  for  she  seemed  by  no 
means  certain  of  the  direction  which  Ed- 
garda's  thoughts  or  words  might  take,  and 
this  uncertainty  troubled  her  careful  ma- 
ternal mind.  The  present  visitor  had  ob- 
served these  mental  perplexities  of  the 
mother.  She  made  him  think  of  a little 
lady  endeavoring,  with  as  much  dignity  as 
possible,  to  keep  up  with  some  one  whose 
step  was  much  longer  than  her  own,  but 
continually  tripped  and  impeded  in  her 
efforts  by  the  long  voluminous  skirt  of 
her  own  gown,  the  skirt  in  this  instance 
being  composed  of  tlie  many  excellent 
rules,  theories,  beliefs,  maxims,  and  prece- 
dents with  which  she  had  started  out  in 
life,  and  which,  though  now  more  or  less 
stretclied  in  places,  and  even  by  the  hard 
struggles  of  her  lot  rent  apart  here  and 
there,  remained  as  a whole  embarrassing- 
ly tenacious  still,  and  capable  of  much  o^ 
struction.  Garda,  however,  though  often 
out  of  sight  round  some  unexpected  cor- 
ner, was  never  far  distant;  the  hurrying 
little  mother  always  caught  up  with  her 
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before  long.  But  these  periods  of  uncer- 
tainty, combined  with  older  cares  of  a more 
material  nature,  had  ended  by  impressing 
upon  Mrs.  Thorne's  face  the  look  of  anx- 
eity  which  was  now  its  most  constant  ex- 
pression— an  anxiety  covered,  however,  as 
much  as  possible,  by  the  mask  of  minutely 
careful  politeness,  which  fitted  closely  over 
it,  doing  its  best  to  conceal,  or,  failing  in 
that,  to  at  least  mark  as  private,  the  per- 
sonal trouble  which  lay  underneath. 

“ Mamma's  cough  means  that  I am  not 
suflBcieutly  polite,”  said  Garda.  “I  al- 
ways know  what  mamma’s  cough  means.” 
She  rose,  passed  behind  her  mother’s  chair, 
and  bending  forward  over  her  small  head, 
lightly  kissed  her  foi*ehead.  “I  will  go, 
mamma,'’  she  said,  caressingly.  “I  will 
be  beautifully  good,  because  tomorrow  is 
your  birthday.  It  ought  to  be  a dear  lit- 
tle day,  al>out  six  hours  long,  to  fit  you.” 

“ I am  fortunate  to  have  asked  my  fa- 
vor upon  the  eve  of  an  anniversary,”  said 
Winthrop. 

“ You  are,”  answered  Garda,  taking  her 
broad-brimmed  hat  from  the  nail  behind 
her.  “It’s  only  upon  such  great  occa- 
sions that  I am  really  and  angelically 
good — as  mamma  would  like  me  to  be  all 
the  time.” 

“I  will  send  Raquel  after  you,  my 
daughter,  with  the  umbrellas,”  said  Mrs. 
Thorne,  with  a little  movement  of  her  lips 
and  throat,  as  though  she  had  just  swal- 
lowed something  of  a pleasant  taste,  which 
was,  with  her,  the  expression  of  highest 
content. 

“ Surely  it  is  not  going  to  rain  ?”  said 
Winthrop,  examining  the  sky. 

“They  are  sun -umbrellas;  you  may 
need  them,”  answered  his  hostess,  with  a 
certain  increased  primness  of  accentuation, 
which  immediately  brought  to  his  mind 
the  idea  that  the  carrier  of  these  articles 
would  represent  the  duenna  whom  she 
considered  necessary. 

“A  Spanish  graft,  that,  on  the  original 
New  England  tree,”  was  his  mental  com- 
ment. “I  wonder  how  many  more  there 
are  ?” 

But  the  descendant  of  the  Spaniards  was 
speaking  for  herself.  “ We  do  not  want 
Raquel,  mamma.  We  can  carry  the  um- 
brellas ourselves.”  And  she  passed  into 
tlie  darkened  drawing-room,  from  which 
opened  the  little  balcony  where  they  had 
b^n  sitting. 

Winthrop,  after  taking  leave  of  Mrs. 
Thome,  followed  Garda.  But  he  had  the 


conviction  that  a duenna  of  some  sort, 
though  it  might  not  be  Raquel,  would  be 
improvised  from  that  balcony  before  long, 
and  sent  after  them. 

He  had  already  paid  several  visits  to 
these  ladies,  and  knew  his  way  through 
the  interior  dimness.  But  the  old  house 
still  attracted  him,  and  lie  did  not  hurry 
his  steps;  he  looked  again  at  the  rooms, 
which,  with  their  few  articles  of  furniture, 
had  to  Northern  eyes  an  appearance  of 
cool  shaded  emptiness,  the  broad  open 
spaces  having  been  purposely  left  to  give 
place  for  the  free  passage  of  air.  The  old 
vaulted  ceilings  deep  in  shadow,  the  arch- 
ways in  place  of  the  Northern  doors,  one 
room  panelled  to  the  top  in  dark  polished 
wood  which  glimmered  dimly  as  he  passed 
through — all  these  he  liked  to  note.  Be- 
yond, the  stone  stairway  made  a leisurely 
broad-stepped  descent.  The  high  wain- 
scot on  the  wall  at  its  side  showed  pome- 
granates stiffly  carved  in  low  relief,  while 
the  balustrade  of  the  same  dark  wck>d  end- 
ed in  a clumsy  column,  with  a heavy 
wreath  of  the  same  fruit  wound  round  it, 
the  conventional  outlines  worn  into  vague- 
ness by  the  touch  of  time. 

The  old  house  was  built  of  stone,  the 
porous  shell-conglomerate  of  that  coast; 
the  thick  blocks  had  been  covered  with  an 
outer  coat  of  plaster,  and  painted  a shade- 
less gray- white.  The  structure  covered  a 
large  space  of  ground.  And  it  did  not 
ramble  over  this  space,  or  lose  an  inch  of 
it  in  ornamental  angles ; blank,  unadorned, 
covered  by  a flat  roof,  without  so  much  as 
the  projection  of  a cornice  to  break  the  mo- 
notony, its  walls  stretched  evenly  round 
a large  parallelogram,  and  having  but 
two  stories  of  height,  it  looked  low  in 
comparison  with  its  breadth.  But  in  re- 
ality the  old  house  was  not  so  large  as  it 
appeared  to  be,  these  same  thick  walls, 
with  their  lining  of  broad  rooms,  inclos- 
ing an  interior  court  which  was  open  to 
the  sky,  the  windows  of  the  four  inner 
sides  looking  down  upon  a square  low- 
curbed  well,  a clump  of  bananas,  some 
tangled  rose-bushes,  and  a stone  seat  with 
a hook  above  it,  where  had  liung  in  his 
cage,  until  lie  had  died  of  old  age,  Mrs. 
Thorne's  canary,  a plump,  stupid,  shrill- 
singing little  creature  whom  his  mistress 
had  tended  with  a desperate  affection  to 
the  last,  though  she  was  careful  to  explain 
to  her  Gracias  friends  that  she  had 
brought  him  with  lier  from  her  Northern 
home,  “ quite  unnecessarily,  not  having  a 
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premonition  of  the  wondrous  mocking- 
bird.” 

Viewed  from  without,  the  old  gray- 
white  house  liad  a peculiar  dumb  aspect. 
On  the  north  side  there  were  no  windows. 
On  the  south,  east,  and  west  the  windows 
of  the  lower  story,  few  at  best,  were  cover- 
ed by  solid  wooden  shutters,  which,  being 
all  kept  closed,  and  having  the  same  hue 
as  the  walls,  could  scarcely  be  distinguish- 
ed from  them.  The  windows  of  the  up- 
per story  were  more  numerous,  but  almost 
as  jealously  guarded;  for  though  their 
shutters  were  here  and  there  partially 
open,  one  could  see  that  in  a trice  they 
could  all  be  drawn  to  and  barred  within, 
and  that  then  the  old  mansion  would  pre- 
sent an  unbroken  wall  to  all  points  of  the 
compass.  But  once  allowed  to  pass  the 
door,  solidly  set  in  the  stone,  without  top 
or  side  lights,  the  visitor  perceived  that 
these  rooms,  with  exterior  windows  dark- 
ened, opened  widely  upon  the  sunny  court 
within.  Some  of  them,  indeed,  did  more. 
On  one  side  the  inner  walls  of  the  ground- 
floor  had  been  cut  away,  leaving  round- 
ed open  arches,  with  pillars  supporting  the 
second  story;  under  these  arcadea  were 
rooms  with  one  side  down,  as  it  were,  to 
the  weather — rooms  which  with  their 
chairs  and  tables,  visible  within,  presented 
to  Evert  Winthrop’s  eyes,  every  time  he 
came,  a picture  of  tropical  and  doorless 
confidence  in  the  temperature  which  struck 
him  as  delightful.  These  rooms  were  not 
so  unprotected  as  they  appeared  to  be. 
Still,  as  the  months  went  by,  it  could  be 
said  with  truth  that  they  remained  for 
five-sixths  of  the  year  thus  widely  open. 
Evert  Winthrop  had  spent  his  childhood 
and  youth  in  New  England ; he  had  visit- 
ed all  parts  of  the  great  West;  in  later 
years  he  had  travelled  extensively  in  the 
Old  World;  but  this  was  his  first  visit 
to  that  lovely  southern  shore  of  his  own 
country  which  has  a winter  climate  more 
enchanting  than  any  that  Europe  can  of- 
fer; to  match  it,  one  must  seek  the  Ma- 
deira Islands  or  Algeria.  In  addition  to 
this  climate,  Winthrop  was  now  beginning 
to  discover  that  there  were  other  things 
as  well — old  Spanish  houses  like  the  one 
through  which  he  was  now  passing,  the  fla- 
vor of  tradition  and  legend,  tradition  and 
legend,  too,  which  had  nothing  to  do  with 
Miles  Standish  and  his  companions,  or 
even  with  that  less  important  person- 
age, Hendrik  Hudson.  There  was— he 
could  not  deny  it— -a  certain  comparative 


antiquity  about  this  southern  peninsula 
which  had  in  it  more  richness  of  color 
and  a deeper  perspective  than  that  pos- 
sessed by  any  of  the  rather  blank,  near 
little  backgrounds  of  American  history 
further  north.  This  was  a surprise  to 
him.  Like  most  New  - Englanders,  he 
had  unconsciously  cherished  the  belief 
that  all  thei*e  was  of  historical  impor- 
tance, of  liistorical  picturesqueness  even, 
in  tlie  beginnings  of  the  republic,  was 
associated  with  the  Puritans,  from  whom 
he  was  on  his  father's  side  descended, 
was  appended  to  their  stately  hats  and 
ruffs,  their  wonderful  perseverance,  their 
dignified  orthography,  and  the  solemni- 
ties of  their  speech  and  demeanor.  And 
if  with  liberality  he  should  stretch  the 
lines  a little  to  include  a few  of  the  old 
Dutch  land -holders  of  Manhattan  Isl- 
and, and  the  nver  up  which  the  Half- 
moon had  sailed,  that  seemed  to  him  all 
that  could  possibly  be  necessary;  there 
was,  indeed,  nothing  else  to  include.  But 
here  was  a life,  an  atmosphere,  to  whose 
contemporary  and  even  preceding  exist- 
ence on  their  own  continent  neither  Puri- 
tan nor  Patroon  had  paid  heed ; and  now 
it  was  becoming  evident  that  he,  their  de- 
scendant, with  all  the  aids  of  easy  com- 
munication, and  that  way  of  looking  at 
the  globe  which  has  annihilated  distance, 
and  made  a voyage  round  it  but  a small 
mattei' — even  he,  with  all  this  modern  en- 
lightenment, had  not,  respecting  this  beau- 
tiful peninsula  of  his  own  country,  devel- 
oped perceptions  more  keen  than  those  of 
these  self-absorbed  ancestors — an  apprecia- 
tion more  delicate  than  their  obtuse  one. 
Winthrop's  appreciation  was  very  good. 
But  it  had  been  turned,  as  regarded  histor- 
ical and  picturesque  associations,  princi- 
pally toward  the  Old  World.  He  now 
went  through  a good  deal  of  meditation 
on  this  subject;  he  was  pleased,  yet,  on 
the  whole,  rather  ashamed  of  him^f. 
When  Raphael  was  putting  into  the  back- 
groimds  of  his  pictures  those  prim,  slen- 
derly foliaged  trees  wh  ich  he  had  seen  from 
Perugino’s  windows  in  his  youth,  the 
Spaniards  were  exploring  this  very  Flor- 
ida shore;  yet  when  he,  Evert  Winthrop, 
had  discovered  the  same  tall  thin  trees 
(which  up  to  that  time  he  had  thought 
rather  an  affectation)  from  the  overhang- 
ing balcony  of  the  little  inn  at  Assisi — it 
had  seemed  to  overhang  all  Umbria — did 
he  not  think  of  Raphael’s  day  as  far  back 
in  the  past,  and  as  completely  remote  from 
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the  possibility  of  any  contemporary  his- 
tory in  America  as  America  is  remote 
from  the  future  great  cities  of  the  Sahara 
plains?  And  when,  in  Venice,  he  grew 
richer  in  delight,  dwelling  upon  the  hues 
of  Titian  and  Veronese,  had  he  not  been 
of  the  opinion  (when  he  thought  about  it 
at  all)  that  iu  their  day  the  great  forests 
of  his  own  New  World,  untrodden  by  the 
white  man's  foot,  had  stretched  unbroken 
to  the  sea?  Because  no  Puritan  with 
grave  visage  had  as  yet  set  sail  for  Massa- 
chusetts Bay,  he  had  not  idealized  that  here 
on  this  southern  shore  had  been  towns  and 
people,  governors,  soldiers,  persecutions, 
and  priests. 

“I  presume  you  intend  to  show  me  ev- 
erything in  its  worst  possible  aspect,”  he 
said,  as  he  joined  Garda  in  the  sunny 
court  below.  She  was  waiting  for  him 
beside  the  bananas,  which  were  here  not 
full  grown— tall  shrubs  that  looked,  with 
their  long-winged  slender  leaves  standing 
out  stiffly  from  their  stalks,  like  green 
quill  pens  that  a giant  might  use  for  his 
sonnet-writing. 

“No;  I have  withdrawn  my  guardian- 
ship— don’t  you  remember?  You  must 
now  guard  yourself.” 

“From  the  great  temptations  opening 
before  me  ?” 

“They  may  be  such  to  you;  they  are 
not  to  me.  I think  I have  never  met  any 
great  temptations.  I wonder  when  they 
will  begin?” 

They  had  crossed  the  court,  and  passed 
through  a cool,  dark,  stone-floored  hall  on 
the  other  side ; here  they  went  out  through 
a low  door,  which  Raquel  opened  for  them. 
Winthrop  declined  the  white  umbrella 
which  this  stately  handmaid  offered  him, 
and  as  Garda  would  not  let  him  carry  the 
one  she  had  taken,  he  walked  on  beside 
her  with  his  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his 
short  morning  coat,  looking  about  him 
with  enjoyment,  as  he  usually  did  at  East 
Angels.  The  gray -white  faqade  of  the 
house,  which  looked  toward  the  lagoon, 
was  broken  by  the  small  balcony,  roofed 
and  closely  shaded  by  green  blinds,  where 
they  had  been  sitting,  and  where  the  ham- 
mock was  swung.  This  little  green  cage, 
hung  up  on  the  side  of  the  house,  had  no 
support  from  below ; thei*e  was  neither 
pillar  nor  trellis ; not  even  a vine  wander- 
ed up  to  its  h igh  balustrade.  Tlie  most  agile 
Romeo  could  not  have  climbed  to  it.  But 
a Romeo,  in  any  case,  could  not  have  ap- 
proached near  enough  to  attempt  such  a 


feat,  since  a wide  space  of  open  ground, 
without  tree  or  shrub  upon  it,  extended 
from  the  house  walls  outward  to  a certain 
distance  on  all  sides.  Winthrop  had  al- 
ready noticed  these  features — ^the  heavy 
banned  shutters  of  the  lower  floor,  the 
high-hung  little  balcony,  the  jealous  open 
space — he  had  pronounced  them  all  very 
Spanish.  He  now  looked  about  him  again 
— at  the  dumb  old  house,  the  silvery  sheen 
of  the  lagoon,  the  feathery  tops  of  the  pal- 
mettoes  on  Patricio  opposite,  the  blue  sky, 
and  the  sunny  sea  stretching  eastward  to 
Africa.  “I  ask  nothing  more,”  he  said  at 
last.  “This  is  sheer  content.” 

His  companion  glanced  at  him.  “ You 
do  look  wonderfully  contented,”  she  com- 
mented. 

“It  amuses  you  ? Perhaps  it  annoys 
you  ?” 

“Neither.  I was  only  wondering  what 
there  could  be  here  to  make  you  so  con- 
tented.” 

This  little  speech  pleased  the  man  beside 
her  highly.  He  said  to  himself  that  in  the 
mind  of  a girl  accustomed  even  in  a small 
degree  to  the  ways  of  the  world  it  would 
have  belonged  to  the  list  of  speeches  too 
obvious  in  application  to  be  made;  and 
that  a little  country  coquette  would  have 
said  it  purposely,  with  the  intention,  if  not 
the  form,  of  a question.  But  Garda 
Thorne  had  spoken  both  naturally  and 
indifferently,  without  thinking  or  caring 
as  to  what  he  might  say  in  reply. 

“I  was  remembering,”  he  answered, 
“that  at  home  everything  is  frozen  up 
and  bare,  that  the  ice  blocks  are  grinding 
against  each  other  in  the  harbor,  the 
streets  either  covered  with  snow  or  swept 
by  a wind  laden  with  gritty  dust.  Is  it 
any  wonder,  then,  that  under  this  blue, 
arid  in  this  air,  I should  be  content  ? But 
there  are  various  degrees  even  in  content- 
ment, and  I should  reach  a higher  one 
still  if  you  would  only  let  me  carry  that 
umbrella  for  you.”  For  she  had  opened 
it,  and  was  caiTying  it,  as  women  will,  not 
high  enough  to  admit  him  under  its  shade, 
but  at  just  the  angle  that  kept  biwi  effect- 
ually at  a distance,  on  account  of  the 
points,  which  were  dangerously  on  a lev- 
el now  with  his  eyes,  now  with  his  hat, 
now  with  some  undefended  portion  of  his 
face.  He  had  always  admired  the  way  in 
which  women  will  pass  calmly  through 
a crowded  street,  raking  all  the  passers-by 
as  they  go  with*an  umbrella  held  at  just 
that  angle. 
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“No  man  knows  how  to  hold  a sun- 
umbrella,”  answered  Gkirda.  “To  begin 
with,  he  never  has  the  least  idea  where  the 
sun  is.” 

“I  have  learned  that  when  you  say, 
‘To  begin  with,’  there  is  small  hope  for 
us.  Still,  I might  offer  the  suggestion, 
humbly,  that  there  may  be  other  methods 
regarding  the  holding  of  umbrellas  in  ex- 
istence besides  those  prevalent  in  Gracias.” 

Garda  laughed.  Her  laugh  was  charm- 
ing. Winthrop  h ad  al  ready  noticed  that. 
It  was  not  a laugh  that  could  be  counted 
upon ; it  did  not  come  often,  or  upon  call. 
But  when  it  did  ripple  forth  it  was  a dis- 
tinct laugh,  merry  and  sweet,  and  not  the 
mere  magnified  smile  with  a following 
murmur  of  breath,  or  the  two  or  three 
shrill  little  shouts  in  a descending  scale, 
which  do  duty  as  laughs  from  the  majority 
of  feminine  lips.  Its  influence  extended 
also  to  her  eyes,  which  then  shot  forth  two 
bright  beams  to  accompany  it.  “I  see 
that  it  will  not  do  to  talk  to  you  as  I talk 
to— to  the  persons  about  here,”  she  said. 

“Are  there  many  of  them — these  per- 
sons about  here  ?” 

“Four,’'  replied  Garda,  promptly.  “H. 
Reginald  Kirby,  surgeon;  the  Reverend 
Middleton  Moore,  rector  of  St.  Philip  and 
St.  James;  Ernesto  de  Torrez,  from  the 
Giron’s,  down  the  lagoon,  south  of  here; 
and  Manuel  Ruiz,  from  Patricio,  opposite.” 

‘ ‘ A tropical  list,  ’ ’ said  W inthrop — ‘ ‘ most 
discouragingly  tropical.” 

“Ah!  but  you  must  remember  that  I 
am  tropical  myself,”  answered  Garda. 
She  was  taking  him  through  a narrow 
path  between  what  had  once  been  hedges, 
but  were  now  high  tangled  walls,  over- 
run with  the  pointed  leaves  of  the  wild 
smilax.  Here  and  there  these  wiry  vines 
had  stretched  an  arm  across  the  path,  and 
taken  hold  of  the  bushes  on  the  opposite 
side.  These  Winthrop  was  obliged  to  pull 
down  and  stand  upon  while  his  compan- 
ion passed  over;  for  break  them  he  could 
not — only  an  axe  could  have  sevei*ed  their 
tough  sti*ength.  Garda  Thorne  had  a 
light  step;  but  if  light,  it  was  not  quick. 
On  the  other  hand,  no  one  would  have 
called  it  slow,  exactly;  it  could  have  been 
best  described,  perhaps,  by  the  term  wn- 
hurrying.  A suggestion  of  leisure  lay  in 
each  motion,  from  the  poise  of  the  grace- 
ful head  down  to  the  way  the  pretty  feet 
moved  over  the  path  or  floor.  Evert 
Winthrop  had  a theory  about  steps.  He 
had  never  believed  that  more  is  accom- 


plished by  the  step  that  is  always  in  a 
hurry.  A hurrying  step  indicated  to  his 
mind  the  nature  that  gives  its  thoughts 
to  a future.  Though  it  may  be  but  the  fu- 
ture of  the  next  hour,  none  the  less  is  the 
present  undervalued,  its  pleasures,  such  as 
they  may  be,  lost.  The  tardy  step  de- 
noted, he  thought,  the  nature  that  lingers 
in  a past;  and  though  hei*e,  again,  it  may 
be  but  the  past  of  a day,  it  is  a day  whose 
opportunities  are  at  an  end  forever — gone. 
But  the  step  that  was  light  yet  at  the  same 
time  unhurrying,  this  step  seemed  to  him 
a sign  of  the  temperament  which  gets  the 
most  out  of  life  as  a whole,  certainly  the 
most  of  pleasure,  often,  too,  the  most  of 
attainment.  Garda  Thorne  had  this  step. 
In  her  case,  probably,  there  had  been  more 
of  pleasure  than  of  attainment.  She  did 
not,  in  truth,  strike  one  as  a person  who 
had  given  much  thought  to  attainment 
of  any  kind,  whether  of  scholarship  or  of 
housewifely  skill,  of  graceful  accomplish- 
ments, or  even  of  that  excellent  poise  of 
conscience,  that  trained  obedience  of  the 
mind,  which  are  so  much  to  many  of  her 
sisters  further  north.  But  these  same  sis- 
ters further  north  would  have  comment- 
ed, probably,  commented  from  the  long 
rocky  coast  of  New  England,  and  from 
the  many  intelligent  communities  of  the 
Middle  States,  that  no  woman  need  trou- 
ble herself  about  attainment,  or  anything 
else,  if  she  were  as  beautiful  as  Edgarda 
Thorne. 

For  in  their  hearts  women  always  know 
that  of  all  the  gifts  bestowed  upon  their 
sex  that  of  beauty  has  so  immeasurably 
the  greatest  power  that  nothing  else  can 
for  one  moment  be  compared  with  it,  that 
all  other  gifts,  of  whatsoever  nature  and 
extent,  sink  into  insignificance  and  pow- 
erlessness beside  it.  It  is,  of  course,  to 
the  interest  of  domestic  men,  the  good 
husbands  and  fathers  who  are  satisfied 
with  home  comforts  and  home  produc- 
tions, and  desire  nothing  so  much  as  peace 
at  the  hearth-stone,  to  deny  this  fact,  to 
qualify  it  as  much  as  possible,  and  reduce 
its  universality.  But  the  denials  of  these 
few  contented,  low-flying  gentlemen  are 
lost  in  the  great  tide  of  world-wide  agree- 
ment, and  no  one  is  deceived  by  them, 
save,  in  occasional  instances,  their  own 
wives,  who  in  that  case  have  been  en- 
dowed by  nature  with  much  faith  (or  is 
it  self-complacence?),  and  powers  of  ob- 
servation not  much  beyond  those  of  the 
oyster.  But  on  that  long  New  England 
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coast  already  spoken  of,  and  in  those  plea- 
sant, pretty  towns  of  the  Middle  States, 
observation  has  been  keenly  cultivated, 
and  self-complacence  held  in  abeyance  by 
much  analysis.  All  the  Northern  sisters 
who  lived  there  would  probably  have  an- 
swered again,  and  with  one  voice,  that, 
with  simply  the  most  ordinary  good  qual- 
ities in  addition,  a girl  as  beautiful  as  Ed- 
garda  Thorne  would  carry  all  before  her 
in  any  case. 

Garda  was  of  medium  height,  but  her 
litheness  made  her  seem  tall.  This  lithe-, 
ness  had  in  it  none  of  the  meagre  outlines 
of  the  little  mother;  its  curves  were  all 
moulded  with  that  soft  roundness  which 
betrays  a Southern  origin.  But  the  ob- 
server was  not  left  to  this  evidence  alone: 
there  was  further  and  indisputable  proof 
in  her  large,  dark,  beautiful,  wholly  Span- 
ish eyes.  She  had,  in  truth,  been  well 
described  by  Mrs.  Thorne’s  phrase — “the 
portrait  of  her  Spanish  grandmother, 
painted  in  English  colors.”  The  tints  of 
her  complexion  were  very  different  from 
the  soft,  unchanging,  creamy  hue  which 
had  been  one  of  the  beauties  of  the  beauti- 
ful Inez  de  Duero;  Garda’s  complexion 
had  the  English  lightness  and  brightness. 
But  it  was  not  merely  pink  and  white; 
there  were  browns  under  its  warm  fair- 
ness— browns  which  gave  the  idea  that  it 
was  acquainted  with  the  open  air,  the  sun, 
the  sea,  and  enjoyed  them  all.  It  never 
had  that  blue  look  of  cold  which  mars  at 
times  the  beauty  of  all  women  who  are 
delicately  fair;  it  never  had  the  fatal  shade 
of  yellow  that  menaces  the  brunette.  It 
was  a complexion  made  for  all  times  and 
all  lights;  pure  and  clear;  it  had  also  a 
soft  warmth  of  color  which  was  indescrib- 
ably rich.  The  lustrous  black  braids  of 
Inez  de  Duero  bad  been  changed  in  her 
granddaughter  to  braids  equally  thick, 
but  in  color  a bright  brown  ; not  the 
brown  that  is  but  golden  hair  grown  dark- 
er, nor  that  other  well-known  shade,  nei- 
ther light  nor  dark,  which  covers  the  heads 
of  so  many  Americans  that  it  might  al- 
most be  called  the  national  color;  this 
brown  had  always  been  bright,  had  never 
changed ; the  head  of  the  little  Garda  of 
two  years  old  had  showed  a flossy  mass 
of  the  same  hue.  This  hair  curled  slight- 
ly through  all  its  length,  which  gave  the 
braids  a rippled  appearance.  It  had,  be- 
sides, the  beauty  of  growing  low  and 
thickly  at  the  temples  and  over  the  fore- 
head. The  small  head  it  covered  was 


poised  upon  a throat  which  was  not  a 
mere  point  of  union,  an  unimportant  or 
lean  angle  to  be  covered  by  a necklace  or 
collar;  this  throat  was  round,  distinct  in 
outline,  its  fairness  beautiful  not  only  in 
front,  but  also  behind,  under,  and  at  the 
edges  of  the  hair,  where  the  comb  had 
lifted  the  thick  soft  mass  and  swept  it 
up  to  take  its  place  in  the  braids  above. 
Garda’s  features  were  flne,  but  they  were 
not  of  the  Greek  type,  save  that  the  beau- 
tiful forehead  was  low;  the  mouth  was 
not  small;  the  lips  full,  delicately  curved. 
When  she  smiled,  these  lips  had  a marked 
sweetness  of  expression.  They  parted 
over  brilliantly  white  teeth,  which,  with 
the  colors  in  her  hair  and  complexion, 
were  the  direct  gifts  of  English  ancestoi’s, 
as  her  dark  eyes,  with  their  long  curling 
dark  lashes,  the  thickness  of  her  brown 
braids,  her  rounded  figure,  with  its  grace- 
ful unhurrying  gait,  and  high-arched  little 
feet,  were  inheritances  from  the  Dueros. 

But  written  woi*ds  are  not  the  artist’s 
colors;  they  can  never  paint  the  portrait 
which  all  the  world  can  see.  A woman 
may  be  described,  and  by  a truthful  pen, 
as  possessing  large  eyes,  regular  features, 
and  so  on  through  the  list,  and  yet  that 
woman  may  move  through  life  quite  with- 
out charm,  while  another  who  is  described, 
and  with  equal  truthfulness,  as  having  a 
profile  which  is  far  from  being  in  accord- 
ance with  artists’  rules,  may  receive 
through  all  her  days  the  homage  paid  to 
loveliness  alone.  The  bare  catalogue  of 
features,  tints,  and  height  does  not  include 
the  subtle  spell  whose  fullness  crowns  the 
one,  while  its  lack  mars  the  other,  and  a 
narrator,  therefore,  while  allowing  him- 
self as  detailed  a delineation  as  it  pleases 
him  to  give,  should  set  down  plainly  at 
the  end  the  result,  the  often  mysterious 
and  unexpected  whole,  which  the  elements 
he  has  described  have,  in  some  occult  man- 
ner, combined  to  produce.  ‘ ‘ There  was  an 
enchantment  in  her  expression,”  “There 
was  an  irresistible  sweetness  about  her” ; 
these  phrases  tell  more  than  the  most  mi- 
nute chronicle  of  hue  and  outline;  they 
place  the  reader  where  he  would  be  were 
the  living,  breathing  presence  before  him, 
rather  than  the  mere  printed  page. 

But  in  the  case  of  Garda  Thome  it 
could  have  been  said  that  she  had  not 
only  brilliant  beauty,  but  loveliness  as 
well,  the  loveliness  which  does  not  al- 
ways accompany  it.  There  was  sufficient 
regularity  in  her  face  to  keep  from  it  the 
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term  irregular;  but  it  had  also  all  the 
changiug  expressions,  all  the  spirit,  which 
faces  whose  features  are  not  by  rule  often 
possess.  She  had  undoubtedly  a great 
charm,  and  it  was  a charm  which  no 
one  had  as  yet  analyzed:  she  was  not  a 
girl  who  turned  one’s  thoughts  toward 
analysis;  one  was  too  much  occupied  in 
simply  admiring  her.  She  was  as  open 
as  the  day;  her  frankness  was  wonderful. 
It  would  have  been  said  of  her  by  every 
one  that  she  had  an  extraordinary  sim- 
plicity, were  it  not  that  the  richness  of  her 
beauty  threw  over  her  a sort  of  sumptu- 
ousness which  did  not  accord  with  the 
usual  image  of  pure,  rather  meagre  lim- 
pidity called  up  by  the  use  of  that  word. 

Evert  Winthrop,  beholding  her  for  the 
first  time  in  the  little  Episcopal  church  of 
Gracias,  had  said  to  himself  that  she  was 
the  most  beautiful  girl  (viewing  the  mat- 
ter impersonally)  whom  he  had  ever  seen. 
Impersonally,  because  he  would  have  set 
down  his  peraonal  preference  as  decidedly 
for  something  less  striking,  for  eyes  of 
blue  rather  than  black,  eyes  which  should 
be  not  so  much  lustrous  as  gentle,  for 
smooth  hair  of  pale  gold,  a forehead  and 
eyebrows  like  those  of  a Raphael  Madon- 
na. He  was  sui*e,  also,  that  he  much  pre- 
ferred slenderness.  Even  a certain  vir- 
ginal thinness  and  awkwardness  he  could 
accept;  it  might  be  part  df  the  charm.  A 
friend  of  his,  a lady  older  than  himself, 
upon  hearing  him  express  these  senti- 
ments not  long  before,  had  remarked  that 
they  shed  a good  deal  of  light  backward 
over  his  past.  When  he  asked  her  what 
she  meant,  she  added  that  a liking  for  lit- 
tle wild  flowers  in  a man  of  the  world  of 
his  age,  and  an  indifference  to  tea-roses, 
did  not  so  much  indicate  a natural  sim- 
plicity of  taste  as  something  quite  differ- 
ent— too  long  an  acquaintance,  perhaps, 
with  the  heavily  perfumed  atmosphere  of 
conservatories. 

“I  don't  know  what  you  are  trying  to 
make  me  out,”  Winthrop  had  answered, 
laughing. 

“ I make  you  out  a very  good  fellow,” 
replied  the  lady.  “But  you  are  like  my 
husband  (who  is  also  a very  good  fellow) ; 
lie  wonders  how  I can  go  to  the  theatre, 
plays  are  so  artificial.  I suppose  they 
are  artificial ; but  I notice  that  it  required 
his  closest — I may  almost  say  his  nightly — 
attention  for  something  like  fifteen  years 
to  find  it  out.” 

Winthrop  happened  to  think  of  this  lit- 


tle conversation— he  knew  not  why— as 
he  followed  his  guide  through  her  green- 
walled  path,  which  had  now  become  so 
narrow  that  he  could  no  longer  walk  by 
her  side.  As  it  came  up  in  his  mind  he 
said  to  himself  that  here  was  a tea-rose, 
growing  if  not  quite  in  the  seclusion  of 
untrodden  forests  where  the  wild  flowers 
have  their  home,  then  at  least  in  natural 
freedom,  in  the  pure  air  and  sunshine,  un- 
der the  open  sky.  There  was — there  could 
be — ^nothing  of  the  conservatory,  nothing 
artificial,  in  the  only  life  Edgai^a  Thome 
had  known,  the  life  of  this  remote  South- 
ern village  where  she  had  been  born  and 
brought  up.  Her  knowledge  of  the  world 
outside  was  — must  be — confined  to  the 
Spanish-tinted  legends  of  the  slumberous 
little  community,  to  the  limited  traditions 
of  her  mother’s  small  experience,  and  to  the 
perceptions  and  figments  of  her  own  im- 
agination; these  last,  however  numerous 
they  might  be  in  themselves,  however 
vivid,  must  leave  her  much  in  the  condi- 
tion of  a would-be  writer  of  dramas  who 
has  never  written  a play  nor  seen  one  act- 
ed, but  has  merely  evolved  something 
vaguely  resembling  one  from  the  dream- 
ing depths  of  his  own  consciousness. 
Garda’s  idea  of  the  world  beyond  the 
barrens  must  be  equally  vague  and  un- 
real. And  then,  as  he  looked  at  her, 
sweet-natured  and  indifferent,  walking 
onward  with  her  indolent  step  over  her 
own  land,  under  the  low  blue  sky,  it 
came  over  him  suddenly  that  probably 
she  had  not  troubled  herself  to  evolv^ 
anything,  to  think  much  of  any  world, 
good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  outside  of  her 
own  consciousne^.  And  he  said  to  him- 
self that  wherever  she  was  would  be 
world  enough  for  most  men.  In  which 
class,  however,  he  again  did  not  include 
Evert  Winthrop. 

The  path  made  a sudden  turn,  and 
stopped.  It  had  brought  them  to  the  bor- 
ders of  a waste. 

“ This  was  one  of  the  sugar  fields,”  said 
Garda,  with  her.  little  air  of  uninterested 
proprietorship. 

A ditch  full  of  low  verdure  ran  past 
their  feet,  and  appeared  to  stretch  round 
the  w^hole,  a moat  in  place  of  a fence. 
Two  old  roads,  raised  on  embankments, 
crossed  the  level,  one  from  north  to  south, 
the  other  from  east  to  west.  The  verge 
upon  which  they  stood  had  once  been  a ro^ 
also,  though  now  narrowed  and  in  some 
places  blocked  by  the  bushes  which  had 
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grown  across  it.  “A  little  further  on,  be- 
yond that  point,  you  will  find  our  ruin,” 
said  Garda.  There  will  not  be  time  to 
sketch  it.  I will  wait  for  you  here.” 

“ You  are  deserting  me  too  soon.” 

^^lamnotdesertingyouatall.  I intend 
to  take  you  remorselessly  over  the  entire 
place.  But  there  are  tliorns  in  those  bush- 
es. Thorns  are  dangerous.” 

“I  know  it;  I am  already  wounded.” 

“I  mean  that  the  briers  might  tear  my 
dress,”  explained  Miss  Thome,  with  dig- 
nity. 

This  stately  rejection  of  so  small  and,  as 
it  were,  self-made  a pun  entertained  her 
companion ; it  showed  how  unfamiliar  she 
was  with  the  usual  little  commonplaces. 
Talking  with  her  would  be  not  unlike 
talking  with  a princess  in  a fairy  tale — one 
of  those  who  have  always  lived  impris- 
oned in  a tower;  such  a damsel,  i*egard- 
ing  her  own  rank  and  importance,  would 
be  apt  to  have  a standard  which,  remain- 
ing ungauged  by  practical  experience, 
would  strike  the  first  comer  as  fantastic- 
ally high.  His  entertainment,  however, 
was  not  visible  as,  with  a demeanor  mod- 
elled upon  the  requirements  of  her  digni- 
ty, he  bent  back  the  thorny  bushes  of  the 
green  cape,  and  made  a passageway  for 
her  rou nd  its  point.  When  his  little  road- 
way was  finished,  she  came  over  it  with 
her  leisurely  step,  as  though  (he  said  to 
himself)  it  and  the  world  and  his  own 
poor  personality  belonged  to  her  by  in- 
herited right  whenever  she  should  choose 
to  claim  them. 

Evert  Wiuthrop,  as  has  already  been 
remarked,  was  a man  who  observed.  He 
observed  little  things  as  well  as  great.  He 
was  conscious  of  this  mental  habit;  some- 
times it  seemed  to  him  a failing,  sometimes 
an  advantage.  At  present  he  was  quite 
aware  that  he  was  saying  to  himself  a good 
many  things  about  Edgarda  Thorne.  But 
was  it  not  natural,  coming  unexpectedly 
upon  so  much  beauty  set  in  so  unfamiliar 
a frame  ? It  was  a new  x>ortrait,  and  he 
was  fond  of  portraits.  In  picture-galler- 
ies he  always  looked  more  at  the  portraits 
than  at  anything  else.  But  he  had  no 
taste  for  idealized  likenesses;  so  little,  in- 
deed, that  he  had  sometimes  thought  Diirer 
the  greatest  of  masters.  He  smiled  now 
at  the  thought  of  Diirer  attempting  a like- 
ness of  Gar^  Thome. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  thorny  cape 
the  ruin  came  into  view,  standing  back  in 
a little  arena  of  its  own.  Two  of  its  high 
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stone  walls  remained  upright,  irregularly 
broken  at  the  top,  and  over  them  clam- 
bered a vine  with  slender  leaves  and  long 
curling  sprays  that  thrust  themselves 
boldly  out  into  the  air,  covered  with  bell- 
shap^  golden  blossoms.  This  was  the 
yellow  jasmine,  the  lovely  wild  jasmine 
of  Florida. 

“You  will  look  at  it,  please,  from  the 
other  side,  ” announced  Garda.  ‘ ‘ It  looks 
its  best  from  there.  There  will  not  be 
time  to  sketch  it.” 

“Why  do  you  keep  supposing  that  I 
sketch  ? Do  I look  like  an  artist  ?” 

“Not  the  least  in  the  world.  I have 
never  seen  an  artist,  but  I'm  sure  you 
don’t  look  like  one.  I’m  sure  they  are 
different.  I suppose  you  sketch  simply 
because  I suppose  that  Northerners  can  do 
everything.  I shall  be  fearfully  disap- 
pointed if  they  can  not — when  I see  them.” 

“Do  you  wish  to  see  them  ?” 

“I  wish  to  see  hundreds,”  answered 
Miss  Thome,  w'ith  great  deliberation.  “I 
wish  to  see  thousands.  I wish  to  see  them 
at  balls;  I have  never  seen  a ball.  I wi^ 
to  see  them  driving  in  parks;  I have  nev-  ^ 
er  seen  a park.  I wisli  to  see  them  climb- 
ing mountains;  I have  never  seen  a 
mountain — ” 

‘ ‘ They  don’t  do  it  in  droves,  you  know,” 
interpolated  her  companion. 

‘ * — I wish  to  see  them  in  the  halls  of  Con- 
gress ; I have  never  seen  Congress.  I wish 
to  see  them  at  the  Springs;  I have  never 
seen  Springs.  I wish  to  see  them  wear- 
ing diamonds;  I have  never  seen  dia- 
monds— ” 

“ The  last  is  a wish  easily  gratified.  In 
America,  as  one  may  say,  the  diamond’s 
the  only  wear,”  remarked  Winthrop,  tak- 
ing out  a little  linen-covered  book. 

Garda  did  not  question  this  assertion, 
which  reduced  her  own  neighborhood  to  so 
insignificant  an  exception  to  a general  rule 
that  it  need  not  even  be  mentioned.  To 
her  Florida  was  Florida,  and  not  America 
at  all.  Very  much  as  Winthrop  himself, 
when  a little  boy,  had  stoutly  denied  to  a 
new  Sunday-school  teacher  that  be  was  a 
Gentile,  (^tile  indeed ! he  was  an  Epis- 
copalian. 

“You  are  going  to  sketch,  after  all,” 
said  the  girl.  She  looked  about  her  for  a 
conveniently  shaped  fragment  among  the 
fallen  blocks,  and  finding  one,  seated  her- 
self, leaning  against  a second  sun-warmed 
fragment  which  she  took  as  her  chair*s 
back.  “ I thought  I mentioned  that  there 
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would  not  be  time,”  she  added,  indolently, 
in  her  sweet  voice. 

“ It  will  take  but  a moment,”  answered 
Winthrop.  “ I am  no  artist,  as  you  have 
already  mentioned;  but,  plainly,  as  a 
Northerner,  I must  do  something,  or  fall 
hopelessly  below  your  expectations.  There 
isn’t  a mountain  here  for  me  to  climb,  nor 
a ball  at  which  I can  dance;  I am  not 
a Congressman  to  make  a speech  in  the 
* halls,’  nor  are  diamonds  sewed  upon  my 
every-day  coat.  Clearly,  therefore,  I 
must  sketch;  there  is  nothing  else  left.” 
And  with  slow,  accurate  touch  he  began 
to  pencil  an  outline  of  the  flower-starred 
walls  upon  his  little  page.  Garda,  the 
liandle  of  her  white  umbrella  poised  on 
one  shoulder,  watched  him  from  under  its 
shade.  He  did  not  look  up  nor  break  the 
silence,  and  after  a while  she  closed  her 
eyes  and  sat  there  motionless  in  the  flow- 
• er-perfumed  air.  Thus  they  remained  for 
fully  fifteen  minutes,  and  Winthrop,  go- 
ing on  with  his  work,  admired  her  pas- 
siveness. He  had  never  before  seen  the 
ability  to  maintain  undisturbed  an  easy, 
indolent  silence  in  a girl  so  young.  True, 
the  silence  had  in  it  something  of  that 
same  element  of  indifference  which  he 
had  noted  in  her  before;  but  one  could 
pardon  her  that  for  her  tranquillity,  which 
was  so  charming  and  so  rare. 

“Ah,  sketching,  I conjecture— sketch- 
ing,” said  a voice,  breaking  the  stillness. 
“Yes,  yes;  the  old  mill  has,  I suppose,  be- 
come sketchable.  We  must  think  of  it 
now  as  moss-grown,  antique.” 

Garda  opened  her  eyes.  “No  moss,” 
she  said,  extending  her  hand.  ‘ ‘ Jasmine, 
doctor.” 

The  new-comer,  whose  footsteps  had 
made  no  sound  on  the  sand  as  he  came 
round  the  cape  of  thorns,  now  crossed  the 
arena,  and  made  a formal  obeisance  over 
the  little  glove;  then  he  threw  back  his 
shouldei's,  put  his  hands  behind  him,  and 
remained  standing  beside  her  with  a pro- 
tecting, hospitable  air,  which  seemed  to 
include  not  only  herself  and  the  stranger 
artist,  but  the  ruin,  the  sky,  and  the  sun- 
shine, and  even  to  bestow  a geneml  bene- 
diction upon  the  whole  long,  warm  penin- 
sula itself,  stretching,  like  a finger  point- 
ing southward  from  the  continent's  broad 
palm,  into  the  tropic  sea. 

But  now  Miss  Thorne  laid  her  white 
umbrella  upon  the  heap  of  fallen  blocks 
beside  her,  and  rose;  she  did  this  as 
though  it  were  something  of  a trouble, 


but  a trouble  that  was  necessary.  She 
walked  forward  several  steps,  and  turned 
first  toward  the  new-comer,  then  toward 
the  younger  gentleman.  “Let  me  pre- 
sent to  you,  doctor,  Mr.  Evert  Winthrop, 
of  New  York,” she  said,  formally.  “ Mr. 
Winthrop,  this  is  our  valued  friend  Regi- 
nald Kirby,  surgeon,  of  Gracias-a-Dios.” 
She  then  return^  to  her  seat  with  the  air 
of  one  who  had  performed  an  important 
task. 

Dr.  Kirby  now  advanced  and  offered  his 
hand  to  Winthrop.  He  was  a little  man, 
but  a little  man  with  plenty  of  presence. 
He  bore — if  one  had  an  eye  for  such 
things — a general  resemblance  to  acanary- 
bird.  He  had  a firm,  plump  little  person, 
upon  which  his  round,  partly  bald  head 
(visible  as  he  stood  with  hat  doffed)  was 
set,  with  scarcely  any  intervention  of  neck. 
This  plump  person  was  attired  in  nankeen- 
colored  clothes.  His  face  showed  a small 
but  prominent  aquiline  nose,  a health- 
ily yellow  complexion,  and  round  bright 
black  eyes.  Wlien  he  talked  he  moved 
his  head  briskly  to  and  fro  upon  liis  shoul- 
ders, and  he  had  a habit  of  looking  at  the 
l^eraon  he  was  addressing  with  one  eye 
only,  his  face  almost  in  profile,  which 
WM  most  bird-like  of  all.  In  additiori, 
his  legs  were  short  in  proportion  to  his 
body,  and  he  stood  on  his  small,  well- 
shax>ed  feet  much  as  a canary  balances 
himself  on  his  little  claws. 

“I  am  delighted  to  meet  you,  sir,” he 
said  to  Winthrop.  “I  esteem  it  a fortu- 
nate occurrence,  most  foriunate,  which 
brought  me  to  East  Angels  this  evening 
to  pay  my  respects  to  Mistress  Thorne, 
thus  obtaining  for  myself,  in  addition,  the 
pleasure  of  your  acquaintance.  Mistress 
Thorne  having  mentioned  to  me  that  you 
were  making  a little  tour  of  the  place  with 
Miss  Garda,  I offered  to  bear  you  com- 
pany during  a portion,  at  least,  of  your 
progress,  for  Miss  Garda,  though  possess- 
ing an  intelligence  delicately  keen,  may 
not  (being  feminine)  always  remember  to 
present  you  with  the  statistics,  the— as  I 
may  say — historical  items,  which  would 
naturally  be  interesting  to  a Northerner 
of  discrimination.”  The  doctor  had  a 
fine  voice;  his  words  were  borne  along  on 
it  like  stately  ships  on  the  current  of  a 
broad  river. 

“ Do  not  praise  me  too  highly,”  said  the 
possessor  of  the  delicate  intelligence,  from 
her  block.  “I  could  never  live  up  to  it, 
you  know.” 
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Miss  Thorne  has  said  many  interest- 
ing things,”  answered  Winthrop,  “but 
she  has  not  as  yet,  I think,  favored  me 
with  anything  historical;  her  attention 
has  perhaps  been  turned  rather  more  to 
the  agricultuml  side.” 

“ Agricultural  ? agricultural  ?”  said  Kir- 
by, bringing  to  bear  upon  Winthrop  a 
bright  left  eye. 

“ He  is  making  sport  of  me,”  explained 
Garda,  laughing. 

“ Pooh!  pooh!”  said  the  doctor,  raising 
himself  a little,  first  on  his  toes,  then  on  his 
heels,  thus  giving  to  his  plump  person  a 
slightly  balancing  motion  to  and  fro.  “ A 
little  more  seriousness,  (Jarda,  my  child ; 
a little  more  seriousness.”  Then,  still  bal- 
ancing himself,  with  his  hands  behind 
him,  he  turned  to  Winthrop  to  present,  in 
his  round  tones,  one  of  the  historical 
items  of  which  he  had  spoken.  “These 
walls,  Mr.  Winthrop,  whose  shattered 
ruins  now  rise  before  you,  once  formed 
part  of  a large  sugar  mill,  which  was  de- 
stroyed by  the  Indians  during  the  Semi- 
nole war.  This  province,  sir,  has  had  a 
vast  deal  of  trouble  with  her  Indians— a 
vast  deal.  The  nature  of  the  country  has 
afforded  them  every  protection,  and 
clogged  pursuit  with  difficulties,  mon- 
strous difficulties,  which,  I may  add,  have 
never  been  in  the  least  appreciated  by 
those  unfamiliar  with  the  ground.  The 
records  of  our  army — I speak,  sir,  of  the 
old  army,”  said  the  doctor,  after  a mo- 
ment's pause,  making  his  little  explana- 
tion with  a charmingly  courteous  wave 
of  the  hand,  which  dismissed,  as  between 
himself  and  the  guest  of  Mistress  Thorne, 
all  question  as  to  the  army  which  was  new- 
er— “these  records,  sir,  are  full  of  reports 
of  the  most  harassing  campaigns,  made 
up  and  down  this  peninsula  by  our  sol- 
diers, in  pursuit— vain  pursuit— of  a wily, 
slippery,  creeping,  red-skinned,  damnable 
foe.  Canebrake,  swamp,  hummock ; hum- 
mock, swamp,  canebrake ; ague,  sun- 
stroke, everglade ; fever,  scalping,  ambus- 
cade; and  massacre,  massacre,  massacre! 
— such,  sir,  are  the  terms  that  succeed  each 
other  endlessly  on  those  old  pages ; words 
that  represent,  I venture  to  say,  more 
bravery,  more  heroic  and  unrequited  en- 
durance, than  formed  part  of  many  and 
many  a campaign  that  shines  out  to-day 
brilliantly  on  history's  lying  scroll.  Yet 
who  knows  anything  of  them  ? I ask  you, 
who  I”  The  doctor’s  fine  voice  was  finer 
still  in  indignation. 


“ As  it  happens,  by  a chance,  I do,”  an- 
swered Winthrop.  “A  cousin  of  my  fa- 
ther’s was  in  some  of  those  campaigns.  I 
well  remember  the  profound  impression 
which  the  Indian  names  in  his  letters  used 
to  make  upon  me  when  a boy — the  With- 
lacoochee,  the  Caloosahatchee,  the  Su- 
wannee, the  Ocklawaha;  they  seemed  to 
me  to  represent  all  that  was  tropical,  and 
wild,  and  far  away.” 

“They  represented  days  of  wading  up 
to  one’s  waist  in  stiff  marsh  grass  and  wa- 
ter, sir.  They  represented  rattlesnakes, 
moccasins,  and  adders,  sir.  They  i^epre- 
sented  every  plague  of  creation,  from  the 
mosquito  down  to  the  alligator,  that  great 
pig  of  the  Florida  waters.  They  repre- 
sented long  fruitless  tramps  over  the  burn- 
ing barrens,  with  the  strong  probability 
of  being  shot  down  at  the  last  by  a cow- 
ardly foe  skulking  behind  a tree,”  de- 
claimed the  doctor,  still  indignant.  “But 
this  cousin  of  yours — would  you  do  me  the 
favor  of  his  name  ?” 

“Carey — Richard  Carey.” 

“Ah!  Major  Carey,  without  doubt,” 
said  the  surgeon,  softening  at  once  into 
great  interest,  and  stopping  his  balancing. 
“Allow  me — was  he  sometimes  called 
Dizzy  Dick  ?” 

“ I am  sorry  to  say  that  I have  heard 
that  name  applied  to  him,”  answered  Win- 
throp, smiling. 

“ Sir,  you  need  not  be,”  responded  the 
doctor,  with  warmth.  “Dizzy  Dick  was 
one  of  the  finest  and  bravest  gentlemen  of 
the  old  army.  My  elder  brother  Single- 
ton — Captain  Singleton  Kirby — was  of  his 
regiment,  and  knew  and  loved  him  well. 
I am  proud  to  take  a relative  of  his  by  the 
hand— proud !”  So  saying,  the  doctor  of- 
fered his  own  again,  and  the  two  men 
went  gravely  through  the  ceremony  of 
friendship  a second  time  under  the  walls 
of  the  old  mill. 

“Returning  to  our  former  subject,”  be- 
gan the  doctor  again — “ for  I hope  to  have 
many  further  opportunities  for  conversa- 
tion with  you  concerning  your  distin- 
guished relative — I should  add,  while  we 
are  still  beside  this  memento,  that  the  ear- 
ly Spanish  settlers  of  this  coast — ” 

“As  a last  wish,”  interrupted  Garda, 
in  a drowsy  voice,  “wait  for  the  resur- 
rection.” 

“Asa  last  wish  ?”  said  the  doctor,  turn- 
ing his  profile  toward  her  with  his  head 
on  one  side  a little,  in  his  brisk  canary- 
bird  way. 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


260 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAOAZINK 


‘ ‘ Yes,  I see  that  you  have  begun  upon 
the  history  of  the  Spaniards  in  Florida, 
and  as  I shall  certainly  fall  asleep,  1 think 
I ought  to  protect,  as  far  as  possible  be- 
forehand, my  own  especial  ancestors  be- 
fore I go,”  she  answered,  still  somnolent. 
“They  always  have  that  effect  upon  me 
— the  Spaniards  in  Florida ; they  always 
put  me  to  sleep.”  And  as  she  slowly  pro- 
nounced these  last  words  the  long  lashes 
drooped  over  her  eyes,  she  let  her  head 
fall  back  against  the  block  behind  her, 
and  was  apparently  lost  in  dreams. 

In  this  seeming  slumber  she  made  a 
lovely  picture.  But  its  chief  charm  to 
Evert  Winthrop  lay  in  the  fact  that  it 
had  in  it  so  much  more  of  the  sportive- 
ness of  the  child  than  of  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  woman.  “ I am  interested  in 
the  old  Spaniards  here,  I confess,”  he  said, 
“but  not  to  the  extent  of  allowing  them 
to  put  you  to  sleep  in  this  fashion.  We 
will  leave  them  where  they  are  for  the 
pi*esent  (of  course  in  Elysium),  and  ask 
you  to  take  us  to  the  crane,  whose  powers 
of  entertainment  are  evidently  greater 
than  our  own.”  And  he  offered  his  hand 
as  if  to  assist  her  to  rise. 

“I  am  not  quite  gone  yet,”  replied 
Garda,  laughing,  as  she  rose  without  ac- 
cepting it.  “ But  we  must  take  things  in 
their  regular  order;  the  magnolias  come 
next;  the  crane,  as  our  greatest  attraction, 
is  kept  for  the  last.”  And  she  led  the  way 
along  a path  which  brought  them  to  a grove 
of  sweet-gum  trees,  tall,  slight,  bright-look- 
ing trees,  whose  delicately  cut  leaves  did 
not  make  a thick  foliage,  but  adorned  the 
boughs  vrith  lightness,  each  one  visible  on 
its  slender  stalk.  Tliis  grove  was  tenant- 
ed by  a multitude  of  little  birds,  whose  con- 
tinuous diminutive  carols  kept  the  air  fill- 
ed with  a shower  of  fine  small  notes. 

“Fairy  flutes,”  said  Winthrop,  “and 
leaves  of  lace.  I am  amazed  at  myself  for 
never  having  been  in  Florida  before.  The 
Suwannee  River  can't  be  very  far  off;  it 
oughtn't  to  be,  at  any  rate.  How  well  I 
remember  the  singular  sensation  that  came 
over  me  once  in  Vienna,  when  at  a crowd- 
ed concert  a little  Hungarian  singer  began, 
in  response  to  an  encore,  to  sing  with  her 
strange  mixture  of  broken  English  and 
doubly  broken  negro, 

‘’Way  down  upon  de  Suwannee  River, 

Far,  far  away.* 

The  crowded  house  faded,  and  in  its  place 
I seemed  to  see  my  old  vision  of  these 


Florida  rivers,  and  the  game  upon  their 
wild  warm  shores.” 

“Vienna?”  said  Garda,  envyingly. 

“You,  sir,  are  too  young,  unfortunate- 
ly too  young,  to  remember  the  incompara- 
ble Malibran, ” said  Dr.  Kirby.  ‘ ‘ Ah ! there 
was  a voice  1'^  And  with  recollections  too 
rich  for  utterance,  he  shook  his  head  slow- 
ly several  times,  and  silently  waved  his 
hand. 

“Oh,  when  shall  I hear  something  or 
somebody  ?”  said  Garda. 

“We  shall  accomplish  it,  we  shall  ac- 
complish it  yet,  my  dear  child,”  said  the 
doctor,  coming  briskly  back  to  the  present 
inherbehalf.  “Malibran  is  gone,”  he  add- 
ed, in  his  rich  tones.  ‘ ‘ Her  place  can  nev- 
er be  filled.  But  1 hope  that  you  too  may 
cross  the  seas  some  day,  my  child,  and 
find,  if  not  the  atmosphere  of  the  grand 
stylo  which  was  hers,  and  perished  with 
her,  at  least  an  atmosphere  more  enlarging 
than  this.  But  there  will  be  other  asso- 
ciations open  to  you  in  those  countries  be- 
sides the  musical — associations  in  the  high- 
est degree  interesting.  You  can  pay  a vis- 
it, for  instance,  to  the  scenes  described  in 
the  engaging  pages  of  Fanny  Burney,  in- 
comparably the  greatest,  and  I fear,  from 
the  long  dearth  which  has  followed  her, 
the  last  of  female  novelists.  For  who  is 
there  since  her  day  worthy  to  hold  a de- 
scriptive pen,  and  what  has  been  written 
that  is  worth  our  reading?  With  the  ex- 
ception of  some  few  things,  by  two  or  thi*ee 
ladies  of  South  Carolina,  which  I have  had 
the  privilege  of  seeing,  and  which  exist,  I 
regret  to  say,  only  in  manuscript  as  yet,  I 
know  of  nothing,  no  one.” 

Winthrop  glanced  at  Garda  to  see  if 
her  face  would  show  any  merriment  over 
this  proposed  1 iterary  pilgrimage.  But  no ; 
the  young  giid  accepted  Miss  Burney  calm- 
ly; she  had  heard  the  doctor  declaim  on 
the  subject  all  her  life,  and  was  accustom- 
ed to  think  of  the  lady  as  a celebrated 
historical  character,  much  as  school-boys 
think  of  Helen  of  Troy. 

Beyond  the  grove,  they  came  to  the 
Levels.  Great  trees  rose  there,  extending 
their  straight  boughs  outward  as  far  as 
they  could  reach,  touching  nothing  but 
the  golden  air.  For  each  stood  alone,  no 
neighbor  near;  each  was  a king.  Black 
on  the  ground  beneath  lay  the  round  mass 
of  shadow  tliey  cast.  Above,  among  the 
dense  dark  foliage,  shone  out  occasional 
spots  of  a lighter  green ; and  this  was  the 
mistletoe.  Besides  these  monarchs  there 
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were  sinuous  lines  of  a lower  ijrowtli  of 
verdure,  eight  and  ten  feet  in  height,  wan- 
dering with  grace  over  the  plain.  Most 
of  the  space,  however,  was  free — wide  sun- 
ny glades  open  to  the  breeze  and  the  sky. 
The  arrangement  of  the  whole,  of  the 
great  singletrees,  the  sinuous  lines  of  low- 
er verdure,  and  the  open  glades,  was  as 
beautiful  as  though  Art  had  planned  and 
Time  had  i^erfected  the  work.  Time's 
touch  was  there ; bu  t Art  had  had  nothing  to 
do  with  it.  Each  tree  had  risen  from  the 
ground  where  it  and  Nature  pleased ; birds, 
perhaps,  with  dropped  seeds,  had  been  the 
first  planters  of  the  lower  growths.  Yet 
it  was  not  primeval.  Winthrop,  well  used 
to  primeval  things,  and  liking  them  (to 
gratify  the  liking  he  had  made  more  than 
one  journey  to  the  remoter  parts  of  the 
great  West),  detected  this  at  once.  Open 
and  free  as  the  Levels  wei*e,  he  could  yet 
see,  as  he  walked  onward,  the  signs  of  a 
former  cultivation  antecedent  to  all  this 
soft  wild  leisure.  His  eye  could  trace,  by 
their  line  of  fresher  green,  the  course  of 
the  old  drains  crossing  regularly  from 
east  to  west.  The  large  trees  were  some- 
times growing  from  furrows  which  had 
been  made  by  the  plough  before  their  first 
tiny  twin  leaves  had  sprouted  from  the 
acorn  which  had  fallen  there.  “How 
stationary  things  are  here !”  he  said,  half 
admiringly.  “ How  tranquil  the  life  must 
be!”  He  was  thinking  of  the  ceaseless 
round  of  change,  improvement,  and  labor 
which  went  on  year  after  year  on  the 
Northern  farms  he  knew,  of  the  thrift 
which  turned  every  inch  of  the  land  to 
account,  and  made  it  do  its  share.  The 
thrift,  the  toil,  the  constant  change  and 
improvement,  were  best,  of  course.  Win- 
throp was  to  the  full  a believer  in  the 
splendid  industries  of  the  great  republic  to 
which  he  belonged,  and,  personally  too, 
there  was  little  of  the  idler  in  his  tempera- 
ment. Still,  looked  at  in  another  way, 
the  American  creed  for  the  moment  dor- 
mant, there  was  something  delightfully 
restful  in  the  indolence  of  these  old  fields 
lying  asleep  in  the  sunshine,  with  low  fur- 
rows of  a hundrod  years  before  stretch- 
ing undisturbed  across  them.  Here  was 
no  dread,  no  eager  speed  before  the  win- 
ter. It  was,  in  truth,  the  absence  of  that 
icy  task-master  which  gave  to  all  that  love- 
ly land  its  appearance  of  dreaming  leisure. 
Growing  could  begin  at  any  time;  why, 
then,  make  haste  ? 

“All  this  ground  was  once  under  culti- 


vation,” said  the  doctor.  “ The  first  Ed- 
gar Thorne  (your  great-grandfather,  (Jar- 
da)  I conjecture  to  have  been  a man  of 
energy,  who  improved  the  methods  of  the 
Dueros ; these  Levels  probably  had  a very 
different  aspect  a hundred  years  ago.” 

“A  hundred  years  ago— yes,  that  was 
the  time  to  have  lived,”  said  Garda.  “ I 
wish  I could  have  lived  a hundred  years 
ago!” 

“I  don't  know  what  we  can  do,”  said 
Winthrop.  “Perhaps  Dr.  Kirby  would 
undertake  for  a while  a resurrection  of 
the  stately  manners  of  your  Spanish  an- 
cestors, while  I could  attempt,  humbly, 
those  of  the  British  colonist.  I haven’t  the 
high -collared  coat  of  the  period,  but  I 
would  do  my  best  with  the' high-collared 
language  which  has  been  preserved  in  lit- 
erature. Pray  take  my  arm,  and  let  me 
try.” 

Garda,  looking  merrily  at  the  doctor, 
accepted  it. 

“Arms  were  not  taken  in  those  days.” 
said  the  doctor,  stiflQy.  “Ladies  were  led, 
delicately  led,  by  the  tips  of  their  fingers.” 
He  was  not  pleased  with  Garda's  accept- 
ance. But  they  had  kept  her  a child,  and 
she  did  not  know.  He  flattered  himself 
that  he  should  at  an  early  moment  be  able 
to  bring  about  a withdmwal  of  that  too 
freely  accorded  glove  from  the  Northern- 
er’s arm.  He — Reginald  Kirby,  man  of  the 
world,  and  noted  for  his  tact— he  should 
be  able  to  accomplish  it  with  the  most  del- 
icate grace.  In  the  mean  while  it  remain- 
ed where  it  was.  And  Winthrop,  who  had 
had  there  numberless  times  before  gloves 
equally  small,  but  newer  and  of  the  latest 
fashion  as  to  texturo,  hue,  and  length, 
reflected  that  there  was  still  something 
charming  in  the  little  old-fashioned  well- 
worn  gauntlet  which  reposed  there  now. 
At  the  same  moment,  however,  he  felt  sure 
that  the  minute  embroidery  of  finest  mend- 
ing on  the  small  fingers  which  gave  it  its 
character  was  due,  not  to  the  hand  it  cov- 
ered, but  to  the  still  smaller  one  of  the  in- 
defatigable little  mother. 

Beyond  the  Levels  they  came  to  a bank’s 
edge.  Below,  the  ground  descended  sharp- 
ly, and  at  some  distance  forward  on  the 
lower  slope  rose  the  great  magnolias,  lift- 
ing their  magnificent  glossy  foliage  high 
in  the  air.  “ Tlie  Magnolia  Grandiflora,” 
said  the  doctor,  as  if  inti*oducing  them. 
“You  no  doubt  feel  an  interest  in  these 
characteristically  Southern  trees,  Mr.  Win- 
throp, and  if  you  will  walk  down  there 
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and  stand  under  them  for  a moment — tlie 
ground  is  too  wet  for  your  little  shoes, 
Garda — you  will  obtain  a very  good  idea 
of  their  manner  of  growth.” 

Miss  Thorne  made  no  objection  to  this 
suggestion.  But  neither  did  she  withdraw 
her  hand  from  Winthrop's  arm. 

“I  can  see  them  perfectly  from  here,” 
answered  that  gentleman.  ‘ ‘ They  are  su- 
perb— like  ti'emendous  camellias.” 

“When  they  are  in  bloom,  and  all  those 
sweet-bays  too,  they  are  more  superb  still,” 
said  Gai^a.  “That  is  the  time  to  come 
here.  The  perfume  is  dense.” 

“Too  dense,”  said  the  doctor,  shaking 
his  head  disapprovingly;  “it’s  fairly  in- 
toxicating.” 

“ That  is  what  I mean,”  responded  Gar- 
da. ^ Intoxicating.  It’s  as  near  as  I can 
come  to  intoxication,  you  know.  I have 
always  thought  I should  love  to  be  intoxi- 
cated.” 

“What  is  your  idea  of  it?”  said  Win- 
throp,  speaking  immediately,  in  order  to 
prevent  the  doctor  from  speaking.  For 
he  saw  that  this  gentleman  was  gazing  at 
Garda  with  amazement,  and  he  divined 
the  solemnity  his  woixls  would  assume 
after  he  should  have  got  his  breath  back. 
But  though  he  divined  this,  he  found  time 
also  to  reflect  that,  as  he  was  startled,  it 
was  probable  that  Garda  had  not  been  in 
the  habit  of  advancing  longings  of  this 
sensational  nature.  The  talent  must  there- 
fore have  developed  itself  recently,  and  it 
almost  followed,  so  small  and  unchanging 
had  been  the  little  round  of  her  life,  that 
he  himself,  the  only  stranger  who  had  en- 
tered it,  had  supplied  the  element,  hither- 
to lacking,  which  had  called  it  forth.  The 
idea  was  a novel  one,  for  if  he  had  any  vi- 
sion of  himself  that  was  fixed,  definite,  it 
was  that  there  was  nothing  in  him  or  in 
his  words  that  could  call  out  anything  of 
the  sort. 

“I  hardly  know  how  to  describe  my 
idea,”  Garda  was  answering.  “ It’s  a de- 
lightful forgetting  of  everything  that  is 
dull;  an  enthusiasm  that  could  do  any- 
thing; a being  carried  far  away  from  all 
stupid  people  and  stupid  things  — lifted 
above  them.” 

“You  describe  the  intoxication,  or  rath- 
er, to  give  it  a better  name,  the  inspira- 
tion, of  genius,”  said  Winthrop.  “All  art- 
ists feel  this  inspiration  at  times — musi- 
cians, poets,  painters,  sculptore,  all  who 
have  in  them  a spark,  great  or  small,  of 
the  creative  fire.  Even  I when  with  such 
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persons — as  by  great  good  fortune  I have 
been  once  or  twice — have  been  able  to 
comprehend  something  of  it,  have  caught, 
by  reflection  at  least,  a little  of  its  glow.” 

“ Oh,  if  you  have  felt  it,  it  is  not  at  all 
what  I mean ; it  couldn’t  be !”  answei*ed 
Garda,  with  one  of  her  sudden  laughs. 
She  drew  her  hand  from  his  arm,  and 
walked  down  the  slope  across  the  lo’wer 
level  toward  the  magnolias. 

As  soon  as  her  back  was  turned.  Dr. 
Kirby  tapped  Winthrop  on  the  arm  im- 
pressively, and  raising  himself  on  tiptoe, 
spoke  in  his  ear.  “She  has  never,  sir, 
been  near — I may  say,  indeed,  that  she 
has  never  seen — an  intoxicated  person  in 
her  life.”  He  then  came  down  to  earth 
again,  and  folding  his  arms,  surveyed  the 
Northerner  challengingly. 

“Of  course  I understand  that,”  Win- 
throp answered. 

When  Garda  reached  the  dark  shade 
under  the  great  trees  she  paused  and  turn- 
ed. Winthi-op  had  followed  her.  She 
gave  him  a bright  smile  as  he  came  up. 
“I  wanted  to  see  if  you  would  come,” 
she  said,  with  her  usual  frankness. 

“Of  course  I came.  What  did  you 
suppose  I would  do  ?” 

“I  did  not  know.  That  is  what  I 
wanted  to  find  out.  You  are  so  diifer- 
ent,  I should  never  know.” 

“Different  from  whom?  From  your 
four  persons  about  here  ? I assure  you 
that  I am  not  different;  I have  no  such 
pretensions.  Your  four  are  different,  per- 
haps, but  I am  like  five  thousand,  fifty 
thousand,  others — ^as  you  will  see  for  your- 
self when  you  come  Nortli.” 

“ I don't  believe  it,”  said  Garda,  begin- 
ning to  retrace  her  steps.  She  looked  at 
him  reflectively;  then  added,  “I  don’t  be- 
' lieve  they  are  like  you.” 

“ What  is  it  in  me  that  you  disapprove 
of?” 

“Oh,  I haven’t  thought  whether  I dis- 
approve of  it  or  not,”  responded  Garda, 
with  what  he  called  in  his  own  mind  her 
sweet  indifference — an  indifference  as  nat- 
ural as  her  frankness.  “What  I meant 
was  simply  that  I do  not  believe  there  are 
fifty  thousand,  or  five  thousand,  or  even 
five  hundred,  other  men  who  are  as  cold 
as  you  are.” 

“Do  I strike  you  in  that  way  ?’’ 

“ Yes.  But  of  course  you  can  not  help 
it;  it  is  probably  a part  of  your  nature — 
this  coldness,”  said  the  girl,  excusingly. 
“It  was  that  which  ms^e  me  say  that 
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you  could  never  have  felt  the  feeling  I 
was  trying  to  describe,  you  know — the  in- 
toxication. It  needs  a certain  sort  of 
temperament,  I think;  I have  it,  but  you 
have  it  not.” 

‘*I  see  you  are  an  observer,”  said  her 
companion,  inwardly  laughing,  but  main- 
taining a grave  face. 

“ I am,” answered  Garda,  serenely.  “I 
observe  a great  deal.  It  helps  to  pass 
away  the  time.” 

“ You  have  good  opportunities  for  ex- 
ercising the  talent  ?” 

“Oh  yes,  many.” 

“ The  four  persons  about  here  f” 

“Garda's  laugh  rippled  forth  again. 
“ My  poor  four — how  you  make  sport  of 
them!  But  I should  have  said  five,  be- 
cause there  is  the  crane,  and  he  is  the 
wisest  of  all.  He  is  wiser  than  any  one  I 
know,  and  more  systematic.  He  is  more 
systematic  even  than  you  are,  which  is 
saying  a great  deal.  His  name  is  Carlos 
Mateo,  and  you  must  be  careful  not  to 
laugli  at  liim  when  he  dances,  for  a laugh 
hurts  his  feelings  dreadfully.  His  feel- 
ings are  very  deep.  You  might  not  think 
so  from  a first  glance.  But  that  will  be 
because  you  have  not  looked  deep  into 
his  eyes,  taken  him  round  the  neck  and 
peered  in.  He  has  a great  deal  of  expres- 
sion in  his  eyes.  You  have  none  at  all 
— what  has  become  of  it  ? Did  you  never 
have  any,  or  have  you  worn  it  all  out  ? 
Perhaps  you  keep  it  for  great  occasions. 
There  will  be  no  great  occasions  here.” 

“No;  great  occasions  are  at  the  North, 
where  they  are  engaged  in  climbing 
mountains,  walking  on  frozen  lakes, 
breaking  icicles,  and  attending  the  lialls 
of  Congress,”  Winthi*op  answered. 

Dr.  Kirby  was  waiting  for  them  on  the 
bank;  he  had  not  stained  bis  brightly 
polished  little  boots  with  the  damp  earth 
of  the  lower  level.  He  had  surveyed 
with  inward  disfavor  the  thick-soled  walk- 
ing shoes  of  the  Northerner,  and  the 
rough  material  of  his  gray  clothes.  The 
Northerner’s  gloves  were  carelessly  rolled 
together  in  his  pocket;  but  the  doctor's 
old  pair  were  on. 

Garda  led  the  way  westward  along  the 
bank.  After  they  had  proceeded  some  dis- 
tance, in  single  hie,  owing  to  tlie  narrow- 
ness of  the  path,  she  suddenly  left  her 
place,  and  passing  the  doctor,  took  Win- 
throp’s  liand  in  hers.  “ Close  your  eyes,” 
she  commanded ; “ I am  going  to  lead  you 
to  a heavenly  wall.” 


Winthi*op  obeyed,  but  retarded  his 
steps. 

“ How  slow  you  are!”  she  said,  giving 
his  hand  a little  pull. 

“It’s  a wild  country  for  a blind  man,” 
answered  Winthrop,  continuing  to  ad- 
vance with  caution.  “Please  take  both 
hands.” 

“Let  me  lead  him,  Garda,”  said  the 
doctor,  preferring  to  join  in  this  child’s 
play  rather  than  have  her  continue  it 
alone. 

But  the  child’s  play  was  over;  the  bend 
in  the  path  had  been  but  a short  one,  and 
they  were  now  before  her  “heavenly 
wall.”  Winthrop,  upon  being  told  to 
open  his  eyes — ^he  had  perhaps  kept  them 
closed  longer  than  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary— found  himself  standing  before  a 
wall  of  verdure,  fifteen  feet  high,  com- 
posed of  a mas^  of  shining  little  leaves  set 
closely  together  in  an  almost  even  ex- 
panse, that  sloped  backward  slightly  as 
it  rose.  This  surface  of  lustrous  green 
was  spangled  with  white  flowers  widely 
ot)en,  the  five  petals  laid  flatly  back  like 
a star;  it  was  bossed  with  the  white  cups 
of  those  but  half  unfolded,  and  it  was 
fretted  by  the  innumerable  points  of  the 
closed  buds,  conspicuous  against  the  dark- 
er leaves  by  the  pale  penetiating  hue  of 
their  immatui'e  green. 

“The  Cherokee  rose,”  said  Dr.  Kirby. 
He  had  been  greatly  vexed  by  Garda's 
freak  of  taking  Winthrop’s  hands,  and 
as  he  added,  explanatorily,  “the  wild 
white  rose  of  the  South,”  he  glanced  at 
him  to  see  how  he,  as  a Northerner  and 
stranger,  regai*ded  it. 

But  the  stranger  and  Northerner  was 
gazing  at  the  Southern  flowers  with  an 
interest  which  did  not  appear  to  depend 
at  all  upon  the  Southern  girl  who  had 
brought  him  thither. 

Garda  remained  but  a moment;  while 
they  were  looking  at  the  roses  she  walk- 
ed slowly  on,  following  her  heavenly  wall. 

“She  is  but  a child,”  said  the  doctor, 
looking  after  her.  “We  have  perhaps 
kept  her  one  too  long.” 

“On  the  contrary,  that  is  her  charm,” 
replied  Winthrop.  “ How  old  is  she  ?” 

“Barely  sixteen.  If  her  father  had 
lived,  it  would  perhaps  have  been  better 
for  her.  She  would  have  had  in  that 
case,  probably,  more  seriousness — a little 
more.  Mistress  Thome’s  ideas  concern- 
ing the  training  of  children  are  admira- 
ble, most  admirable.  But  they  presup- 
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X>os6  a certain  kind  of  child,  and  Garda 
wasn't  that  kind  at  all.  I may  say,  in- 
deed,  the  contrary.  Mistress  Thorne  has 
therefore  found  herself  at  fault  now  and 
then ; her  precedents  have  failed  her.  She 
has  been  met  by  perplexities;  sometimes 
I have  even  thought  her  submerged  in 
them,  and  floundering,  if  I may  use  such 
an  expression  of  the  attitude  of  a cultured 
lady.  The  truth  is,  her  perceptions  have 
been  to  blame.” 

“But  I have  thought  her  perceptions 
remarkably  keen,”  said  Winthrop. 

“So  they  are.  But  they  all  advance 
between  certain  lines;  they  are  narrow. 
Understand  me,  however — I would  not 
have  them  wider.  I was  not  wishing 
them  wider;  I was  only  wishing  that  poor 
Edgar  Thorne,  the  father,  could  have 
lived  awhile  longer.  Too  wide  a percep- 
tion, sir,  in  a woman,  a perception  of 
things  in  general,  general  views,  in  short, 
I regard  as  distinctly  immoral ; women  so 
endowed  are  sure  to  go  wrong — as  witness 
Aspasia.  It  was  a beautiful  provision  of 
nature  that  made  the  feminine  percep- 
tions, as  a general  rule,  so  limited,  so  con- 
fined to  details,  to  the  opinions  and  beliefs 
of  their  own  families  and  neighborhoods; 
in  this  restricted  view  lies  all  their  safety.” 

“ And  ours  ?”  suggested  Winthrop. 

“Ah,  you  belong  to  the  new  school  of 
thought,  I perceive,”  answered  the  doctor, 
stroking  his  smoothly  shaven  chin  with 
his  plump  gloved  hand. 

The  two  men  had  begun  to  walk  on- 
ward again,  following  their  guide,  who 
was  now  at  the  end  of  the  rose  wall.  Here 
she  disappeared.  When  they  reached  the 
spot  they  found  that  she  had  taken  a path 
which  turned  northward  along  a little 
ridge— a path  bordered  on  each  side  by 
Spanishbayonets. 

“ Garda’s  education,  however,  has  been, 
on  the  whole, good,”  said  the  doctor, as  they 


turned  into  this  stiff  aisle.  “Mistress 
Thome,  who  was  herself  an  instructress 
of  youth  before  her  marriage,  has  been  her 
teacher  in  English  branches;  Spanish,  of 
course,  she  learned  from  the  Old  Madam; 
my  sister  Pamela  (whom  I had  the  great 
misfortune  to  lose  a little  over  a year  ago) 
gave  her  lessons  in  embroidery,  general 
deportment,  and  the  rudiments  of  French. 
As  regards  any  knowledge  of  the  world, 
however,  the  child  has  lived  in  complete 
ignorance;  we  have  thought  it  better  so, 
while  things  remain  as  they  are.  My  own 
advice  has  decidedly  been  that  until  she 
could  enter  the  right  society,  the  cultivated 
and  dignified  society  to  which  she  proper- 
ly belongs — that  of  the  city  of  Charles- 
ton, South  Carolina,  for  instance — it  was 
better  that  she  should  see  none  at  all.  She 
has  therefore  lived,  and  still  continues  to 
live,  the  life,  as  I may  well  call  it,  of  a lit- 
tle novice  or  nun.” 

“The  young  gentleman  who  has  just 
joined  her  is  probably,  then,  a monk  ?”  ob- 
served Winthrop. 

The  doctor  was  near-sighted,  and  not 
at  all  fond  of  his  spectacles.  With  his 
bright  eyes  and  quickly  turning  glance,  it 
humiliated  him  to  be  obliged  to  take  out 
and  put  on  those  cumbrous  aids  to  vision. 
On  this  occasion,  however,  he  did  it  with 
more  alacrity  than  was  usual  with  him. 
“ Ah,”  he  said,  when  he  had  made  out  the 
two  figures  in  front,  “ it  is  only  young  De 
Torrez,  a boy  from  the  next  plantation.” 

“A  well-grown  boy,” commented  the 
Northerner. 

“A  mere  stripling — a mere  stripling  of 
nineteen.  He  has  but  lately  come  out 
from  Spain  (a  Cuban  by  birth,  but  was 
sent  over  there  to  be  educated),  and  he 
can  not  speak  one  word  of  English,  sir — 
not  one  word.” 

“I  believe  Miss  Thome  speaks  Spanish, 
doesn’t  she  ?”  remarked  Winthrop. 


OF  THAT  BLITHE  THROAT  OP  THINK 

[More  than  88®  north— about  a ffood  day’s  steaming  distance  to  the  Pole  by  one  of  our  fast  oceancrs  in 
clear  water— Oreely  heard  the  song  of  a single  bird  merrily  sounding  oyer  the  desolation.] 

Of  that  blithe  throat  of  thine,  from  arctic  bleak  and  blank, 

ril  mind  the  lesson,  solitary  bird:  let  me  too  welcome  chilling  drifts. 

E’en  the  profoundest  chill,  as  nbw — a torpid  pulse,  a brain  unnerv’d, 

Old  age  land-lock’d  within  its  Winter  bay — (cold,  cold,  0 cold  1) — 

These  snowy  hairs,  my  feeble  arm,  my  frozen  feet ; 

For  them  thy  faith,  thy  rule  I take,  and  grave  it  to  the  last 

Kot  Summer’s  zones  alone,  not  chants  of  youth,  or  South's  warm  tides  alone. 

But  held  by  sluggish  floes,  pack'd  in  the  Northern  ice,  the  cumulus  of  years — 

These  with  gay  heart  1 also  sing. 
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The  settlement  of  New  England  by  the 
Puritans  occupies  a peculiar  position 
in  the  annals  of  colonization,  and  without 
understanding  this  we  can  not  properly 
appreciate  the  character  of  the  purely  dem- 
ocratic society  which  instituted  the  town- 
meeting. As  a general  rule,  colonies  have 
been  founded,  either  by  governments  or  by 
private  enterprise,  for  political  or  commer- 
cial reasons.  The  aim  has  been,  on  the 
part  of  governments,  to  annoy  some  rival 
power,  or  to  get  rid  of  criminals,  or  to  open 
some  new  avenue  of  trade ; or,  on  the  part 
of  the  people,  to  escape  from  straitened 
circumstances  at  home,  or  to  find  a refuge 
from  religious  persecution.  In  the  settle- 
ment of  New  England  none  of  these  mo- 
tives were  operative  except  the  last,  and 
that  only  to  a slight  extent.  The  Puri- 
tans who  fled  from  Nottinghamshire  to 
Holland  in  1608,  and  twelve  years  after- 
ward crossed  the  ocean  in  the  Mayflotver, 
may  be  said  to  have  been  driven  from  Eng- 
land by  persecution.  But  this  was  not  the 
case  with  the  Puritans  who  between  1630 
and  1650  went  from  Lincolnshire,  Norfolk, 
and  Suffolk,  and  from  Dorset  and  Devon- 
shire, and  founded  the  colonies  of  Massa- 
chusetts and  Connecticut.  These  men  left 
their  homes  at  a time  when  Puritanism 
was  waxing  powerful,  and  could  not  be 
assailed  with  impunity.  They  belonged  to 
the  upper  and  middle  classes  of  the  society 
of  that  day,  outside  of  the  regular  peerage. 
Mr.  Freeman  has  pointed  out  the  impor- 
tance of  the  change  by  which,  after  the 
Norman  Conquest,  the  Old  English  nobil- 
ity, or  thegnhood.  was  pushed  down  into 
“ a secondary  place  in  the  political  and  so- 
cial scale.”  Of  the  far-reaching  effects  of 
this  change  upon  the  whole  subsequent 
history  of  the  English  race  I shall  hereaft- 
er have  occasion  to  speak.  The  proximate 
effect  was  that  “the  ancient  lords  of  the 
soil  thus  thrust  down  into  the  second  rank 
formed  that  great  body  of  freeholders,  the 
stout  gentry  and  yeomanry  of  England, 
who  were  for  so  many  ages  the  strength  of 
the  land.  ”♦  It  was  fi*om  this  ancient  thegn- 
hood  that  the  Puritan  settlers  of  New  Eng- 
land were  mainly  descended.  It  is  no  un- 
usual thing  for  a Massachusetts  family  to 
trace  its  pedigree  to  a lord  of  the  manor  in 
the  thirteenth  or  fourteenth  century.  The 
leaders  of  the  New  England  emigration 
were  country  gentlemen  of  good  fortune, 
• Freeman,  Comp.  Pol.^  264. 


similar  in  position  to  such  men  as  Hamp- 
den and  Cromwell ; a large  pi*oportion  of 
them  had  taken  degrees  at  Cambridge. 
The  rank  and  file  were  mostly  intelligent 
and  prosperous  yeomen.  The  lowest  ranks 
of  society  were  not  represented  in  the  em- 
igration, and  all  idle,  shiftless,  or  disorder- 
ly people  were  rigorously  refused  admis- 
sion into  the  new  communities,  the  early 
history  of  which  was  therefore  singularly 
free  from  anything  like  riot  or  mutiny. 
To  an  extent  unparalleled,  therefore,  in 
the  annals  of  colonization  the  settlers  of 
New  England  were  a body  of  picked  men. 
Their  Puritanism  was  the  natural  outcome 
of  their  free-thinking,  combined  with  an 
earnestness  of  character  which  could  con- 
strain them  to  any  sacriflees  needful  for 
realizing  their  high  ideal  of  life.  They 
gave  up  pleasant  homes  in  England,  and 
they  left  them  with  no  feeling  of  rancor 
toward  their  native  land,  in  order  that,  by 
dint  of  whatever  hardship,  they  might  es- 
tablish in  the  American  wilderness  what 
should  approve  itself  to  their  judgment  as 
a God-fearing  community.  It  matters  lit- 
tle that  their  conceptions  were  in  some 
respects  narrow.  In  the  unflinching  ad- 
herence to  duty  which  prompted  their  en- 
terprise, and  in  the  sober  intelligence  with 
which  it  was  carried  out,  we  have  the  key 
to  what  is  best  in  the  history  of  the  Ameri- 
can people. 

Out  of  such  a colonization  as  that  here 
described  nothing  but  a democratic  so- 
ciety could  very  well  come,  save,  perhaps, 
in  case  of  a scarcity  of  amble  land, 
tween  the  country  gentleman  and  the 
yeoman  who  has  become  a landed  propri- 
etor the  difference  is  not  great  enough  to 
allow  the  establishment  of  permanent  dis- 
tinctions, social  or  political.  Immediate- 
ly on  their  arrival  in  New  England  the 
settlers  proceeded  to  form  for  themselves 
a government  as  purely  democratic  as  any 
that  has  ever  been  seen  in  the  world.  In- 
stead of  scattering  about  over  the  country, 
the  requirements  of  education  and  of  pub- 
lic worship,  as  well  as  of  defense  against 
Indian  attacks,  obliged  them  to  form 
small  village  communities.  As  these  vil- 
lages multiplied,  the  surface  of  the  coun- 
try came  to  be  laid  out  in  small  districts 
(usually  from  six  to  ten  miles  in  length 
and  breadth)  called  townships.  Each 
township  contained  its  village,  together 
with  the  woodlands  surrounding  it.  In 
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later  days  two  or  more  villages  have  some- 
times grown  up  within  the  limits  of  the 
same  township,  and  the  road  from  one 
village  to  another  is  sometimes  bordered 
with  homesteads  and  cultivated  fields 
throughout  nearly  its  whole  length.  In 
the  neighborhood  of  Boston  villages  and 
small  towns  crqwd  closely  together  for 
twenty  miles  in  every  dii’ection;  and  all 
these  will  no  doubt  by-and-by  grow  to- 
gether into  a great  city. 

From  the  outset  the  government  of  the 
township  was  vested  in  the  Town-Meet- 
ing, an  institution  which  in  its  present 
form  is  said  to  be  peculiar  to  New  Eng- 
land, but  which,  as  we  shall  see,  has  close 
analogies  with  local  self-governing  bodies 
in  other  ages  and  countries.  Once  in  each 
year— usually  in  the  month  of  March— a 
meeting  is  held,  at  which  every  adult 
male  residing  within  the  limits  of  the 
township  is  expected  to  be  present,  and  is 
at  liberty  to  address  the  meeting,  or  to  vote 
upon  any  question  that  may  come  up.  At 
first  Massachusetts  and  Connecticut  re- 
stricted this  exercise  of  the  rights  of  free- 
men to  church  members,  but  this  restric- 
tion was  abolished  before  the  end  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  and  it  was  never 
adopted  by  the  other  New  England  colo- 
nies. At  the  present  day  there  is  no  re- 
striction except  as  to  non-naturalized  for- 
eigners. 

In  the  first  years  of  the  colonies  it  seems 
to  have  been  attempted  to  hold  town- meet- 
ings every  month,  and  to  discuss  all  the 
affairs  of  the  community  in  these  assem- 
blies ; but  this  was  soon  found  to  be  a cum- 
brous way  of  transacting  public  business, 
and  as  early  as  1635  we  find  selectmen 
chosen  to  administer  the  affairs  of  the 
township  during  the  intervals  between 
the  assemblies.  As  the  system  has  per- 
fected itself,  at  each  annual  town-meeting 
there  are  chosen  not  less  than  three,  nor 
more  than  nine,  selectmen,  according  to 
the  size  of  the  township.  Besides  these 
there  are  chosen  a town-clerk,  a town- 
treasurer,  a school  committee,  assessors  of 
taxes,  overseers  of  the  poor,  constables, 
surveyors  of  highways,  fence-viewers,  and 
other  officers.  In  very  small  townships 
the  selectmen  themselves  may  act  as  as- 
sessors of  taxes  or  overseers  of  the  poor. 
The  selectmen  may  appoint  police  officers 
if  such  are  required ; they  may  act  as  a 
board  of  health;  in  addition  to  sundry 
specific  duties  too  numerous  to  mention 
here,  they  have  the  general  superintend- 


ence of  all  public  business  save  such  as  is 
expressly  assigned  to  the  other  oflBcers; 
and  whenever  circumstances  may  seem  to 
require  it,  they  are  authorized  to  call  a 
town-meeting.  The  selectmen  are  thus  the 
principal  town  magistrates;  and  through 
the  annual  election  their  resix>Dsibility 
to  the  town  is  maintained  at  the  maxi- 
mum. Yet  in  many  New  England  towns 
re-election  of  the  same  persons  year  after 
year  has  very  commonly  prevailed.  I 
know  of  an  instance  where  the  oflBce  of 
town-clerk  was  filled  by  three  members 
of  one  family  duriug  one  hundred  and 
fourteen  consecutive  years. 

Besides  choosing  executive  officers,  the 
town-meeting  has  the  power  of  enacting 
by-laws,  of  making  appropriations  of  mon- 
ey for  town  purposes,  and  of  providing 
for  miscellaneous  emergencies  by  what 
might  be  termed  special  legislation.  Be- 
sides the  annual  meeting  held  in  the  spring 
for  transacting  all  this  local  business,  the 
selectmen  are  required  to  call  a meeting 
in  the  autumn  of  each  year  for  the  elec- 
tion of  State  and  county  officers,  each  sec- 
ond year  for  the  election  of  Representa- 
tives to  the  Federal  Congress,  and  each 
fourth  year  for  the  election  of  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States. 

It  only  remains  to  add  that  as  an  as- 
sembly of  the  whole  people  becomes  im- 
practicable in  a large  community,  so  when 
the  population  of  a township  has  grown 
to  ten  or  twelve  thousand,  the  town-meet- 
ing is  discontinued,  the  town  is  incorpo- 
rated as  a city,  and  its  affairs  are  managed 
by  a mayor,  a board  of  aldermen,  and  a 
common  council,  according  to  the  system 
adopted  in  London  in  the  reign  of  Edward 
I.  In  America,  therefore,  the  distinction 
between  cities  and  towns  has  nothing  to 
do  with  the  presence  or  absence  of  a ca- 
thedral, but  refers  solely  to  differences  in 
the  communal  or  municipal  government. 
In  the  city  the  common  council,  as  a rep- 
resentative body,  replaces  (in  a certain 
sense)  the  town-meeting;  a representative 
government  is  substituted  for  a pure  de- 
mocracy. But  the  city  oflBcers,  like  the 
selectmen  of  towns,  are  elected  annually; 
and  in  no  case  (I  believe)  has  municipal 
government  fallen  into  the  hands  of  a 
self-perpetuating  body,  as  it  has  done  in 
so  many  instances  in  England,  owing  to 
the  unwise  policy  pursued  by  the  Tudors 
and  Stuarts  in  their  grants  of  charters. 

It  is  only  in  New  England  that  the 
township  system  is  to  be  found  in  its  com- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  TOWN-MEETING. 


267 


pleteneas.  In  several  Southern  and  West- 
ern States  the  administrative  unit  is  the 
county,  and  local  affairs  ai'e  managed  by 
county  commissioners  elected  by  the  peo- 
ple. Elsewhere  we  find  a mixture  of  the 
county  and  township  systems.  In  some 
of  the  States,  settled  by  New  England  peo- 
ple, town-meetings  are  held,  though  their 
powers  are  somewhat  less  extensive  than 
in  New  England.  In  the  settlement  of 
Virginia  it  was  attempted  to  copy  directly 
the  parishes  and  vestries,  boroughs  and 
guilds,  of  England.  But  in  the  Southern 
States  generally  the  great  size  of  the  plan- 
tation and  the  wide  dispersion  of  the  pop- 
ulation hindered  the  growth  of  towns,  so 
that  it  was  impossible  to  have  an  admin- 
istrative unit  smaller  than  the  county. 
As  De  Tocqueville  said  fifty  years  ago, 
“The  more  we  descend  toward  the  South 
the  less  active  does  the  business  of  the 
township  or  parish  become;  the  popula- 
tion exercises  a less  immediate  infiuence 
on  affairs ; the  power  of  the  elected  ma- 
gistrate is  augmented  and  that  of  the  elec- 
tion diminished,  while  the  public  spirit  of 
the  local  communities  is  less  awakened 
and  less  influential.  ’ ’ This  is  almost  equal- 
ly true  to-day,  yet  with  all  these  differ- 
ences in  local  organization  there  is  no 
part  of  our  country  in  which  the  spirit  of 
local  self-government  can  be  called  weak 
or  uncertain.  I have  described  the  town- 
meeting as  it  exists  in  the  States  where  it 
first  grew  up  and  has  since  chiefly  flour- 
ished. But  something  very  like  the  ‘ * town- 
meeting principle^’  lies  at  the  bottom  of  all 
the  political  life  of  the  United  States.  To 
maintain  vitality  in  the  centre  without 
sacrificing  it  in  the  parts ; to  preserve  tran- 
quillity in  the  mutual  relations  of  forty 
powerful  States  while  keeping  the  people 
as  far  as  possible  in  direct  contact  with 
the  government  : such  is  the  political 
problem  which  the  American  Union  ex- 
ists for  the  purpose  of  solving;  and  of 
this  great  truth  every  American  citizen 
is  supposed  to  have  some  glimmering,how- 
ever  crude. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  town  govern- 
ments of  New  England  were  established 
without  any  conscious  reference  to  prece- 
dent; but  however  this  may  be,  they  are 
certainly  not  without  precedents  and 
analc^ies,  to  enumerate  which  will  carry 
us  very  far  back  in  the  history  of  the 
Aryan  world.  At  the  beginning  of  his 
essay  on  the  ‘ ‘ Growth  of  the  English  Con- 
stitution,'' Mr.  Freeman  gives  an  eloquent 


account  of  the  May  assemblies  of  Uri  and 
Appenzell,  when  the  whole  people  elect 
their  magistrates  for  the  year,  and  vote 
upon  amendments  to  the  old  laws  or 
upon  the  adoption  of  new  ones.  Such  a 
sight  Mr.  Freeman  seems  to  think  can  be 
seen  nowhere  but  in  Switzerland,  and  ho 
reckons  it  among  the  highest  privileges 
of  his  life  to  have  looked  upon  it.  But 
I am  unable  to  see  in  what  respect  the 
town -meeting  in  Massachusetts  differs 
from  the  LandesgemeindCy  or  cantonal 
assembly,  in  Switzerland,  save  that  it  is 
held  in  a town-hall,  and  not  in  the  open 
air,  that  it  is  conducted  with  somewhat 
less  of  pageantry,  and  that  the  fi^eemen 
who  attend  do  not  carry  arms  even  by 
way  of  ceremony.  In  the  Swiss  assem- 
bly, as  Mr.  Freeman  truly  observes,  we 
see  exemplified  the  most  democratic  phase 
of  the  old  Teutonic  constitution  as  de- 
scribed in  the  Germania  of  Tacitus — “the 
earliest  picture  which  history  can  give  us 
of  the  political  and  social  being  of  our 
own  forefathers."  The  same  remark,  in 
precisely  the  same  terms,  would  be  true 
of  the  town-meetings  of  New  England. 
Political  institutions  on  the  White  Mount- 
ains and  on  the  Alps  not  only  closely  re- 
semble each  other,  but  are  connected  by 
strict  bonds  of  descent  from  a common 
original. 

The  most  primitive  self-governing  body 
of  which  we  have  any  knowledge  is  the 
village  community  of  the  ancient  Teu- 
tons, of  which  such  strict  counterparts 
are  found  in  other  parts  of  tlie  Aryan 
world  as  to  make  it  apparent  that  in  its 
essential  features  it  must  be  an  inherit- 
ance from  prehistoric  Aryan  antiquity. 
In  its  Teutonic  form  the  primitive  village 
community  (or  rather  the  spot  inhabited 
by  it)  is  known  as  the  Mdrfc— that  is,  a 
place  defined  by  a boundary  line.  One 
characteristic  of  the  mark  community  is 
that  all  its  fi*ee  members  are  in  theory 
supposed  to  be  related  to  each  other 
through  descent  from  a common  progen- 
itor, and  in  this  respect  the  mark  commu- 
nity agrees  with  the  genSy  yeVoc,  or  clan. 
The  earliest  form  of  political  union  in  the 
world  is  one  which  rests,  not  upon  terri- 
torial contiguity,  but  upon  blood-relation- 
ship, either  real  or  assumed  through  the 
legal  fiction  of  adoption.  In  the  lowest 
savagery  blood -relationship  is  the  only 
admissible  or  conceivable  ground  for  sus- 
tained common  action  among  groups  of 
men.  Amongpeopleswhichwanderabout, 
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supporting  themselves  either  by  hunting, 
or,  at  a somewhat  more  advanced  stage 
of  development,  by  the  rearing  of  flocks 
and  herds,  a group  of  men  thus  perma- 
nently associated  through  ties  of  blood- 
i^elationship  is  what  we  call  a clan.  When 
by  the  development  of  agricultural  pur- 
suits the  nom^ic  mode  of  life  is  brought 
to  an  end,  when  the  clan  remains  station- 
ary upon  some  piece  of  territory  surround- 
ed by  a strip  of  forest  land  or  other  bound- 
aries, natural  or  artificial,  then  the  clan  be- 
comes a mark  community.  The  profound 
linguistic  researches  of  Pictet,  Pick,  and 
others  have  made  it  probable  that  at  the 
time  when  the  old  Aryan  language  was 
broken  up  into  the  dialects  from  which 
the  existing  languages  of  Europe  are  de- 
scended the  Aryan  tribes  were  passing 
from  a purely  pastoral  stage  of  barbarism 
into  an  incipient  agricultural  stage,  some- 
what like  that  which  characterized  the 
Iroquois  tribes  in  America  in  the  seven- 
teenth century.  The  comparative  study 
of  institutions  leads  to  results  in  harmony 
with  this  view,  showing  us  the  mark  com- 
munity of  our  Teutonic  ancestors  with  the 
clear  traces  of  its  origin  in  the  more  prim- 
itive clan,  though,  with  Mr.  Kemble,  I do 
not  doubt  that  by  the  time  of  Tacitus  the 
German  tril^es  had  long  since  reached  the 
agricultural  stage. 

Territorially  the  old  Teutonic  mark  con- 
sisted of  three  divisions.  There  was  the 
village  mark,  where  the  i>eople  lived  in 
houses  crowded  closely  together,  no  doubt 
for  defensive  purposes;  there  was  the  ar- 
able mark,  divided  into  as  many  lots  as 
there  were  householders;  and  there  was 
the  common  mark,  or  border  strip  of  un- 
tilled land,  wherein  all  the  inhabitants  of 
the  village  had  common  rights  of  pastur- 
age and  of  cutting  fire-wood.  All  this 
land  originally  was  the  property  not  of 
any  one  family  or  individual,  but  of  the 
community.  The  study  of  the  mark  car- 
ries us  back  to  a time  when  there  may 
have  been  private  property  in  weaiwns, 
utensils,  or  trinkets,  but  not  in  real  estate. 
Of  the  three  kinds  of  land,  the  common 
mark,  save  where  curtailed  or  usurped  by 
lords  in  the  days  of  feudalism,  has  gener- 
ally remained  public  property  to  this  day. 

The  pleasant  green  commons  or  squares 
which  occur  in  the  midst  of  towns  and 
cities  in  England  and  the  United  States 
most  probably  originated  from  the  coa- 
lescence of  adjacent  mark  communities, 
whereby  the  border-land  used  in  common 
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by  all  was  brought  into  the  centre  of  the 
new  aggregate.  In  towns  of  modem  date 
this  origin  of  the  common  is  of  course  for- 
gotten, and  in  accordance  with  the  gener- 
al law  by  which  the  useful  thing,  after  dis- 
charging its  functions,  survives  for  pur- 
poses of  ornament,  it  is  introduced  as  a 
pleasure-ground.  In  old  towns  of  New 
England,  however,  the  little  i)ark  where 
boys  play  ball,  or  children  and  nurses 
“take  the  air,”  was  once  the  common 
pasture  of  the  town.  Even  Boston  Com- 
mon did  not  entirely  cease  to  be  a graz- 
ing-field until  1830.  It  was  in  the  vil- 
lage mark,  or  assemblage  of  homesteads, 
that  private  property  in  real  estate  natu- 
rally began.  In  the  Russian  villages  to- 
day the  homesteads  are  private  property, 
while  the  cultivated  land  is  owned  in 
common.  This  was  the  case  with  the 
arable  mark  of  our  ancestors.  The  ara- 
ble mark  belonged  to  the  community,  and 
was  temporarily  divided  into  as  many 
fields  as  there  were  households,  though 
the  division  was  probably  not  into  equal 
parts:  more  likely,  as  in  Russia  to-day, 
the  number  of  laborers  in  each  household 
was  taken  into  account;  and  at  irregular 
intervals,  as  fluctuations  in  population 
seemed  to  require  it,  a thorough-going  re- 
division was  effected. 

In  carrying  out  such  divisions  and  re- 
divisions,  as  well  as  in  all  matters  relating 
to  village,  ploughed  field,  or  pasture,  the 
mark  community  was  a law  unto  itself. 
Though  individual  freedom  was  by  no 
means  considerable,  the  legal  existence 
of  the  individual  being  almost  entirely 
merged  in  that  of  his  clan,  the  mark  com- 
munity was  a completely  self-governing 
body.  The  assembly  of  the  markmen,  or 
members  of  the  community,  allotted  land 
for  tillage,  determined  the  law  or  declared 
the  custom  as  to  methods  of  tillage,  fixed 
the  dates  for  sowing  and  reaping,  voted 
upon  the  admission  of  new  families  into 
the  village,  and  in  general  transacted 
what  was  then  regarded  as  the  public 
business  of  the  community.  In  all  essen- 
tial respects  the  village  assembly,  or  mark- 
mote,  would  seem  to  have  resembled  the 
town-meetings  of  New  England. 

Such  was  the  mark  community  of  the 
ancient  Teutons,  as  we  gather  x>artly  from 
hints  afforded  by  Tacitus,  and  partly  from 
the  comparative  study  of  English,  German, 
and  Scandinavian  institutions.  In  Russia 
and  in  Hindustan  we  find  the  same  primi- 
tive form  of  social  organization  existing 
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with  very  little  change  at  the  present  day. 
Alike  in  ELindu  and  in  Russian  village  com- 
munities, we  find  the  group  of  habitations 
each  despotically  ruled  by  a paterfamilias; 
we  find  the  pasture -land  owned  and  en- 
joyed in  common;  and  we  find  the  arable 
land  divided  into  separate  lots,  which  are 
cultivated  according  to  minute  regulations 
established  by  the  community.  But  in 
India  the  occasional  redistribution  of  lots 
survives  only  in  a few  localities,  and  as  a 
mere  tradition  in  others;  the  arable  mark 
has  become  private  property,  as  well  as 
the  homesteads.  In  Russia,  on  the  other 
hand,  re-allotments  occur  at  irregular  in- 
tervals, averaging  something  like  fifteen 
years.  In  India  the  local  government  is 
carried  on  in  some  places  by  a council  of 
village  elders,  and  in  other  places  by  a 
headman,  whose  office  is  sometimes  de- 
scribed as  hereditary,  but  is  more  probably 
elective,  the  choice  being  confined,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  old  Teutonic  kingship,  to 
the  members  of  a particular  family.  In 
the  Russian  village,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  government  is  conducted  by  an  as- 
sembly, at  which  every  head  of  a house- 
hold is  expected  to  be  present  and  vote  on 
all  matters  of  public  concern.  This  as- 
sembly elects  the  village  elder,  or  chief 
executive  officer,  the  tax-collector,  the 
watchman,  and  the  communal  herd-boy; 
it  directs  the  allotment  of  the  arable  land ; 
and  in  general  matters  of  local  legislation 
its  power  is  as  great  as  that  of  the  New 
England  town-meeting— in  some  respects 
perhaps  even  greater,  since  the  precise  ex- 
tent of  its  powers  has  never  been  deter- 
mined by  legislation,  and,  according  to 
Mr.  Wallace,  “there  is  no  means  of  ap- 
pealing against  its  decisions.'*  To  those 
who  are  in  the  habit  of  regarding  Russia 
simply  as  a despotically  governed  country, 
such  a statement  may  seem  surprising. 
To  those  who,  because  the  Russian  govern- 
ment is  call  a bureaucracy,  have  been  led 
to  think  of  it  as  analogous  to  the  govern- 
ment of  France  under  the  old  regime^  it 
may  seem  incredible  that  the  decisions  of 
a village  assembly  should  not  admit  of 
appeal  to  a higher  authority.  But,  in  point 
of  fact,  no  two  governments  could  be  less 
alike  than  that  of  modern  Russia  and  that 
of  France  under  the  old  regime.  The  Rus- 
sian government  is  autocratic  inasmuch 
as  over  the  larger  part  of  the  country  it 
has  simply  succeeded  to  the  position  of 
the  Mongolian  Khans  who  from  the  thir- 
teenth to  the  fifteenth  century  held  tlie 


Russian  people  in  subjection.  This  Mon- 
golian government  was  (to  use  a happy 
distinction  suggestedby  Sir  Henry  Maine) 
a tax-taking  despotism,  not  a legislative 
despotism.  The  conquerors  exacted  trib- 
ute, but  did  not  interfere  with  the  laws 
and  customs  of  the  subject  people.  When 
the  Russians  drove  out  the  Mongols,  they 
exchanged  a despotism  which  tlicy  hated 
for  one  in  which  they  felt  a national  pride, 
but  in  one  curious  respect  the  position  of 
the  people  in  reference  to  their  rulers  has 
remained  the  same.  The  im  perial  go vern- 
ment  exacts  from  each  village  communi- 
ty a tax  in  gross,  for  which  the  communi- 
ty as  a whole  is  responsible,  and  which 
may  or  may  not  be  oppressive  in  amount ; 
but  the  government  has  never  intei^fered 
with  local  legislation  or  with  local  cus- 
toms. Thus  in  the  Mir^  or  village  com- 
munity, the  Russians  still  retain  an  ele- 
ment of  sound  political  life,  the  impor- 
tance of  which  appears  when  we  consider 
that  five-sixths  of  tlie  population  of  Eu- 
ropean Russia  is  compris^  in  these  com- 
munities. Tlie  tax  assessed  upon  them 
by  the  imperial  government  is,  however,  a 
feature  which — even  more  than  their  im- 
perfect system  of  property  and  their  low 
grade  of  mental  culture — ^separates  them  by 
a world-wide  interval  from  the  New  Eng- 
land township,  to  the  primeval,  embryonic 
stage  of  which  they  coi-respond. 

From  these  illustrations  we  see  that  the 
mark,  or  self-governing  village  communi- 
ty, is  an  institution  which  must  be  referred 
Imck  to  early  Aryan  times.  Whether  the 
mark  ever  existed  in  England  in  anything 
like  the  primitive  form  in  wliich  it  is  seen 
in  the  Russian  mir,  is  doubtful.  Professor 
Stubbs  (one  of  the  greatest  living  authori- 
ties on  such  a subject)  is  inclined  to  think 
that  the  Teutonic  settlera  of  Britain  had 
passed  beyond  this  stage  before  they  mi- 
gi*ated  from  Germany.*"  Nevertheless,  the 
traces  of  the  mark,  as  all  admit,  are  plenti- 
ful enough  in  England;  and  some  of  its 
features  have  survived  down  to  modern 
times.  In  tlie  great  number  of  town 
names  that  are  formed  from  patronymics, 
such  as  Walainghaniy  “the  home  of  the 
Walsings,”  Harlingtony  “the  town  of  the 
Harlings,’*  etc.,t  we  have  unimpeachable 
evidence  of  a time  when  the  town  was  re- 
garded as  the  dwelling-place  of  a clan. 
Indeed,  the  comparative  rarity  of  the  word 
mark  in  English  laws,  charters,  and  local 

* Stabbs,  Cofuiituiional  L,  84. 

f Kemble,  Sazotu  in  Enyhmdy  L,  59. 
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names  (to  which  Professor  Stubbs  alludes) 
may  be  due  to  the  fact  that  the  word  town 
has  precisely  the  same  meaning.  Mark 
means,  originally,  the  belt  of  waste  land 
encircling  the  village,  and,  secondarily,  the 
village  with  its  periphery.  Town  means, 
originally,  a hedge  or  inclosure,  and,  sec- 
ondarily, the  spot  that  is  inclosed.  The 
modern  Grerman  Zaun,  a “hedge,”  pre- 
serves the  original  meaning.  But  traces 
of  the  mark  in  England  are  not  found  in 
etymology  alone.  I have  already  alluded 
to  the  origin  of  the  “common”  in  English 
towns.  What  is  still  more  important  is 
that  in  some  parts  of  England  cultivation 
in  common  has  continued  until  quite  re- 
cently. The  local  legislation  of  the  mark 
appears  in  the  tunscipesmotj  a word  which 
is  simply  old  English  for  “ town-meeting.” 
In  the  shires  where  the  Danes  acquired  a 
firm  foot-hold  the  township  was  often  call- 
ed a “by” ; and  it  had  the  power  of  enact- 
ing its  own  “by  laws”  or  town  laws,  as 
New  England  townships  have  to-day. 
But,  above  all,  the  assembly  of  the  mark- 
men  has  left  vestiges  of  itself  in  the  con- 
stitution of  the  parish  and  the  manor.  The 
mark,  or  township,  transformed  by  the  pro- 
cess of  feudalization,  becomes  the  manor. 
The  process  of  feudalization,  throughout 
western  Europe  in  general,  was  no  doubt 
begun  by  the  institution  of  Benefices,  or 
“grants  of  Roman  provincial  land  by  the 
chieftains  of  the  ‘ Teutonic’  tribes  which 
overran  the  Roman  Empire,  such  grants 
being  conferred  on  their  associates  upon 
certain  conditions,  of  which  the  common- 
est was  military  service.”*  The  feudal  re- 
gime naturally  reached  its  most  complete 
development  in  France,  which  affords  the 
most  perfect  example  of  Roman  territory 
overrun  and  x>ermanently  held  in  posses- 
sion by  Teutonic  conquerors.  Other  causes 
assist^  the  process,  the  most  potent,  i;>er- 
haps,  being  the  chaotic  condition  of  Euro- 
pean society  during  the  break-up  of  the 
Carlovingian  Empire  and  the  Scandina- 
vian and  Hungarian  invasions.  Land  was 
better  protect^  when  held  of  a powerful 
chieftain  than  when  held  in  one’s  own 
right;  and  hence  the  practice  of  com- 
mendation, by  which  free  allodial  pro- 
prietors were  transformed  into  the  ten- 
ants of  a lord,  became  fashionable,  and 
was  gradually  extended  to  all  kinds  of 
estates.  In  England  the  effects  of^feudal- 
ization  were  different  from  what  they  were 

* Maine,  Village  Communities^  London,  1871,  p. 
182. 


in  France,  but  the  process  was  still  carried 
very  far,  especially  under  the  Norman 
kings.  The  theory  grew  up  that  all  the 
public  land  in  the  kingdom  was  the  king’s 
waste,  and  that  all  land-holders  were  the 
king’s  tenants.  Similarly  in  every  town- 
ship the  common  land  was  the  lord’s  waste, 
and  the  land-holders  were  the  lord’s  ten- 
ants. Thus  the  township  became  trans- 
formed into  the  manor.  Yet  even  by  such 
a change  as  this  the  townsmen  or  tenants 
of  the  manor  did  not  in  England  lose  their 
self  - government.  ‘ ‘ The  encroachments 
of  the  lords,”  as  Sir  Henry  Maine  observes, 
“were  in  proportion  to  the  want  of  cer- 
tainty in  the  rights  of  the  community.” 
The  lord’s  proprietorship  gave  him  no  au- 
thority to  disturb  customary  rights.  The 
old  township  assembly  partially  survived 
in  the  court -baron,  court -leet,  and  cus- 
tomary court  of  the  manor;  and  in  these 
courts  the  arrangements  for  the  common 
husbandry  were  determined. 

This  metamorphosis  of  the  township 
into  the  manor,  however,  was  but  partial. 
Along  with  it  went  the  partial  metamor- 
phosis of  the  township  into  the  parish,  or 
district  assigned  to  a priest.  Professor 
Stubbs  has  pointed  out  that  “ the  bound- 
aries of  the  parish  and  the  township  or 
townships  with  which  it  coincides  are 
generally  the  same;  in  small  parishes  the 
idea  and  even  the  name  of  township  is 
frequently  at  the  present  day  sunk  in 
that  of  the  parish,  and  all  the  business 
that  is  not  manorial  is  dispatched  in  ves- 
try meetings,  which  are,  however,  prima- 
rily meetings  of  the  township  for  church 
purposes.  ”*  The  parish  officers,  including 
overseers  of  the  poor,  assessors,  and  way- 
wardens,  are  still  elected  in  vestry  meet- 
ing by  the  freemen  of  the  township. 
And  while  the  jurisdiction  of  the  manori- 
al courts  has  been  defined  by  charter,  or 
by  the  customary  law  existing  at  the  time 
of  the  manorial  grant,  “all  matters  aris- 
ing outside  that  jurisdiction  come  under 
the  management  of  the  vestry.” 

In  England,  therefore,  the  free  village 
community,  though  perhaps  nowhere 
found  in  its  primitive  integrity,  has  never- 
theless survived  in  partially  transfigured 
forms,  which  have  played  no  unimpor- 
tant part  in  the  history  of  the  English 
people.  In  one  shape  or  another  the  as- 
sembly of  freemen  for  purposes  of  local 
legislation  has  always  existed.  The  Pu- 
ritans who  colonized  New  England,  there- 
• Stubbs,  Constitutional  History^ !.,  85. 
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fore,  did  not  invent  the  town -meeting. 
They  were  familiar  already  with  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  vestry  meeting  and  the 
manorial  courts,  but  they  were  severed 
now  from  church  and  from  aristocracy.  So 
they  had  but  to  discard  the  ecclesiastical 
and  lordly  terminology,  with  such  limita- 
tions as  they  involved,  and  to  re  integrate 
the  separate  jurisdictions  into  one,  and 
forthwith  the  old  assembly  of  the  town- 
ship, founded  in  immemorial  tradition,  but 
revivified  by  new  thoughts  and  purposes 
gained  through  ages  of  political  training, 
emerged  into  fresh  life,  and  entered  ux)on 
a more  glorious  career. 

The  preservation  of  local  self-govern- 
ment is  of  the  highest  importance  for  the 
maintenance  of  national  life.  As  we  con- 
template the  vicissitudes  of  local  self-gov- 
ernment in  the  various  portions  of  the 
Aryan  world,  we  see  the  contrasted  for- 
tunes of  France  and  England  illustrating 
for  us  most  forcibly  the  significance  of 
this  truth.  For  the  preservation  of  lo- 
cal self-government  in  England  various 
causes  may  be  assigned,  but  of  these  there 
are  two  which  may  be  cited  as  especially 
prominent.  In  the  fiist  place,  owing  to 
the  peculiar  circumstances  of  the  Teuton- 
ic settlement  of  Britain,  the  civilization 
of  England  previous  to  the  Norman  con- 
quest was  but  little  affected  by  Roman 
ideas  or  institutions.  In  the  second  place, 
the  thrusting  down  of  the  old  thegnhood 
by  the  Norman  conquest  (to  which  I have 
already  alluded)  checked  the  growth  of  a 
noblesse  or  Adel  of  the  Continental  type 
— a nobility  raised  above  the  common 
people  like  a separate  caste.  For  the  old 
thegnhood,  wdiich  might  have  grown  into 
such  a caste,  was  pushed  down  into  a sec- 
ondary position,  and  the  peerage  which 
arose  after  the  conquest  was  something 
different  from  a noblesse.  It  was  prima- 
rily a nobility  of  office  rather  than  of  rank 
or  privilege.  The  peers  were  those  men 
who  retained  the  right  of  summons  to  the 
Great  Council,  or  Witenagemote,  which 
has  survived  as  the  House  of  Lords.  The 
peer  was  therefore  the  holder  of  a legis- 
lative and  judicial  office,  which  only  one  of 
his  children  could  inherit,  from  the  very 
nature  of  the  case,  and  which  none  of  his 
children  could  share  with  him.  Hence 
the  brothers  and  younger  children  of  a 
peer  were  always  commoners,  and  their  in- 
terests were  not  remotely  separated  from 
those  of  other  commoners.  Hence,  after 
the  establishment  of  a House  of  Com- 


mons, their  best  chance  for  a political  ca- 
reer lay  in  representing  the  interests  of 
the  people  in  the  lower  house.  Hence 
between  the  upper  and  lower  strata  of 
English  society  there  has  always  been 
kept  up  a circulation  or  interchange  of 
ideas  and  interests,  and  the  effect  of  this 
upon  English  history  has  been  prodigious. 
While  oil  the  Continent  a sovereign  like 
Charles  the  Bold  could  use  his  nobility  to 
extinguish  the  liberties  of  the  merchant 
towns  of  Flandem,  nothing  of  the  sort 
was  ever  possible  in  England.  Through- 
out the  Middle  Ages,  in  every  contest  be- 
tween the  people  and  the  crown,  the 
weight  of  the  peerage  was  thrown  into 
the  scale  in  favor  of  popular  liberties. 
But  for  this  peculiar  position  of  the  peer- 
age we  might  have  had  no  Earl  Simon ; 
it  is  largely  through  it  that  representative 
government  and  local  liberties  have  been 
preserved  to  the  English  race. 

In  France  the  course  of  events  has 
brought  about  very  different  results.  I 
shall  defer  to  my  next  paper  the  consid- 
eration of  the  vicissitudes  of  local  self- 
government  under  the  Roman  Empire, 
because  that  point  is  really  incident  upon 
the  study  of  the  formation  of  vast  nation- 
al aggregates.  Suffice  it  now  to  say  that 
when  the  Teutons  overcame  Gaul  they 
became  rulers  over  a population  which 
had  been  subjected  for  five  centuries  to 
that  slow  but  mighty  process  of  tritura- 
tion which  the  empire  everywhere  brought 
to  bear  upon  local  self-government.  More- 
over, while  the  Teutons  in  Britain  enslaved 
their  slightly  Romanized  subjects,  and 
paid  no  attention  to  their  language,  re- 
ligion, or  customs,  the  Teutons  in  Gaul, 
on  the  other  hand,  quickly  adopted  the 
language  and  religion  of  their  intensely 
Romanized  subjects,  and  acquired  to  some 
extent  their  way  of  looking  at  things. 
Hence  in  the  early  history  of  Fi-ance  there 
was  no  such  stubborn  mass  of  old  Aryan 
liberties  to  be  dealt  with  as  in  the  early 
history  of  England.  Nor  was  there  any 
powerful  middle  class  distributed  through 
the  country  to  defend  such  liberties  as  ex- 
isted. Beneath  the  turbulent  throng  of 
Teutonic  nobles,  among  whom  the  king 
was  only  the  most  exalted  and  not  always 
the  strongest,  there  lay  the  Gallo-Roman 
population  which  had  so  long  been  accus- 
tomed to  be  ruled,  without  representation,' 
by  a distant  government  exercising  its 
authority  through  innumerable  prefects. 
Such  Teutonic  rank  and  file  as  there  was 
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became  absorbed  into  this  population,  and 
except  in  sundry  chartered  towns  there 
was  nothing  like  a social  stratum  inter- 
posed between  the  nobles  and  the  common 
people. 

The  slow  conversion  of  the  feudal  mon- 
archy of  the  early  Capetians  into  the  ab- 
solute despotism  of  Louis  XIV.  was  ac- 
complished by  the  king  gradually  con- 
quering his  vassals  one  after  another  and 
adding  their  domains  to  his  own.  As  one 
vassal  territory  after  another  was  added 
to  the  royal  domain,  the  king  sent  pre- 
fects, responsible  only  to  himself,  to  ad- 
minister its  local  affairs,  sedulously  crush- 
ing out,  so  far  as  possible,  the  last  vestiges 
of  self-government.  The  nobles,  deprived 
of  their  provincial  rule,  in  great  part 
flocked  to  Paris  to  become  idle  courtiers. 
The  means  for  carrying  on  the  gigantic 
machinery  of  centralized  administration, 
and  for  supporting  the  court  in  its  follies, 
were  wrung  from  the  groaning  peasantry 
with  a cynical  indifference  like  that  with 
which  tribute  is  extoi*ted  by  barbaric 
princes  from  a conquered  enemy.  And 
thus  came  about  that  vile  state  of  things 
which  a century  since  was  abruptly  ended 
by  one  of  the  fiercest  convulsions  of  mod- 
ern times. 

The  prodigious  superiority— in  respect  to 
national  vitality — of  a freely  governed 
country  over  one  that  is  governed  by  a 
centralized  despotism  is  nowhere  more 
brilliantly  illustrated  than  in  the  con- 
trasted fortunes  of  France  and  England 
as  colonizing  nations.  When  we  consid- 
er the  declared  rivalry  between  France 
and  England  in  their  plans  for  colonizing 
the  barbarous  regions  of  the  earth,  when 
we  consider  that  the  military  power  of  the 
two  countries  has  been  not  far  from  equal, 
and  that  France  has  at  times  shown  her- 
self as  a maritime  power  by  no  means  to 
be  desi)ised,  it  seems  to  me  that  her  over- 
whelming and  irretrievable  defeat  by  Eng- 
land in  tlie  stiniggle  for  colonial  empire  is 
one  of  the  most  striking  and  one  of  the 
most  instructive  facts  in  all  modern  histo- 
ry. In  the  struggle  for  the  possession  of 
North  America,  where  the  victory  of  Eng- 
land was  so  decisive  as  to  settle  the  ques- 
tion for  all  coming  time,  the  causes  of  the 
French  failure  are  very  plainly  to  be  seen. 
The  French  colony  in  Canada  was  the 
most  complete  example  of  a despotic  gov- 
ernment that  the  world  has  ever  seen. 
All  the  autocratic  and  bureaucratic  ideas 
of  Louis  XIV.  were  here  carried  out  with- 


out let  or  hinderance.  It  would  be  incred- 
ible, were  it  not  attested  by  such  abundant 
evidence,  that  the  affairs  of  any  people 
could  be  subjected  to  such  minute  and 
sleepless  supervision  as  were  the  affairs  of 
the  French  colonists  in  Canada.  A man 
could  not  even  build  his  own  house,  or 
rear  his  own  cattle,  or  sow  his  own  s^, 
or  reap  his  own  grain,  save  under  the  su- 
pervision of  prefects  acting  under  instruc- 
tions from  the  home  government.  No 
one  was  allowed  to  enter  or  leave  the  col- 
ony without  permission,  not  from  the  col- 
onists, but  from  the  king.  No  farmer 
could  visit  Montreal  or  Quebec  without 
permission.  No  Huguenot  could  set  his 
foot  on  Canadian  soil.  No  public  meet- 
ings of  any  kind  were  tolerated,  nor  were 
there  any  means  of  giving  expression  to 
one’s  opinions  on  any  subject.  The  de- 
tails of  all  this,  which  may  be  read  in  Mr. 
Parkman’s  admirable  work  on  The  Old 
Regime  in  Canada,  make  a wonderful 
chapter  of  history.  Never  was  a colony, 
moreover,  so  loaded  with  bounties,  so  fos- 
tered, petted,  and  protected.  The  result 
was  absolute  parelysis,  political  and  so- 
cial. When,  after  a century  of  irritation 
and  skirmishing,  the  French  in  Canada 
came  to  a life  and  death  struggle  with  the 
self-governing  colonists  of  New  England, 
New  York,  and  Virginia,  the  result  for  the 
French  power  in  America  was  instant 
and  irretrievable  annihilation.  The  town- 
meeting pitted  against  the  bureaucracy 
was  like  a Titan  overthrowing  a cripple. 
The  historic  lesson  owes  its  value  to  the 
fact  that  this  ruin  of  the  French  scheme  of 
colonial  empire  was  due  to  no  accidental 
circumstances,  but  was  involved  in  the 
very  nature  of  the  French  political  sys- 
tem. Obviously  it  is  impossible  for  a peo- 
ple to  plant  beyond  sea  a colony  which 
shall  be  self-supporting,  unless  it  has  re- 
tained intact  the  power  of  self-government 
at  home.  It  is  to  the  self-government  of 
England,  and  to  no  lesser  cause,  that  we 
are  to  look  for  the  secret  of  that  boundless 
vitality  w’hich  has  given  to  men  of  Eng- 
lish speech  the  uttermost  parts  of  the 
earth  for  an  inheritance.  The  conquest 
of  Canada  first  demonstrated  this  truth, 
and  when— in  the  two  following  papers 
— we  shall  have  made  some  approach  to- 
ward comprehending  its  full  import,  we 
shall  all,  I think,  be  ready  to  admit  that 
the  triumph  of  Wolfe  marks  the  greatest 
turning-point  as  yet  discernible  in  modem 
history. 
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A PAIR  OF  SHOES, 


V GREAT  naturalist  vsaid.  ‘‘Show  me  a 
s(3ale,  ril  dmw  the  lish.”  Had  be 
been  a shoemaker  he  mi^ht  have  said, 
‘‘Show  me  a shoe^  IMl  tell  the  wearer.-’ 
The  sandal  of  the  Arab,  the  tiny  shoe?  of 
t!ie  high  bred  woniau  of  Ghina,  the  wood- 
en daucing^  shoe  of  tlie  Dutoh,  the.  high- 
heeled  court  sUpixH*  or  tlie  sensible  walk- 
ing slaves  of  tlie  English  and  Arnerieaiis, 
pr^Klaim  their  nationality  to  the  tyro/ 
All  amateur  might  not  readily  recognize 
the  characteristics  of  ditferent  districts 
within  a single  nation,  but  the  practiced 
designer  must  know  that  in  the  United 
States,  for  instance,  your  Northerner  wants 
his  shoe  comfortable,  neat,  and  stylish; 
the  Soulhertier  asks  for  something  fancy 
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stout  to  break  the  land  for  a coining  pop- 
ulation. 

“ A pair  of  shoes'*  is  one  of  the  most 
typical  products  of  modern  industry.  To 
make  tliem  the  animal  kingdom  contrib- 
utes from  the  herds  roaming  on  Western 
plain.s  or  South  American  pampas,  or  frt,»m 
the  barn  yards  near  at  home;  the  vegeta- 
ble, from  dotted  groves  of  hemlock  and 
oak  or  from  the  great  foi'ests  still  left  Ut  us. 
Great  textile  manufactories  supply  cloth 
and  thread  ; mines,  furnaces*  and  forges 
eombiiK^  to  furnish  nails  or  wire.  A hun- 
dred niacdiines  have  been  invented,  one 
of  which  has  changed  the  whole  course 
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of  a great  industry  and  produced  large 
cities.  Through  scoi’es  of  processes,  the 
forty -four  pieces  of  a pair  of  slioes  require 
to  bring  them  together  the  co-operation  of 
fifty  men,  women,  and  children ; the  divi- 
sion of  labor  is  pursued  to  the  utmost,  de- 
manding in  turn  for  its  successful  main- 
tenance the  dispersion  of  product  the 
world  over;  until,  as  a result,  you,  well- 
shod  reader,  can  buy  for  three  dollars 
what  would  have  cost  your  forefather  six. 

As  the  reader  buys  a pair  of  shoes,  his 
next  pair  may  at  the  same  moment  be 
dodging  the  lasso  of  the  “cow-boy”  on 
some  far-away  plain,  or  perhaps  be  in  pro- 
cess of  slaughter  at  Chicago.  The  perisli- 
able  beef  promptly  reaches  the  market, 
and  one  day  soon  you  dine  from  a fat, 
juicy  roast,  little  thinking  as  you  smack 
your  lips  after  dinner  that  the  fine,  pliable 
skin  which  once  protected  the  delicate  mor- 
sel may  at  some  time  contribute  to  your 
outward  comfort.  Stranger  things  have 
happened.  The  skins  or  hides  meantime 
are  salted,  and  the  buyer  of  salted  hides 
sends  part  of  them,  say,  to  Peabody,  Massa- 
chusetts, to  be  tanned  for  upper-leather, 
and  the  rest  to  central  New^  York,  to  be 
tanned  for  sole-leather. 

There  is  little  poetry  in  a herd  of  cat- 
tle by  the  time  it  arrives  at  a tannery, 
jolting  along  in  the  crazy  tip-cart  which  is 
sometimes  the  property  of  these  salubrious 
establishments,  or  perchance  packed  roof- 
high  on  some  great  vehicle,  almost  too 
heavy  in  itself  for  overworked  horseflesh, 
without  the  addition  of  its  heavy  load. 
You  would  notice  a lot  of  carefully  folded, 
damp,  hairy  packages,  occupying  about  a 
cubic  foot  each,  tied  about  with  a rope  so 
precisely  that  even  an  apothecary  might 
envy  the  exactness.  Hides  brought  to  the 
tannery  in  this  condition  are  known  as 
‘ ‘ wet  salted.  ” They  are  also  transported, 
packed  flat,  in  large  bundles,  with  their 
scraggy  edges  looking  the  very  climax  of 
scragginess,  and  then  they  are  called  “drv 
salted.” 

Almost  every  one  has  seen  a tannery — 
generally  an  unadorned  wooden  struc- 
ture; invariably  painted  leather-color  to 
correspond  with  the  exhausted  bark  which, 
with  lawn-like  sinoothness,  covers  the  land 
about  the  buildings.  Its  interior,  with 
beams  unfinished,  has  a doubtful-looking 
floor,  and  the  planks  look  as  treacherous 
as  loose  bricks  in  a Philadelphia  sidewalk. 
Stand  on  which  planks  you  will,  they  are 
all  movable,  and  are  merely  temporary 


coverings  for  unsavory -looking  liquids  in 
“vats,”  or  “pits,”  which,  to  say  the  least, 
are  uninviting  bath-tubs.  In  old  times 
tanneries  were  largely  “local  industries,” 
and  in  such  near-by  mountain  regions  as 
the  Berkshires  or  the  Catskills  the  sum- 
mer explorer  discovers  in  half -choked 
vats  or  picturesque,  tumble-down,  desert- 
ed buildings  vestiges  of  a petty  industry 
which  flourished  till  all  the  accessible  trees 
had  been  cut  or  recklessly  robbed  of  their 
bark,  and  then  disappeared,  to  give  way  to 
such  modern  centres  of  trade  as  Peabody, 
Massachusetts.  Higher  up  in  the  mount- 
ains are  still  to  be  found  half-rotted  piles 
of  timber  or  bark,  stranded  when  the  tide 
of  industry  ebbed  away. 

Let  our  hides  come  to  the  tannery  “ wet 
salted.”  The  ropes  are  cut,  and  the  hides 
are  put  into  the  great  sunken  boxes  under- 
neath the  floor  to  soak  in  “ water  pits”  for 
a few  days.  This  “process  of  water”  is 
necessary  for  soaking,  milling,  and  soft- 
ening the  hide  to  get  it  into  condition  to 
receive  the  bark.  After  soaking,  the  hides 
are  hung  over  a wooden  “ liorse,”  and  cut 
tlirough  the  middle  of  the  back  to  separate 
them  into  “sides.”  Some  tannere  then 
place  them  in  the  vats,  and  cover  them  up 
to  take  a “ warm  sweat”  or  a “cold  sweat,” 
the  pungent  moisture  from  the  hides  loos- 
ening the  hair  and  scurf.  The  common 
method,  however,  is  to  place  the  hides  for 
a few  days  in  a solution  of  lime  and  water, 
not  so  strong  as  to  let  the  skin  get  “lime- 
burned.”  This  “liming”  not  only  plumps, 
or  swells,  the  hide,  but  if  a skin  is  begin- 
ning to  decompose  or  decay,  tends  to  pre- 
serve it  for  tanning.  After  the  hair-loos- 
ening the  besmeared  tip-cart  again  makes 
its  appearance,  splashed  and  spattered  in- 
side and  out,  driven  by  men  whose  busi- 
ness it  is  to  sj)atter  and  be  spattered,  ready 
to  take  a load  to  the  beam-house. 

“Beaming,”  or  unhairing,  derives  its 
name  from  an  inclined  convex  wooden 
form  called  a “ beam,”  on  which  the  hide 
is  spread  during  the  operation.  A blunt- 
ed piece  of  iron,  known  as  a “ hide- work- 
er,” similar  to  a draw-shave,  easily  removes 
the  hair  after  the  hide  is  taken  from  the 
water  where  it  was  “dumped”  after  the 
liming.  The  beamsters,  bending  to  their 
task,  look  as  if  they  had  taken  in  a large 
week’s  washing,  and  but  for  unsavory 
odors  a beam-room  might  pass  for  a laun- 
dry. The  hides  are  next  “trimmed”  with 
a knife  to  remove  all  the  hard,  harsh,  or 
unnecessary  parts  on  the  edge  of  the  skin, 
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To  an  observer  it  might  seem  that  the 
whole  process  has  been  such  a series  of 
drenchings  that  more  is  unnecessary.  To 
“drench,”  however,  the  hides  are  placed 
for  six  or  eight  hours  in  vats  filled  with 
a dissolved  excrement,  above  which  a line 
of  large  wooden  “England  wheels” — like 
the  paddle-wheels  of  a steamer — in  their 
revolution  turn  them  over  and  over  in 
the  solution.  The  drenched  hides,  when 
taken  from  this  “ bate,”  are  a second  time 
worked  over  a beam,  to  remove  the  lime 
thoroughly  and  get  them  into  the  best  pos- 
sible condition  to  receive  the  bark. 

To  tread  the  wholesome-looking  ground 
bark  which  covers  the  approach  to  the  tan 
vats,  after  leaving  the  slippery,  slimy,  un- 
certain floor  of  the  beam-room,  is  almost 
a luxury.  The  deep-colored  “liquor,” of 
ground  oak  or  hemlock  bark  and  water, 
looks  inviting  after  the  indescribable  mix- 
tures thus  far  used.  Most  tanners  buy 
bark,  which  is  now  sold  compressed  like 
hay,  and  grind  it  in  a bark  mill,  “leach- 
ing” the  bark  to  obtain  the  liquor,  but 
some  use  extracts.  The  hides  to  be  color- 
ed or  tanned,  looking  unnaturally  white 
after  their  thorough  cleansings,  are  placed 
izi  tanks  of  bark  liquor  to  be  “handled” 
by  the  revolutions  of  another  England 
wheel,  as  in  the  drenching  treatment. 
Becoming  slightly  colored,  they  are  placed 
in  large  piles  for  a day  or  two  to  get  them 
seasoned  to  take  the  bark.  The  plank 
flooring  is  removed  from  one  of  these 
long  systems  of  vats,  where  the  hides  are 
laid  away  in  strong  bark  liquor  to  receive 
the  tannage.  As  each  hide  is  spread  out 
ill  the  vat  it  is  covered  with  some  ground 
bark  wet  with  water,  as  carefully  as  a 
good  housewife  sprinkles  with  sugar  her 
choicest  preserves.  Hides  remain  in  a 
“first  layer”  for  six  or  eight  days.  The 
same  process  is  repeated  in  a “second  lay- 
er” in  other  vats  for  about  two  weeks,  and 
in  a third,  or  “splitting  layer,”  for  about 
four  weeks,  the  temperature  of  the  liquor 
being  graduated  for  the  different  layers. 

They  are  then  hung  out  for  a few  days 
to  partly  dry,  so  that  they  can  be  evenly 
“split”  by  means  of  a machine  construct- 
ed with  iron  rollers,  which  roll  or  force 
the  hides  against  a long  splitting-knife. 
This  reduces  all  to  an  even  thickness,  the 
outside  of  the  hide  retaining  the  “grain,” 
and  the  part  cut  off  becoming  a “split.” 
The  machine  does  not  always  do  its  work 
perfectly,  so  the  hide  is  put  upon  a “flat- 
tening” or  levelling  board  to  pound  out 


the  thicker  parts.  Having  been  soaked 
in  water,  soaked  in  lime,  soaked  in  bark, 
severed  in  twain,  grains  and  splits  togeth- 
er are  again  ‘ ‘ pin- wheeled,  ” preparatory  to 
one  final  soaking  in  strong  bark  liquor, 
the  parting  salute  of  the  tan-yard. 

A near  neighbor  to  the  tannery,  often  a 
part  of  it,  is  the  “currying  shop.”  Split- 
ting and  flattening  the  hide  after  tho 
“third  layer”  belong  to  currying,  but 
these  can  be  done  so  conveniently  at  the 
tannery  that  the  extra  transportation  ia 
saved.  Hides  brought  to  the  currying, 
after  having  been  properly  split,  flatten- 
ed, pin-wheeled,  and  tanned  out,  are  put 
under  a “scourer,”  a machine  constructed 
of  a number  of  diminutive  wheels,  which 
are  made  to  move  powerfully  and  swiftly 
over  the  yet  damp  hide,  placed  on  a sub- 
stantial table  surface,  which  can  be  made 
to  roll  about  on  a turn-table.  “Scour- 
ing” is  not  wholly,  as  its  name  suggests,  a 
cleansing  process,  for  the  resistless  mo- 
tion of  the  little  wheels,  pressing  the  hide 
firmly  ui>on  the  table,  and  pushing  in  ev- 
ery direction,  forces  the  stretch  and  wrin- 
kles fi*om  the  hide,  so  that  the  texture  be- 
comes finer  and  firmer.  To  tell  the  truth, 
it  also  stretches  the  hide  to  its  greatest 
possibilities,  so  that  if  sold  by  surface  foot 
it  will  have  a greater  market  value.  Any 
one  who  has  “put  down  a carpet,”  and 
pushed  and  kicked  in  all  directions  from 
the  middle  to  the  edges  of  the  room  to- 
make  the  carpet  lie  smooth,  will  have  a 
“realizing  sense”  of  the  scouring  process. 

Hanging  up  to  dry  is  quite  important 
in  seasoning  leather,  being  supplement- 
ary to  almost  every  step  in  currying;  so, 
after  scouring,  the  hides  ai'e  hung  out  to- 
dry  for  several  hours,  the  time  varying 
accoixling  to  the  amount  of  sunshine. 
When  brought  in,  they  are  dampened  for 
“stuffing,” and  remain  dampened  in  piles, 
for  a whole  day.  The  following  day  they 
are  revolved  in  another  of  those  great  pin- 
wheels,  kept  warm  by  a certain  proportion 
of  melted  tallow  which  is  put  in  with  the 
hides.  It  seems  as  if  the  designer  of  these 
clumsy -looking  pin-wheels  must  have 
been  own  cousin  to  the  architect  of  the 
Trojan  horse,  as  two  more  ungainly  pieces 
of  workmansliip  never  better  performed 
the  parts  assigned  to  them.  This  time 
the  hides  are  wheeled  for  half  an  hour, 
and  laid  by  for  a day  or  two  to  allow  them 
to  become  well  “ stuffed”  with  the  tallow. 
As  taken  from  the  piles  they  are  put  un- 
der  a “setting-out” machine,  doing  similar- 
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surface  each  one  is  held  under  a ^‘glass- 
ing-jack” — a kind  of  bar  or  arm  moving 
swiftly  to  and  fro  above  a solid  bed — and 
afterward  a workman  doubles  them  over 
by  means  of  a board  strapped  to  the  arm, 
the  “boarding”  making  them  very  plia- 
ble. To  obtain  the  finish,  the  hides  are 
blacked  on  the  flesh  side  with  a prepara- 
tion of  soap  and  lamp-black,  spread  with  a 
stout  brush,  and  again  “gla.ssed.”  They 
are  “filled”  with  paste,  glassed  in  the  paste, 
hung  up  to  dry,  and  have  then  only  to  be 
“gummed”  and  dried  to  become  thorough- 
ly finished  wax  leather,  the  serviceable 
leather  for  the  upper  parts  of  men's  boots. 
The  “split”  leather  is  subjected  to  the 
same  treatment,  but  does  not  make  so 
smooth  a finish,  and  betrays  its  fibrous 
roughness  in  wearing.  Wax  leather  and 
wax  calf  are  always  finished  on  the  flesh 
side,  and  the  smooth  or  “grain”  side  is 
worn  next  the  foot.  A high,  bright  polish 
must  be  made  on  the  grain  side  of  a skin. 
Pebble  gmin,  glove  grain,  and  straight 
grain  ai’e  finished  on  the  grain  side,  but 
the  process  of  putting  a firm  finish  upon 
large,  heavy  leather  often  weakens  or 
“rots”  it 

That  part  of  our  herd  sent  to  central 
New  York,  destined  for  sole  - leather,  es- 
caped many  of  the  tan -yard  processes  ne- 
cessary for  upper-leather,  and  all  the  vio- 
lence of  currying.  Sole-leather  needs  a 
heavier  tannage  than  upper-leather.  It 
is  invariably  sold  by  the  pound,  and  the 
more  tan  wliich  can  be  soaked  into  it  with- 
out injuring  the  quality,  the  better  the 
pi^ofit  for  the  producer.  Upper-leather, 
on  the  other  hand,  is  sold  by  the  foot  or 
pound,  according  to  its  finish.  Sole-lea- 
ther is  valued  for  its  fine  grain  and  tough- 
ness, as  every  step  of  the  consumer  wears 
something  from  it.  Leather  used  in  the 
upper  part  of  a shoe  must  be  pliable, 
well-stretched,  and  not  in  the  least  brit- 
tle. Sole -leather  is  tanned  to  firmness 
where  upt^er-leathcr  is  stretched  to  firm- 
ness. Sole-leather  retains  the  whole  thick- 
ness of  the  hide,  and  there  is  no  part 
split  oft*.  The  flesh  side  of  the  hide  is  the 
toughest,  and  every  lime  a “split”  of  flesh 
is  taken  off  it  weakens  the  hide. 

“Morocco”  manufacture  deals  with  the 
little  goat  and  sheep  skins  for  ladies’  wear. 
Goat- skins  in  their  raw  state  come  to  the 
market  “dry  salted.”  They  are  soaked, 
limed,  unhaired,  and  tanned  in  a similar 
manner  to  large  skins,  but  they  are  tanned 
with  sumac  and  gambier  instead  of  with 


coarse  bark,  as  these  produce  softer  fin- 
ishes. Being  small,  compact,  and  of  fine 
texture,  they  are  desirable  for  high  fin- 
ishes, which  do  not  “crack”  if  the  skin  is 
properly  treated  in  tanning.  Goat  skins 
retain  the  whole  of  the  grain  and  flesh,  ex- 
cept thin  shavings  of  flesh  removed  fix)m 
the  back  and  neck  to  procure  even  thick- 
ness. Glove  finishes  on  small  skins  are 
generally  procured  by  “alum-tanning.” 

The  unapproachable  French  kid  and 
French  glove  leather  are  fruits  of  years 
of  experiment,  and  to  rival  their  excellent 
quality  is  the  laudable  aim  of  progressive 
morocco  manufacturers  everywhere.  The 
skin  of  a wool-bearing  animator  sheep- 
skin, is  inferior  in  quality  or  service  to  a 
goat-skin.  Its  texture  is  loose  or  ‘ ‘ spongy,  ” 
absorbing  liquors  so  readily  that  it  can  be 
tanned  in  a short  time.  It  absorbs  moist- 
ure in  the  same  manner  in  wearing,  so- 
that  in  wet  countries  it  is  ill  adapted  to 
hard  service.  Sheep-skins  are  used  for 
linings  and  facings  in  almost  every  pair 
of  shoes  made,  and  the  best  selections  only 
are  used  to  make  upper-leather.  We  buy 
most  of  our  South  American  sheep-skins 
from  England  “in  the  pickle,”  as  a high 
duty  on  avooI  makes  it  cheaper  to  have 
the  “ wool -pulling*’  done  in  England,  and 
let  the  skins  come  to  us  as  our  raw  mate- 
rial. The  English  tlius  have  a great  hold 
on  the  wool-pulling  and  sheep-skin  mar- 
ket, and,  further,  their  famous  Southdown 
sheep  furnish  us  with  our  “skivers.”  The 
skiver  is  a large-sized  split  sheep-skin  used 
for  linings  and  facings. 

Small  skins  are  finished  on  the  grain 
side,  being  “glazed”  or  “figured”  as  de- 
sired. Sometimes  a kid  finish  is  used, 
sometimes  a pebbled  figure,  and  often  the 
poor  sheep  are  made  to  masquemde  as  al- 
ligators. The  race  of  alligators  and  seals 
would  long  ago  have  been  exterminated 
to  satiate  fashion’s  demands  for  fancy-col- 
oi*ed  leathers  for  reticules  and  portman- 
teaus had  not  the  docile  goat  or  sheep 
again  appeared  in  history  as  a sacrifice. 
“Russia  leather,” too,  is  not  now  an  un- 
known quantity  in  the  accomplishments- 
of  the  American  tanner.  The  late  Hon. 
Mai*shall  Jewell,  one  of  America’s  most 
distinguished  leather  merchants,  when 
Minister  to  St.  Petei'sburg,  accepted  an  in- 
vitation to  visit  a tannery.  In  the  course 
of  the  inspection  he  noticed  a mixture  in 
some  barrels  in  an  obscure  j)art  of  the 
building,  into  which  he  dipped  his  fingers^ 
prompted  no  doubt  by  a practical  curiosi- 
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ty.  On  returning  to  his  apartments  he 
discovered  on  his  hand  the  odor  of  Russia 
leather  as  the  result  of  his  experiment. 
He  afterward  learned  that  the  liquor  con- 
tained asafoetida  and  birch  tar,  and  that 
the  materials  used  were  selected  because  of 
their  cheapness,  and  not  because  they  pro- 
duced a peculiar  fragrance.  He  .sent  home 
several  barrels  of  the  ingredients,  but  in 
the  mean  time  a Russian  knowing  the  se- 
cret of  the  manufactui*e  had  come  to  New 
York,  and,  after  attempting  to  set  up  a 
manufactory  of  his  own,  entered  the  serv- 
ice of  an  American  firm,  who  with  others 
have  since  developed  the  manufacture  so 
that  little  is  now  imported  from  Russia. 

Tanning  in  all  its  departments  is  large- 
ly experimental.  A tannery  is  a great 
laboratory,  and  even  exx)erienced  tanners 
differ  in  their  opinions  of  treatment. 
There  are  diverse  opinions  as  to  the  rela- 
tive value  of  liming  or  sweating,  pin-wheel- 
ing,  milling,  green-shaving  or  “fleshing,” 
and  whether  “sewed”  or  “open-tanned” 
goat -skins  are  pi*eferable.  Leather  for 
gloves,  harnesses,  belting,  and  all  kinds  of 
novelties  is  tanned  in  similar  manner  to 
leather  for  slioes,  although  the  processes 
differ  in  slight  degrees  as  l>est  adapted  for 
the  required  use. 

To  mention  whence  we  derive  our  skins 
would  be  to  name  almost  every  agricul- 
tural nation,  isle  of  the  sea,  mountain  fast- 
ness, or  great  plain  in  the  world’s  geog- 
raphy. Mexico,  South  America,  India, 
Persia — anywhere  that  four-footed  beast 
treatls,  that  nation  kills  to  eat,  and  pre- 
serves the  skin  to  sell.  According  to  the 
annual  report  of  the  Bureau  of  Statistics 
of  the  Traasury  Department,  we  imj>orted 
for  the  year  ending  June  30, 1883, 13,142,761 
pounds  of  leather,  chiefly  fine  French  and 
German  calf-skins  of  high  price,  valued  at 
$8,235,053.  Our  export  of  sole,  upper,  and 
other  such  leather  for  the  same  i>eriod  was 
28,593,894  pounds,  valued  at  $6,038,097. 
Our  export  of  morocco  and  other  fine 
leather  was  v’alued  at  $385,825  more. 
Heavy  leather  is  and  will  be  our  hold  on 
the  leather  ex|>ort  trade.  In  addition, 
every  head  of  cattle  “tossed  on  stormy 
.sea”  is  covered  with  an  American  hide  to 
be  tanned  on  European  soil. 

For  domestic  use,  sole-leatlier  is  sent 
from  a tannery  in  large  rolls  of  a number 
of  “sides”  each.  Manufacturera  of  shoes 
formerly  cut  their  own  sole-leather;  but 
the  adoption  of  a factory  sj’stem  caused 
such  a difference  in  grades  that  it  was  ne- 


cessary to  “sort”  leather  after  cutting  to 
procure  uniform  weight.  Most  manufac- 
turers now  buy  “cut”  leather  from  firms 
who  make  it  their  businass  to  cut  and  sort 
leather.  They  buy  the  sides  of  leather,  and 
cut  them  into  “strips”  by  means  of  a long 
straight  knife,  moved  by  a treadle  or  by 
steam,  known  as  a “stripping  machine.” 

The  width  of  the  strip  is  determined  by 
contact  with  movable  pins  which  regu- 
late the  “ size”  or  length  of  the  sole.  The 
curved  outline  of  the  sole  is  cut  by  pass- 
ing the  strips  beneath  two  curved  sliding 
or  revolving  knives  in  a “sole-cutting 
machine.”  These  two  were  the  pioneer 
shoe  machines.  ‘ ‘ Sorting”  leather  proper- 
ly is  no  mean  accomplishment,  as  it  re- 
quires a man  who  so  tlioroughly  under- 
stands leather  that  he  can  quickly  tell  to 
which  grade  each  piece  belongs.  Several 
grades  of  leather  can  be  sorted  from  a sin- 
gle side.  When  leather -sorting  first  be- 
came a separate  emploj-ment,  some  men 
earned  the  fabulous  wages  of  fifty  to 
eighty  dollara  a week ; but  at  the  present 
time  the  business  has  become  so  settled  that 
in  most  instances  a man  earns  no  more 
than  good  day  w’^ages.  Before  cutting, 
sole-leather  is  sold  by  the  pound,  and  va- 
ries in  price  from  twenty  to  forty  cents. 
After  cutting,  soles  are  sold  by  the  pair,  all 
the  way  from  ten  to  thirty- five  cents.  The 
average  side  will  yield  alx)ut  thirty-five  or 
forty  pairs  of  soles,  according  to  the  width 
and  size  of  the  sole.  South  American 
hides  are  much  prized  for  sole-leather, 
Buenos  Ayres  being  a great  market,  but 
many  tannera  prefer  a Western  hide  above 
all  others.  Hemlock  and  oak  leather  are 
technical  names  given  to  describe  the  kind 
of  bark  used  in  tannage.  “Union”  lea- 
ther designates  a combination  of  oak  and 
hemlock  tannage.  Leather  once  tanned 
is  also  sometimes  “refinished”  with  gam- 
bier  or  some  other  substances  to  make  it 
a light  color  for  delicate  finishes. 

Upper-leather  is  sold  by  the  pound,  the 
squara  foot,  and  by  the  dozen  skins.  The 
surface  measurement  of  a skin  is  gen- 
erally^ found  by  placing  it  beneath  a 
“frame,”  from  the  sides  of  which  cords 
are  stretched  into  .squares,  and  the  squares 
covered  show  the  number  of  quarter  feet 
in  the  skin.  Measurement  is  also  taken 
by  means  of  an  ingenious  machine  on 
which  the  skin  is  laid.  It  displaces  wood- 
en pins  from  a perforated  cover,  register- 
ing on  an  indicator  the  tceight  of  those 
pins  remaining  to  determine  the  number 
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offset  the  skin  measures.  Wax  finishes, 
sucli  as  calf  splits,  and  wax  leather,  which, 
it  will  be  remembered,  are  finished  on  the 
flesh  side,  are  sold  by  the  pound.  Grain 
leather,  goat,  glove  calf,  kid,  and  best 
grades  of  sheep-skin,  of  domestic  manu- 
facture, are  sold  by  the  square  foot.  Im- 
ported kid  and  glove  calf  skins  are  usual- 
ly sold  by  the  dozen,  varying  in  price  ac- 
cording to  size  and  quality.  Sheep-skins 
used  for  facings  and  linings  are  sold  hy 
the  dozen.  Serges,  lastings,  ducks,  drills 
flannels,  beavers,  and  all  kinds  of  cloths 
are  sold  by  the  yard.  Strapping,  staying, 
and  all  kinds  of  binding  are  sold  by  the 
gross.  The  houses  which  sell  these  differ- 
ent component  parts  of  a shoe  are  known 
as  leather,  stock,  or  finding  dealers.  They 
in  large  part  compose  the  great  shoe  dis- 
trict of  Boston — those  few  busy  streets  in- 
cluding a great  supply  de}X)t  for  every 
branch  of  this  extensive  industry. 

The  whole  aim  of  tanning  is  to  get 
hides  and  skins  properly  conditioned  so 
that  in  their  different  qualities  of  upper 
and  sole  leather  they  can  be  so  arrang^, 
by  sewing  different  pieces  together,  that 
the  space  inclosed  shall  be  the  shape  of 
the  human  foot.  To  accomplish  this  end 
most  perfectly,  swiftly,  and  economically, 
patterns,  tools,  and  machines  of  every  de- 
scription are  used. 

The  essentials  of  a shoe  are  the  upper, 
the  sole,  the  counter  or  heel  stiffening, 
and  the  heel.  These  again  can  be  so  sub- 
divided that  the  upper  is  found  to  con- 
sist, as  in  the  case  of  a button  boot,  of  a 
“vamp”  to  cover  the  front  part  of  the 
foot,  a large  and  small  “quarter”  to  en- 
circle the  ankles,  and  a button  piece  to 
fasten  the  slioe  around  the  foot.  The 
sole  in  a machine-made  shoe  would  mean 
a sole,  an  inner  sole,  shank  piece,  and 
w’hatever  other  orthodox  or  unorthodox 
composition  the  demand  of  the  market 
would  make  available. 

Perhaps  in  tracing  the  process  of  man- 
ufacture it  will  l>e  most  interesting  to  fol- 
low in  all  its  details  tlie  completion  of 
that  next  “pair  of  slioes”  for  which  one 
of  the  hides  sent  to  central  New  York  has 
been  carefully  seasoned  for  sole-leather 
by  the  different  processes  of  tannage.  To 
make  your  purchase  as  nearly  as  ])OSsible 
a domestic  product,  you  use  for  the  upper 
a kid-skin,  which,  though  South  American 
])y  birth,  is  entitled  to  citizenship  by  finish 
and  adoption. 

The  progress  of  a pair  of  ladies'  button 


shoes  is  the  most  interesting  of  any  in  the 
whole  shoe  manufacture.  The  glossy  kid- 
skin  in  all  its  perfection  is  spread  on  a 
“cutting  board,”  and  the  shoe  “cutter,” 
with  knife  in  hand,  glances  over  the  skin 
to  see  just  where  he  can  most  profitably 
place  his  patterns.  This  experienced  ar- 
tisan explains  to  you  that  he  must  avoid 
cutting  the  “ way  of  the  stretch,"  and  that 
the  vamp,  large  quarter,  small  quarter, 
and  button  piece  have  peculiar  uses  for 
which  different  parts  of  the  skin  are 
adapted.  He  will  cut  you  two  pieces  of 
lining  from  drilling,  a top  stay,  button 
stay,  heel  stay,  and  button -piece  lining 
from  sheep-skin  fot*  each  shoe,  when  you 
will  be  astonished  to  find  that  it  requires 
twenty  pieces  to  cover  the  upper  part  of 
your  feet.  Tliis  workman  is  distinctively 
a “hand-worker,”  and  you  could  pick  him 
out  on  the  streets  of  a shoe  city  by  the  pro- 
tuberance on  the  back  of  the  wrist,  which, 
in  common  with  a barber  and  a dentist,  he 
develops  by  the  necessities  of  his  deft  and 
muscle-needing  work. 

The  first  clatter  of  machinery  is  heard 
in  a room  which  is  “all  windows, ” where 
“girls,”  who  are  always  girls,  no  matter 
the  age,  sit  with  eyes  and  hands  busy  at 
sewing-machines.  No  longer  the  “stitch, 
stitch,  stitch”  of  the  weary  binder,  but 
machines  speeded  at  the  rate  of  six  hun- 
dred stitches  in  a minute!  Their  intix)- 
duction  came  early  in  the  “golden  age” 
of  invention,  and  with  the  advent  of  sole- 
cutting and  sewing-machines,  foot-power 
began  to  assert  its  rising  importance.  Now 
even  the  foot  is  relieved,  and  the  ma- 
chines ai'c  run  almost  altogether  from 
steam  shafting.  In  this  ‘ ‘ stitching-room” 
the  small  quarter  and  button  piece  are 
“closed'’  on  the  large  quarter,  the  seams 
are  “ rubbed  down”  on  the  inside,  and  a 
“stay”  is  sewed  over  the  inside  of  the  seam 
with  a row  of  stitching  on  each  side.  The 
different  parts  of  the  lining  are  stitched 
together  in  similar  manner,  when  outside 
and  lining  are  passed  along  to  be  “closed 
on.”  A small  cut  on  the  front  of  the  lin- 
ing is  the  only  guide  by  which  an  expe- 
rienced “closer-on”  knows  where  to  begin 
her  work,  yet  as  witli  accurate  eye  and 
practiced  hand  the  needle  and  “trim- 
ming knife'’  follow  the  winding  outline, 
it  seems  as  if  she  must  be  following  a 
traced  pattern.  Lining  and  outside  are 
stitched  together  on  the  wrong  side,  and 
to  get  them  right  side  out,  a “ corder” 
forms  the  top  and  button  scallops  over  a 

Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A PAIR  OF  SHOES, 


Tfift 


njtix>d':pnj'r)t<r4 

if  > a ' 

UlU^'  tht.>  ^ 5>h 

'^t;[ 1^: 

t)<*f  vvh<;*)t' 

XcTU.I]  f I \vt*  . 1 1 i»  ‘ TH>Krl , 

Ti'^ivfiViv  Ju.‘lcl  ifv  l)l<(^*' 

,Ui  x>nllfr(K 

< ts  ;♦  HiV 

v^  f »rks  u } ifWiiU;* u I i«>f4^: i ri 
<;iU*lV  liutU'U  /jv^iiJUy 


':'/ ' i ! ! : . d rtgiha  I'^6ffi: . vV;  V^-.;' 

UNlVEfiSjlT^ 


PJ^ti-2^j3y 


Go>.:gle 


282 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


doing  the  work  so  regularly  that  an  ex- 
acting seamstress  would  not  hesitate  to 
commend  it.  After  the  vamp”  has  been 
joined  to  the  quartei*s  by  two  or  three  rows 
of  stitching,  there  is  no  use  to  look  for  more 
pieces,  because  they  have  all  been  sewed 
together.  They  have  become  an  ‘ ‘ upper.  ” 
Perhaps  you  may  wonder  at  the  swiftly 
moving  machines,  but  if  you  will  look  at 
your  watch  you  will  wonder  still  more  to 
find  that  this  whole  stitching  has  been  done 
in  fifteen  minutes — scarcely  more  than  a 
dressmaker  would  have  taken  in  making 
a single  hand-made  button-hole  in  a new 
dress.  Some  inventor  watched  this  pro- 
cess, and  supplemented  it  in  1882  with  a 
machine  to  sew  on  the  buttons ! 

The  “last” of  shoemaking  is  an  impor- 
tant factor  in  securing  perfect  shoes,  and 
unless  it  is  in  fashion  shoes  might  as  well 
be  made  on  an  ill-shaped  stick.  Patterns 
and  lasts  are  so  carefully  graded  for  dif- 
ferent sizes  and  widths  of  feet  that  it  is 
no  end  of  expense  to  change  them  to  fol- 
low the  caprice  of  fashion.  From  hats  to 
shoes  it  is  one  thing  to-day,  another  to- 
morrow^  A well-fitted  manufactory  must 
carry  a variety  of  perliaps  fifty  different 
kinds  of  lasts  and  patterns,  each  style  hav- 
ing, say,  nine  sizes,  or  eighteen  lasts  when 
rights  and  lefts  are  used.  If  shoes  are 
made  “on  the  last,” each  “set”  consists  of 
sixty  pairs  of  “follower”  additional.  One 
manufacturer  will  sometimes  Have  from 
three  to  fiv’^e  thousand  pairs  of  lasts.  These 
must  be  clianged  with  each  cliange  of  fash- 
ion, at  a cost  of  some  hundreds  of  dollars. 
Innumerable  combinations  of  stock  and 
varieties  of  finish  can  be  planned  for  as 
many  samples  as  desired. 

Preparing  the  sole  for  the  last  is  called 
“stock- fitting.”  Leather  destined  for  the 
bottom  or  sole  of  a shoe,  in  order  to  cut, 
die,  split,  and  mould  easily,  must  be  prop- 
erly “tempered”  by  dampening  it.  Now 
called  “stock,”  each  sole  is  subjected  to 
pressure  between  two  rapidly  revolving 
rollers,  so  as  to  make  it  solid,  and  then 
rolled  through  a splitting  machine  to  re- 
duce it  to  an  even  thickness.  By  means 
of  “dies,” or  sole-shaped  knives,  in  a die- 
machine,  required  shapes,  sizes,  and  wfidths 
are  cut  out.  Before  the  use  of  dies, 
soles  were  “rounded  out”  by  hand  to  fol- 
low the  shape  of  a tin  pattern,  and  even 
the  tin  pattern  was  a marvel  in  its  day. 
Prior  to  its  use  the  old-time  shoemaker 
guessed  at  the  shape  to  make  the  sole. 
Tin  patterns  and  dies  settled  the  question 


of  uniformity  of  shape,  and  made  it  possi- 
ble to  produce  in  large  quantities  shoes  sim- 
ilar to  samples.  The  stitching  uniting  the 
sole  to  the  upper  in  a machine-made  shoe 
runs  in  a “groove”  made  by  a “channel- 
ling machine.”  Sometimes  a “sole  round- 
er” is  used,  an  ingeniously  contrived  equip- 
ment of  recent  invention,  in  using  w^hich 
the  sole  is  clamped  upon  an  iron  form. 
By  one  simple  motion  well-poised  knives 
follow  the  shape  of  the  form,  cutting  in- 
stead of  dicing  the  sole,  and  making  the 
channel  groove  at  the  same  time.  A small 
shaving  from  the  flesh  side  is  taken  off  b\^ 
a “feather-edging  machine”  to  make  the 
edge  lighter  than  the  rest  of  the  sole.  An 
edge  worked  down  to  the  least  possible 
thickness  is  a test  of  good  workmanship 
in  hand-made  goods,  as  the  thickest  part 
of  the  leather  is  needed  only  in  the  central 
part  of  the  foot,  where  the  wear  comes.  To 
hollow  the  shank  and  round  it  into  a gen- 
teel shape,  the  sole  is  subjected  to  a press- 
ure of  one  or  two  tons  between  two  lieavy 
iron  * ‘ moulds.  ” Every  machine-made  shoe 
also  has  an  “inner  sole”  dietl  out  or  mould- 
ed to  correspond  in  shape  with  the  “outer 
sole.” 

We  have  now  seen  the  hide  or  skin  Ix^- 
come  by  successive  steps  a “side,"  a piece 
of  “leather,”  “stock,” and  “sole.”  Such 
ai'e  the  many  important  changes  at  the 
tannery,  at  the  sole-cutter  s,  and  thus  far 
in  the  shoe  factory,  which  have  been  ne- 
cessary to  pi’epare  the  skins,  so  that  at  a 
proper  moment  the  upper  and  sole  can  be 
united  to  make  a shoe. 

“Lasting”  your  “pair  of  shoes”  prop- 
erly requires  a skilled  workman,  and  is  a 
process  which  through  years  of  w^onderful 
invention  has  stood  invulnerable  against 
any  improvement  over  an  honest  pair  of 
hands.  There  ai’e  many  chances  for  va- 
riation in  stitching  an  upper,  and  no  mat- 
ter how  carefully  patterns  are  graded,  or 
how  smoothly  skins  are  cut,  the  least  dif- 
ference in  meeting  the  seams  may  destroy 
the  whole  proportion.  A workman  with 
a true  eye  can  often  counteract  “stretchy 
stock,”  and  cover  up  the  deficiencies  of 
the  stitcher  so  that  the  upper  will  be  a 
“snug  fit”  to  every  part  of  the  last.  Two 
or  three  inventors,  how^ever,  claim  to  have 
discovered  this  philosopher’s  stone,  but 
there  is  no  machine  for  fine  work  which 
has  yet  stood  the  test  of  an  exacting  mar- 
ket. The  laster  is  about  the  only  shoe- 
maker left  who  can  still  talk  fondly  of  Ids 
“kit.”  He  owns  his  post,  his  jack,  his 
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when  in  this  country,  asked  to  see  a shoe 
made  in  a Yankee  shoe  factory.  A large 
lace  or  '‘Polish”  boot  was  the  style  select- 
ed, and  twenty  minutes  after  he  began 
pursuing  the  hurrying  workmen  the  shoe 
was  presented  to  him  completed.  It  is  not 
practicable  to  make  quantities  of  shoes 
thus  hurriedly  at  the  expense  of  drying 
and  seasoning,  but  there  are  few  well-con- 
ducted factories  which  have  not  “snap” 
enough  to  make  a single  pair  of  samples 
at  half  a day's  notice  if  necessary.  Orders 
in  large  quantities  are  generally  filled  in 
about  four  weeks,  as  a factory  running 
full  time  needs  that  much  work  in  process. 

There  are  many  interesting  machines 
used  in  addition  to  those  mentioned,  es- 
pecially in  the  manufacture  of  men’s  and 
boys’  goods* — the  crimping-machine,  for 
instiiiice,  to  crimp  heavy  leather;  the  i)eg- 
ging-machines,  which  cut  their  own  i>egs 
before  driving  them ; and  in  place  of  sew- 
ing, the  “screw-nailing”  machine,  which 
with  a whirl  and  a thump  drives  a screw- 
nail  severed  from  a coil  of  brass  wire 
througli  the  thickest  of  tough  leather.  A 
lasting-machine  has  also  been  used  with 
success  on  heavy  work.  Wax  finishes  are 


so  generally  used  for  men’s  shoes  that 
“treeing”  and  “dressing”  with  gum  and 
blacking  as  the  final  process  in  finishing 
are  important. 

As  the  result  of  one  year’s  manufactur- 
ing, our  people  required,  for  1880, 6,831,661 
sides  of  sole-leather,  21,147,656  sides  and 
skins  of  upper-leather,  besides  leather  sold 
by  weight  to  the  amount  of  32,960,614 
pounds.  This  supply  was  sufficient  to 
make  125,478,511  pairs  of  boots  and  shoes, 
or  a little  more  than  two  pairs  each  for 
every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the  Unit- 
ed States.  One  such  place  as  Lynn  would 
perhaps  require  for  weekly  supply  the 
slaughter  of  four  thousand  cattle,  ten  thou- 
sand goats,  fifteen  thousand  sheep,  the 
manufacture  of  fifty  thousand  yards  of 
cotton  cloth,  nearly  a ton  of  silk  and 
thread  of  every  kind,  two  or  thi*ee  tons  of 
nails  and  tacks,  besides  general  supplies 
of  every  description  which  enter  into  the 
composition  of  shoes. 

The  table  shows  the  leading  facts  of  the 
great  branches  of  the  leather  industry,  to 
which  miglit  be  added  a few  “patent-lea- 
tlier'’  manufactories  and  other  small  di- 
visions of  the  trade. 


Statistics  from  United  States  Census,  1880. 


‘ 

Tanning. 

Carrying. 

Morocco 

D renal  ng. 

Stioe 

Manufacturing. 

Whole  Number  of  Establi.shments. 

3, 1 1 >.5 

2,319 

202 

1,969 

Persons  employed 

23,812 

11,053 

5,395 

111,162 

Capital 

$50,222,054 

^16,878,520 

?'6,2t>(i,237 

.$42,994,028 

Wages ' 

*9,204,243 

^14,845, 4 13 

$2,441,372 

$43,001,438 

Material 

*85,949,207 

^59,306,509 

$11,063,265 

*102,442,442 

Wages  and  Material 

*95,153,450  ' 

ji?64, 151,922 

$13,504,637 

^(145,443,880 

Value  of  Product 

:f?l  13,348,346 

7 1,35 1,297 

$15,399,311 

^106,050,364 

Wages  per  Employe 

*386.53 

$438.32 

$452.34 

?387.21 

* The  continuous  development  of  machinery  is 
shown  by  tlie  dates  at  which  prominent  iiiaclunes 
came  into  use.  Tlie  date  given  in  every  instance  is 
as  near  as  possible  to  the  time  when  the  machines 
ceased  to  be  experimental  and  became  accepted 
.successes  ; 

Uncertain. — Rolling-machine,  hand-power ; steam- 
power  applied  in  1851. 

1840. — Sole-leather  “ separating^’  machine. 

1844. — Sole-leather  “stripping”  machine,  succeeded 
by  “splitting”  machine. 

1844. — Sole- cutting  machine,  foot- power;  steam- 
power  applied  in  IN.')?. 

1845-7. — Dies  used  for  hammering  out. 

1851. — Howe  sewing-machine  used  for  stitching 
shoes  by  a Worcester  (Massachusetts)  manu- 
facturer. 

1851. — Die-machine,  foot-power;  steam-power  and 
revolving  die-block  applied  in  1857. 

1855. — Huffing  or  sand  papering  machine. 

1857. — IVgging-machine. 

1859. — S[)litting-machine. 

1802. — McKay  sole-sewing  machine. 


Les.s  than  one-half  the  number  of  shoe 
establishments  paid  two  and  one-half  times 
the  amount  of  wages  of  tanning,  currying, 
and  morocco  establisliments  combined. 
It  requirwl  111,152  persons,  however,  to 
make  into  shoes  the  leather  which  40,260 
persons  prepared  for  use. 

1864. — Self-feeding  eyeleting  machine,  foot-power. 

1 866.  — Sole-moulding  machine. 

1 867.  — Heating-out  machine. 

187t)-l. — Hotkit  heel-burnishing  machine. 

1871.  — Edge-trimming  machine. 

1872.  — Cable-nailing  machine;  succeeded  by  stand- 
ard screw  macliine  in  1876. 

1 874. — Edge-setting  machine. 

1880. — Sole-rounding  machine. 

1882. — Lasting-machine  on  men’s  w'ork. 

1882. — Hutton-fastening  machine. 

1884. — Patents  taken  out  for  lasting-machines,  yet 
untried. 
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Tlie  wages  in  the  shoe  factories  are  pro- 
portionally the  largest,  because  the  aver- 
age includes  3483  children  in  the  shoe  de- 
partment, and  only  726  in  tanning,  cur- 
rying, and  morocco  - dressing  combined. 
Women,  also,  to  the  number  of  25,122  are 
employed  in  the  shoe  manufacture,  and 
only  473  in  the  leather  establishments. 
These  distinctively  factory  estimates  do 
not  include  the  persons  who  work  on 
shoes  in  fifteen  thousand  custom  and  re- 
pair shops,  and  who  add  several  millions 
of  dollars  to  the  gross  product.  A large 
proportion  of  this  class  are  their  own 
“masters,-’  as  the  Germans  express  it  of 
their  own  shoemakers,  and  it  would  be 
incorrect  to  quote  wages  in  which  there 
might  be  a sprinkling  of  profit  also.  Col- 
onel Wright,  of  the  Massachusetts  Bureau 
of  Statistics,  selects  four  hundred  and  sixty 
representative  shoe  manufacturing  estab- 
lishments in  the  State,  and  in  his  table 
develops  the  interesting  facts  that  the  av- 
erage annual  earnings  are  $381  58,  that 
three  millions  of  dollars  more  are  paid  in 
wages  in  the  year  than  the  capital  in- 
vested, and  that  about  three-quarters  of 
the  employes  are  men.  He  makes  the 
average  day  earnings  of  shoe  employes 
8l  41  per  day,  and  those  employed  in  dif- 
ferent branches  of  leather  81  50,  explicitly 
stating  that  this  is  the  average  for  “men, 
women,  and  children.” 

The  table  below  tells  the  history  of  the 
shoe  trade  for  the  last  thirty  years.  In  it 
we  see  again  the  old  shoemaker  of  1850, 
pounding  out  his  $205  43,  without  the  aid 


in  1870  earns  $463  50  (currency),  or,  fig- 
ured in  gold,  according  to  the  census  di- 
rections, $370  80.  “ Black  Fridays”  come 

apace ; he  makes  more  shoes  than  are  worn 
out;  he  does  more  work  for  less  money, 
and  in  1880  earns  $387  21.  In  1884  he  is 
looking  about  him,  talking  about  the  coun- 
try being  too  small  to  keep  him  employed, 
preparing  to  push  into  other  markets,  and 
determined  that  in  1890  or  1900  Uncle 
Sam’s  census  shall  credit  him  with  more 
earnings.  Thus  has  machinery  lightened 
his  toil,  improved  his  manner  of  living, 
and  given  to  him  in  1880  almost  double 
the  wages  of  1850. 

In  addition  to  the  evidence  of  these  com- 
pilations, there  may  be  mentioned  some 
influences  in  the  trade  which  it  is  not  the 
province  of  the  general  statistician  to  rec- 
ognize. A gradual  reduction  in  the  num- 
ber of  working  months  of  shoe  operatives, 
caused  by  the  ease  with  which  labor-sav- 
ing machinery  can  supply  the  market,  has 
made  the  shoemaker  somewhat  migratory 
in  his  pursuit.  If  there  is  not  full  work 
at  his  regular  place  of  employment  he 
uses  his  spare  hours  in  another  factory, 
or,  as  is  often  the  case  in  shoe-manufac- 
turing cities,  works  for  half  the  season  in 
a factory  supplying  the  Western  market, 
and  in  a factory  supplying  the  New  Eng- 
land market  the  other  half  of  the  season. 
Sometimes,  too,  men  begin  a season  in 
New  York  and  finish  in  some  Massachu- 
setts shoe  city.  It  is  not  uncommon  for 
a man  to  “hold  a job”  in  each  of  two 
small  factories,  and  be  returned  as  an  em- 


Statistics  prom  United  States  Census. 


0«nernl  Boot  and  Shoa  Iniiuttry.  ' Special  Factory  Statiatics.f  1 


1 

ISMI.  1 

1870.*  ! 

IHHO.  1 

i 

1880. 

Whole  Niiiiiher  £:!}tabli»hineut8. . 

11,305 

12,487 

23.428  ; 

17,9721 

3,15! 

Pereone  einployeil 

105,2.54 

123,029 

135,889  1 

133,8191 

91,702 

111,162  1 

Capftul 

. $12,924,919 

$23,3.VS,.527 

$48,994,360 

$50,995,1441 

$37,519,019 

$42,994,028 

W^sr^es 

. $21,022,608 

$30,938,920 

$51,972,712 

$54,358,301  i 

$42,504,444 

^3,001,4:18  1 

MnterlalH  iiKcfl 

. $23,848,374  i 

$42,729,649 

$93,.V82,528 

$11 4, 966, .576; 

$80,.502,71S 

$102,442,442 

Wni;e8  niid  Materialn 

. 1 $45,470,982 

$73,668,.569 

1 |145,5.V).240 

$169,324,876' 

$123,007,162 

$145,443,880 

Value  of  Product 

. 1 $53,967,408  ' 

$91,891,498 

' $181,644,090 

$196,920,481  ’ 

$146,704,066 

1166,050,354 

Wa"e8  per  Employe.  

' $205.43 

$251.48 

1 $382.40 

$381.07 

$463,50 

$387.21 

• Currency.  t There  were  no  special  factory  statistics  before  1870. 


of  steam-power  or  ingenious  machines. 
Ten  years  later,  in  1860,  his  work  is  light- 
ened, and  though  he  may  not  toil  in  a fac- 
tory, machines  have  so  simplified  his  work 
that  with  less  labor  he  earns  $251 48.  The 
civil  war  ended,  he  returns  with  folded 
tent  to  find  the  old  shop  locked,  and 
wide-swung  factory  doors  inviting  him  to 
become  master  of  a powerful  machine. 
With  it  he  toys  a few  hours  each  day,  and 


ployd  in  two  factories.  He  would  thus 
increase  the  number  of  employes  and  de- 
crease the  average  wages.  This  migra- 
ting is  done  in  hundreds  of  instances  by 
men,  women,  and  children  operatives,  and 
is  a peculiarity  whose  effect  it  would  be 
impossible  to  estimate.  No  doubt  there 
are  hundreds  of  persons  who  in  tliis  way 
increase  their  annual  wages  to  six  hun- 
dred dollars,  seven  hundred,  or  even  more. 
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If  this  great  army  of  workers  could 
have  steady  employment  through  all  the 
months  of  the  year,  instead  of  having 
little  or  no  work  during  certain  inevita- 
ble ‘'dull  months,’’  a more  remarkable 
comparison  than  this  could  be  made.  The 
wages  of  shoe  operatives,  although  they 
have  always  earned  more  than  the  “old- 
fashioned  shoemaker,”  have  been  prac- 
tically decreasing  for  a number  of  years, 
by  reason  of  the  constantly  increasing 
number  of  large  factories  to  flood  the 
home  market.  There  has  been  a strong 
tendency  all  over  the  country  to  get  as 
many  people  under  one  roof  as  possible. 
According  to  the  census  of  1870  there  was 
an  average  of  twenty-nine  people  in  ev- 
ery shoe  factory,  and  in  1880  fifty -six 
people.  The  result  of  this  ambition  has 
been  that  such  factories  as  employ  a 
number  of  hundred  hands  have  kept  up 
a constant  warfare  for  the  ascendency. 
This  has  made  the  actual  working- time 
much  less,  and  the  average  yearly  wages 
have  therefore  decreased.  It  has  engen- 
dered a strong  competition  to  sell  goods — 
to  sell  at  a good  profit  if  possible,  but  to 
sell  anyway.  When  machinery  w’as  first 
introduced  it  was  possible  for  a workman 
to  earn  thirty  or  fort^^'  dollars  each  week, 
and  even  girls  in  the  stitching-rooms  could 
earn  fifteen  or  eighteen  dollars  weekly, 
without  working  “early  and  late”  to  earn 
“ fancy  wages.”  As  long  as  there  was  a 
demand  for  as  many  shoes  as  could  be 
made,  operatives  practically  named  their 
own  wages  and  number  of  working  hours. 
When  a manufacturer  could  get  a good 
profit  himself,  he  did  not  care  to  meddle 
with  the  wages  question  any  more  than 
to  ‘ ‘ bid  higher”  if  workmen  were  scarce. 
When  he  made  shoes  so  fast  that  the 
“shoe  began  to  pinch,”  and  workmen 
had  to  be  “cut  down”  to  meet  the  mar- 
ket, there  commenced  “strikes,”  which 
had  never  been  known  before  except  in 
seasons  of  great  financial  depression.  As 
wages  have  declined,  operatives  have 
worked  harder  and  longer  to  earn  the 
same  amount.  Most  of  the  work  is  “piece- 
work,” so  that  to  ambitious  operatives  de- 
crease of  x^ay  means  increase  of  work. 
The  same  number  of  pei*sons  in  1875  made 
three  times  as  many  shoes  as  in  1845.* 

* The  following  interesting  incidents  are  gleaned 
from  the  concise  history  of  the  boot  and  shoe  trade 
containe<}  in  the  United  States  census  for  1870: 

In  1629  Thomas  Beard  took  passage  for  Massa- 
chusetts with  a supply  of  hides,  being  accredited  to 


Our  English  cousins  are  great  shoe 
manufacturers,  and  they,  too,  have  facto- 
ries where  hundreds  of  workmen  are  em- 
ployed by  a single  firm.  They  have  their 
“clickers,”  or  cutters,  lasters,  riveters,  fin- 
ishers, who  are  paid  by  the  piece  or  week, 
corresponding  in  a marked  degree  with 
our  own  system  of  payment.  A compar- 
ison is  quite  interesting,  although  there  is 
less  division  of  labor  in  England.  An 
American  laster,  for  instance,  merely 
draws  the  upper  over  the  last,  and  his 
part  is  done ; but  the  English  laster  draws 
the  upper  to  the  last,  puts  the  soles  on, 
puts  down  the  channels,  builds  and  squares 
up  the  heels.  This  one  process  is  a good 
illustration  of  the  difiference  in  manner  of 
manufacture  in  the  two  countries.  Amer- 
ican labor-saving  machineiy  and  im- 
proved methods  increase  wages  and  de- 
crease cost  of  production.  Wages  are  high- 

the  Governor  of  the  colony  by  a company  in  Lon- 
don, at  a salary  of  £10  per  annum,  with  the  recom- 
mendation of  a grant  of  fifty  acres  of  land  where 
he  should  be  directed  to  settle. 

In  1635  Philip  Kcrtland,  the  first  Lynn  shoemak- 
er, arrived. 

In  1648  the  shoemakers  of  the  Massachusetts 
colony  were  invested  by  the  General  Court  with  the 
privileges  of  an  incorporated  company, 'or  guild, 
with  the  poiver  to  regulate  their  trade  for  three 
years. 

In  1721  shoemakers  in  Pennsylvania  were  pn> 
hibited  by  an  act  of  Assembly  from  diking  more 
than  6«.  6d,  for  a pair  of  good,  plain,  well-made 
men's  shoes,  and  5.s*.  for  ;i  pair  of  women's  shoes. 
The  same  act  prescribed  the  manner  of  making 
them,  and  forbade  the  use  of  neats  and  calf  leather 
in  the  uppers  of  the  same  boot  or  shoe,  or  any 
sheep-skin  uppers  when  made  for  sale. 

In  1750  John  Adam  Dagyr,  a Welshman,  settled 
in  Lynn,  by  whose  superior  skill  domestic  workmen 
were  taught  how  to  make  shoes  nearly  equal  to 
those  imported. 

In  1802,  and  again  in  1812,  the  London  Society 
of  Arts  awarded  premiums  for  machines  whicli 
shotild  enable  shoemakers  to  work  in  a standing 
position,  thereby  relievijig  pressure  upon  the  breast 
and  constraint  of  position. 

In  1807  a patent  for  making  lasts  was  granted 
to  William  Young  of  Philadelphia,  and  in  1817  a 
patent  was  granted  to  him  for  right  and  left  lasts. 

In  1811  a patent  was  taken  out  for  pegging  boots 
and  shoes,  and  a patent  for  a pegging-machine  forty 
years  later,  in  1851. 

In  1818  the  first  full  cargo  of  boots  and  shoe.s 
was  shipped  from  Boston,  on  board  the  sloop  Dc- 
consigned  to  Spofford,  Tilcston,  & Co.,  181  Fly 
Market,  New  York. 

In  1819  patents  for  a lathe  for  turning  lasts  were 
granted  to  Thomas  Blanchard,  of  Sutton,  Mass. 

In  1827  John  Kimball  made  the  improvement  of 
cutting  blocks  from  the  upper  and  anterior  parts  of 
lasts. 

In  1829  Boston  jobbers  stopped  consigning  goods, 
and  sold  direct  to  purchasers. 
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er  in  America,  but  cost  of  living  is  also 
somewhat  higher.  English  shoe  operatives 
are,  on  the  whole,  quite  well  conditioned. 
Elarning  more  than  a pound  a week,  liv- 
ing in  tenements  which,  according  to  the 
customs  of  their  country,  are  deemed  com- 
fortable, if  provident  they  are  enabled  to 
save  a few  shillings  each  week.  As  with 
us,  they  have  the  provident  and  the  prod- 
igal, but  their  wages  have  been  increasing 
within  the  past  few  years,  and  their  op- 
portunities for  saving  are  good,  if  they 
wish  to  take  advantage  of  them. 

Providing  there  is  full  work,  American 
‘‘cutters”  can  earn  each  week  $12  to  $15; 
English  “clickers,” $7  to  $7  50;  American 
makers,  $11  to  $13 ; English  makers,  $7  50 
to  $8  50.  * American  operatives  work  each 
week  59  hours;  English  operatives,  54 
hours.  American  ladies*  shoes,  wholesal- 
ing at  $1  50  per  pair,  cost  for  labor  of  mak- 
ing 25  cents ; English  ladies’  shoes,  whole- 
saling at  $1  50  per  pair,  cost  for  labor  of 
making  34  cents  ; American  men’s  shoes, 
wholesaling  at  $2  60  per  pair,  cost  for  la- 
bor of  making  33  cents ; English  men’s 
shoes,  wholesaling  at  $2  60  per  pair,  cost 
for  labor  of  making  50  cents.  In  the  re- 
port of  the  Massachusetts  Bureau  of  Sta- 
tistics for  1884  the  general  average  weekly 
wage  in  Massachusetts  is  given  as  128.9 
per  cent,  higher  than  in  Great  Britain. 
The  general  average  weekly  wage  in  Mas- 
sachusetts is  given  as  $11  63,  and  in  Great 
Britain  $5  08. 

The  Germans  have  some  establishments, 
employing  a large  number  of  hands,  but 
it  seems  to  be  the  general  desire  to  become 
a “master”  as  soon  as  one  has  properly 
learned  his  trade.  German  shoemakers 
earn  about  four  dollars  each  week.  Con- 
sular reports  tell  us  of  Mexican  shoe- 
makers who  earn  seventy-five  cents  to 
one  dollar  and  a half  per  day,  and  of 
Italians  the  same.  The  French  earn 
about  one  dollar  and  a quarter  a day, 
but  the  aim  of  the  French  and  Spanish  is 
to  produce  stylish,  handsome  shoes,  to  at- 
tract as  well  as  to  compete.  The  repre- 
sentative factory  operatives  of  shoemak- 
ing are  the  English  and  Americans,  as  all 
other  nations  have  their  shoes — and  good 
ones  too — made  in  “custom”  shops, wheth- 
er for  home  or  foreign  use. 

In  view  of  the  accomplishments  of  one 
short  generation,  it  is  not  visionary  to 

* The  prices  paid  English  operatives  were  kindly 
furnished  by  Mr.  H.  D.  Richardson,  editor  Boot  and 
Shoe  Trades  Jotii'nal^  London. 
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assume  that  the  invention  of  shoe  ma- 
chinery is  far  from  its  possibilities.  Few 
attempts  have  been  made  to  combine  dif- 
ferent steps.  As  is  well  known,  the 
wages  of  operatives  depend  largely  on 
the  facility  with  which  they  “handle” 
their  work.  It  takes  more  time  to  han- 
dle work  than  it  does  to  do  it,  and  if  the 
taking  up  or  putting  down  a piece  of 
work  can  be  eliminated,  the  actual  time 
can  be  reduced  more  than  one-half.  This 
will  be  the  next  point  to  strike  at.  The 
knife  that  moves  with  the  needle  on  a 
stitching  - machine,  the  steam  - eyeleting 
machine,  the  machine  which  cuts  and 
works  the  button-hole,  the  sole-rounding 
and  nailing  machines,  are  about  the  only 
ones  in  which  combination  has  been  at- 
tempted. The  rolling  machine  has  yet  to 
be  invented  which  will  feed  the  rolled 
soles  to  a splitting  knife  to  save  one  ma- 
chine in  the  stock-fitting.  Some  day  a 
machine  with  properly  shaped  knives,  a 
brush  to  black  the  edges,  and  heated  irons 
to  correspond  with  the  knives,  will  trim 
and  finish  the  edges  too.  The  chemist  has 
a great  field.  Such  a machine  for  mak- 
ing edges  would  be  impracticable  without 
quickly  drying  blacking  which  would 
strike  into  the  stock  at  once,  or  blacking 
which  could  be  polished  when  wet.  A 
damp  day  is  as  disastrous  to  shoemaking 
as  it  is  disappointing  at  a picnic,  and 
blacking  which  will  prove  superior  to  wet 
weather  will  be  an  important  adjunct  to 
swift  manufacturing.  It  requires  imagina- 
tion, but  perhaps  not  too  much,  to  believe 
that  a heavy  machine  will  yet  he  invented 
to  hold  a shoe  on  a form  after  it  has  left 
the  beating-out  machine  ; that  a well- 
guided  knife  will  trim  the  edge,  a brush 
apply  blacking,  an  iron  will  finisli  it;  that 
the  heel  will  be  nailed  and  shaved  in  a 
similar  manner  to  the  present  heeling  ma- 
chine; that  emery  will  smooth  for  a heat- 
ed iron  to  burnish ; and,  lastly,  a i*evolving 
cylinder  sandpaper  the  bottom  of  the 
sole.  It  is  possible  that  the  next  genera- 
tion will  reduce  the  processes  of  combin- 
ing sole  and  upper  to  a lasting,  a sewing, 
a beating-out,  a combination,  and  a bot- 
tom-finishing machine.  It  is  not  proba- 
ble that  a shoe  can  ever  be  well  made 
and  profitably  made  by  one  machine,  al- 
though it  is  not  liard  for  a person  who 
has  watched  the  development  of  a few 
yeai'S  to  believe  that  the  manufacture  of 
cheap  slippers  for  house  wear  is  capable 
of  enough  simplification  to  approach  it. 
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THE  SNOW  ANGEL. 

rpHE  sleigli-bells  danced  that  winter  night; 

JL  Old  Brattleborough  rang  with  glee; 

The  windows  overflowed  with  light; 

Joy  ruled  each  hearth  and  Christmas  tree. 

But  to  one  the  hells  and  mirth  were  naught: 

His  soul  with  deeper  joy  was  fraught. 

He  wailed  until  the  guests  were  gone; 

/He  waited  to  dream  liis  dream  alone; 

And  the  night  wore  on. 

Alone  he  stands  in  the  silent  night; 

He  piles  the  snow  in  the  village  square; 

With  spade  for  chisel,  a statue  white 
From  the  crystal  quarry  rises  fair. 

No  light,  save  the  stars,  to  guide  his  hand, 

But  the  image  obeys  his  soul’s  command. 

The  sky  is  draped  with  fleecy  lawn, 

The  stars  grow  pale  in  the  early  dawn. 

But  the  lad  toils  on. 

And  lo?  in  the  morn  the  people  came 
To  gaze  at  the  wondrous  vision  there; 

And  they  called  it  “The  Angel,”  divining  its  name, 
For  it  came  in  silence  and  unaware. 

It  seemed  no  mortal  hand  had  wrought 
The  uplifted  face  of  prayerful  thougnt; 

But  its  features  -wasted  beneath  the  sun; 

Its  life  went  out  ere  the  day  was  done; 

And  the  lad  dreamed  on. 

And  his  dream  was  this:  In  the  years  to  he 
I will  carve  the  Angel  in  lasting  stone; 

In  another  land,  beyond  the  sea, 

I will  toil  in  darkness,  will  dream  alone; 

While  others  sleep  I will  find  a way 
Up  through  the  night  to  the  light  of  day. 

There’s  nothing  desired  beneath  star  or  sun 
Which  patient  genius  has  not  won. 

And  the  hoy  toiled  on. 

The  years  go  by.  He  has  wrought  with  might; 

He  has  gained  renown  in  the  land  of  art; 

But  the  thought  inspired  that  Christmas  night 
Still  kept  its  place  in  the  sculptor’s  heart; 

And  the  dream  of  the  boy,  that  melted  away 
In  the  light  of  the  sun  that  winter  day, 

Is  emlKKiied  at  last  in  enduring  stone, 

Snow  Angel  in  marble — his  purpose  won; 

And  the  man  toils  on. 


SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER; 

OR,  THE  MISTAKES  OF  A NIGHT.— A COMEDY. 

ACT  FIRST.— (Concluded.) 

Scene — An  Ale-house  Room. 

Several  shabby  fellows  with  punch  and  tobacco.  Tony  at  the  head  of  the  table., 
a little  higher  than  the  rest,  a mallet  in  his  hand. 

Omnes.  Hurrea!  hurrea!  hurrea!  bravo! 

FtEST  Fellow.  Now,  gentlemen,  silence  for  a song.  The  ’Squire  is  going 
to  knock  himself  down  for  a song. 

Omnes.  Ay,  a song,  a song. 

Tony.  Then  Fll  sing  yon,  gentlemen,  a song  I made  upon  tliis  ale-house,  the 
Tliree  Pigeons. 
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FniST  Fellow.  The  ’Squire  has  got  spunk  in  him. 

Second  Fellow.  I loves  to  hear  him  sing,  bekeays  he  never  gives  us  nothing 
that’s  low. 

Third  Fellow.  O, anything  that’s  low ; I can’t  bear  it. 

Fourth  Fellow.  The  genteel  thing  is  the  genteel  thing  any  time : if  so  be 
that  a gentleman  bees  in  a concatenation  accordingly. 

Third  Fellow.  I like  the  maxum  of  it,  Master  Muggins.  What  though  I 
am  obligated  to  dance  a bear,  a man  may  be  a gentleman  for  all  that.  May  this 
be  my  poison,  if  my  bear  ever  dances  but  to  the  very  genteelest  of  tunes; 
“Water  Parted,”  or  “The  Minuet  in  Ariadne.” 

Second  Fellow.  What  a pity  it  is  the  ’Squire  is  not  come  to  his  own.  It 
would  be  well  for  all  the  publicans  within  ten  miles  round  of  him. 

Tony.  Ecod,  and  so  it  would.  Master  Slang.  I’d  then  show  what  it  was  to 
keep  choice  of  company. 

Second  Fellow.  O,  he  takes  after  his  own  father  for  that.  To  be  sure,  old 
’Squire  Lumpkin  was  the  finest  gentleman  I ever  set  my  eyes  on.  For  winding 
the  straight  horn,  or  beating  a thicket  for  a hare,  or  a wench,  he  never  had  his 
fellow.  It  was  a saying  in  the  place,  that  he  kept  the  best  horses,  dogs,  and 
girls  in  the  whole  county. 

Tony.  Ecod,  and  when  I’m  of  age.  I’ll  be  no  bastard,  I promise  you.  I’ve 
been  thinking  of  Bet  Bouncer  and  tlie  miller’s  gray  mare  to  begin  with.  But 
come,  my  boys,  drink  about  and  be  merry,  for  you  pay  no  reckoning.  Well, 
Stingo,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Enter  Landlord. 
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Hast.  2^ot  in  the  least,  sir,  but  should  thank  you  for  information. 

Tony.  Nor  the  way  you  came  ? 

Hast.  No,  sir;  but  if  you  can  infonn  us — 

Tony.  Why,  gentlemen,  if  you  know  neither  the  road  you  are  going,  nor 
where  you  are,  nor  the  road  you  came,  the  first  thing  I have  to  inform  you  is, 
that — you  have  lost  your  way. 

Marl.  We  wanted  no  ghost  to  tell  us  that. 

Tony.  Pray,  gentlemen,  may  I be  so  bold  as  to  ask  the  place  from  whence 
you  came  ? 

Marl.  That’s  not  necessary  toward  directing  us  where  we  are  to  go. 

Tony.  No  offense ; but  question  for  question  is  all  fair,  you  know. — Pray, 
gentlemen,  is  not  this  same  Hardcastle  a cross-grained,  old-fashioned,  whimsical 
fellow,  with  an  ugly  face,  a daughter,  and  a pretty  son  ? 

Hast.  We  have  not  seen  the  gentleman ; but  he  has  the  family  you  mention. 

Tony.  The  daughter,  a tall,  trapesing,  trolloping,  talkative  May-pole — the 
son,  a pretty,  well-bred,  agreeable  youth,  that  everybody  is  fond  of. 

Marl.  Our  information  differs  in  this.  The  daiighter  is  said  to  be  well- 
bred,  and  beautiful ; the  son  an  awkward  booby,  reared  up  and  spoiled  at  his 
mother’s  apron  string. 

Tony.  He-he-hem! — Then,  gentlemen,  all  I have  to  tell  you  is,  that  you 
won’t  reach  Mr.  Hardcastle’s  house  this  night,  I believe. 

Hast.  Unfortunate! 

Tony.  It’s  a long?  dark,  boggy,  dirty,  dangerous  way.  Stingo,  tell 

the  gentlemen  the  way  to  Mr.  Hardcastle’s ! ( Winhin-g  upon  the  Landlord.) 

Mr.  Hardcastle’s,  of  Quagmire  Marsh,  you  understand  me. 

Land.  Master  Hardcastle’s ! Lackadaisy,  my  masters,  you’re  come  a deadly 
deal  wrong ! When  you  came  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  you  should  have  crossed 
down  Squash  Lane. 

Marl.  Cross  down  Squash  Lane ! 

Land.  Then  you  were  to  keep  straight  forward,  till  you  came  to  four  roads. 

Marl.  Come  to  where  four  I'oads  meet ! 

Tony.  Ay ; but  you  must  be  sure  to  take  only  one  of  them. 

Marl.  O,  sir,  you’re  facetious. 

Tony.  Then  keeping  to  the  right,  you  are  to  go  sideways,  till  you  come  upon 
Crack-skull  common ; there  you  must  look  sharp  for  the  track  of  the  wheel, 
and  go  forward  till  you  come  to  Farmer  Murrain’s  bam.  Coming  to  the  farm- 
er’s barn,  you  are  to  turn  to  the  right,  and  then  to  the  left,  and  then  to  the 
right  about  again,  till  yon  find  out  the  old  mill. 

Marl.  Zounds,  man  ! we  could  as  soon  find  out  the  longitude ! 

Hast.  What’s  to  be  done,  Marlow  'i 

Marl.  This  house  promises  but  a poor  reception  ; though  perhaps  the  land- 
lord can  accommodate  us. 

Land.  Alack,  master,  we  have  but  one  spare  bed  in  the  whole  house. 

Tony.  And  to  my  knowledge,  that's  taken  up  by  three  lodgers  already. 
{After  a pame,  in  vdiich  the  rest  seem  eJisconrerted.)  I have  hit  it.  Don't 
you  think,  Stingo,  our  landlady  could  accommodate  the  gentlemen  by  the  fire- 
side, with — three  chairs  and  a l)olstcr  ? 

Hast.  I hate  sleeping  by  the  fireside. 

Marl.  And  I detest  your  three  chairs  and  a bolster. 
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Tont.  You  do,  do  you  ? — then,  let  me  see — what  if  you  go  on  a mile  further, 
to  the  Buck’s  Head ; the  old  Buck’s  Head  on  the  hill,  one  of  the  best  inns  in 
the  whole  county  ? 

Hast.  O ho ! so  we  have  escaped  an  adventure  for  this  night,  however. 

Land.  {Apart  to  Tony.)  Sure,  you  ben’t  sending  them  to  your  father’s  as 
an  inn,  be  you  ? 

Tony.  Mum,  you  fool  you.  Let  them  find  that  out.  {To  them^  You 
have  only  to  keep  on  straight  forward,  till  you  come  to  a large  old  house  by  the 
road-side.  You’ll  see  a pair  of  large  honis  over  the  door.  That’s  the  sign. 
Drive  up  the  yard,  and  call  stoutly  about  you. 

Hast.  Sir,  we  are  obliged  to  you.  The  servants  can’t  miss  the  way  ? 

Tony.  No,  no ; but  I tell  you,  though,  the  landlord  is  rich,  and  going  to 
leave  off  business : so  he  wants  to  be  thought  a gentleman,  saving  your  presence, 
he!  he!  he!  He’ll  be  for  giving  you  his  company;  and,  ecod,  if  you  mind 
him,  he’ll  persuade  you  that  his  mother  was  an  alderman,  and  his  aunt  a justice 
of  peace. 

Land.  A troublesome  old  blade,  to  be  sure ; but  a keeps  as  good  wines  and 
beds  as  any  in  the  whole  country. 

Mael.  Well,  if  he  supplies  us  with  these,  we  shall  want  no  farther  connec- 
tion. We  are  to  turn  to  the  right,  did  you  say  ? 

Tony.  No,  no;  straight  forward.  I’ll  just  step  myself  and  show  you  a piece 
of  the  way.  ( To  the  Landlord^  Mum ! \Exeunt. 
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liig  the  name  of  his  hotel  on  his  cap  ; 
some  were  silent,  only  holding  up  their 
fingers,  but  others  clamored  for  passen- 
gers. The  other  travellers  were  soon  re- 
lieved of  their  burdens,  but  the  young  girl 
only  hugged  her  bag  more  closely  when 
an  officious  conductor  tried  to  take  it  from 
her. 

She  was  tall,  and  although  young  and 
fair,  looked  far  more  capable  of  carrying  a 
load  than  many  of  the  pale  English  wo- 
men she  bad  seen  starting  on  their  second 
journey.  She  too  was  pale,  but  evident- 
ly this  was  a natural  tint;  there  was  no 
sign  of  ill  health  or  feebleness  in  her  face. 
Indeed,  her  pale  clear  skin  matched  well 
with  the  light  bix>wn  hair  that  waved  over 
her  forehead,  and  with  the  gray  eyes  be- 
low ; these  eyes  darkened  and  brightened, 
and  a faint  rosy  color  showed  itself,  as  the 
man  again  tried  to  take  her  bag. 

**  You  must  be  going  somewhere  in  the 
town,"'  he  said.  ‘‘Come  with  me.  See ! I 
have  plenty  of  room.”  And  he  pointed 
to  a little  omnibus,  the  shabbiest  in  the 
row  drawn  up  in  front  of  the  station. 

The  girl  bit  her  lips.  The  noise  and 
bustle  had  made  her  head  spin,  and  she 
would  gladly  have  taken  shelter  from  it; 
but  she  remembered  the  directions  she  had 
received.  She  pulled  out  a bit  of  folded 
paper  from  her  glove,  and  held  it  for  the 
man  to  read. 

‘‘Spitalgasse,”  he  said — “Madame  Bo- 
bineau ; that’s  the  glove  shop — oh  I”  His 
interest  vanished,  and  he  turned  away. 

You  are  close  by,  my  girl,”  he  said, 
over  his  shoulder.  “ Go  straight  on ; you 
will  see  the  shop  under  the  arcade,  a 
little  way  beyond  the  corner  of  the  Place 
yonder ; a large  red  glove  hangs  over  the 
riiop.” 

“ Please  stop,”  the  girl  said,  in  a fright- 
ened voice.  “I  was  to  ask  some  one — 
you,  perhaps — if  your  omnibus  goes  past 
Madame  Bobineau’s  house.” 

“Yes,  yes— what  then?”  he  said.  He 
was  less  surly  now. 

“ Then  I am  to  give  you  this”— she  gave 
him  her  luggage  ticket — “and  I was  to 
ask  you  to  bring  my  box  to  Madame  Bo- 
bineau’s, in  the  Spitalgasse.” 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  grunted. 
The  girl,  without  another  look  at  him, 
darted  out  into  the  street,  and  then  stopped, 
bewildered  by  the  movement  around  her. 

It  was  market-day  in  Berne,  and  besides 
the  crowd  of  small  vehicles,  there  were 
groups  of  peasant  women  in  sober  cos- 


tume of  black  and  white,  varied  by  flower- 
crowned  hats,  and  silver  chains  hanging 
from  each  shoulder  of  their  bodices.  Also 
it  was  the  last  week  in  July,  and  Berne 
was  full  of  tourists,  either  just  arrived,  or 
just  setting  out  in  search  of  health  and 
amusement. 

Marie  Peyrolles,  fresh  from  her  quiet 
convent  home  near  Lake  Lucerne,  felt 
dazed  rather  than  amused.  She  had  no 
link  of  sympathy  to  connect  her  with  the 
bustle  in  the  street.  The  stalwart  milk- 
carriers,  bending  under  the  weight  of  their 
wooden  milk  cans,  or  walking  beside  the 
huge  yellow  dogs  that  drew-  their  milk 
barrows,  had  no  word  or  message  for  her. 
They  nodded  to  the  women  at  the  fruit 
stalls  beside  the  road,  to  the  girls  at  the 
fountains,  or  to  other  women  who  passed 
them  ; the  comers  in  from  the  villages 
told  their  bits  of  gossip  or  did  their  mar- 
keting as  they  went  up  the  long  street 
toward  the  Clock  Tower.  The  sun  shone 
hotly  on  the  round  stones  of  the  street, 
and  birds  in  their  cages  sang  merrily 
among  the  flowers  at  the  blind -shaded 
windows. 

Marie  did  not  see  sorrow  anywhere,  but 
her  heart  was  heavy;  she  felt  a forlorn 
stranger  amid  all  this  life  and  bustle,  and 
she  stood  fairly  scared  at  the  comer  of  the 
large  Place,  looking  up  and  down  the  four 
ways  that  met  there. 

“Was  it  left  or  right  I had  to  turn?” 
she  said,  and  her  eyes  grew  larger  still 
with  terror  and  sadness.  . 

She  had  that  morning  said  good-by  to 
all  she  loved— the  good  sisters  of  St.  Es- 
prit— and  now,  before  her  tears  were  dry, 
she  had  lost  her  way  in  seeking  her  guard- 
ian’s liouse.  Marie  had  tried  not  to  preju- 
dice herself  against  this  guardian,  her  old 
cousin,  Madame  Bobineau.  She  knew  that 
she  had  no  claim  on  her,  and  that,  as  the 
good  sisters  had  said,  it  was  very  kind  and 
generous  of  her  cousin  to  come  forward 
and  offer  to  provide  for  her.  Marie  had 
often  felt  a longing  to  see  what  the  world 
was  like  beyond  the  little  village  near  the 
convent;  but,  so  far,  she  was  chilled  and 
frightened — she  thought  her  cousin  would 
have  met  her — and  now  she  feared  she 
would  scold  her  for  having  lost  her  way. 
She  stood  still  and  tried  to  keep  back  some 
fresh  tears  which  were  scalding  her  eye- 
lids. 

In  a minute  or  two  she  became  aware 
that  a short,  stout,  very  upright  man,  with 
a round,  placid,  whiskerless  face,  was  star- 
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ing  at  her.  He  seemed  to  have  stopped 
for  no  other  purpose.  There  he  stood,  his 
legs  wide  apart,  his  small  black  eyes  and 
his  mouth  wide  open,  surveying  her  with 
much  complacency. 

At  first  Marie  frowned:  she  thought  it 
was  rude  of  him  to  stare  so.  Her  second 
thought  was  that  he  looked  good-natured, 
and  would  perhaps  help  her. 

“If  you  please,  sir,”  she  said,  growing 
rosy,  for  slie  felt  much  shyer  in  speaking 
to  this  stranger  than  she  had  felt  in  help- 
ing the  Englishman,  “can  you  tell  me  if  I 
am  near  the  Spitalgasse  ?” 

The  stout  man  had  raised  his  hat  at  the 
first  word ; he  bowed  profoundly. 

“I  am  at  your  service,  mademoiselle,” 
he  said.  “This  is  the  Spitalgasse” — he 
pointed  to  the  arcaded  street  on  the  left; 
then  seeing  the  tears  hanging  on  lier  eye- 
lashes, he  divined  some  of  her  uneasiness. 
“If  mademoiselle  will  have  the  goodness 
to  tell  me  where  she  is  going,  I will  glad- 
ly show  her  the  way.  ” He  looked  hard  at 
her,  and  pushed  up  the  tuft  of  hair  on  his 
cliin  with  a fat,  stumpy  finger. 

But  the  nuns  had  bade  Marie  beware  of 
strange  men,  and  she  remembered  how 
the  conductor  had  told  her  to  find  the  shop. 

“ I thank  you,  monsieur,”  she  said,  shy- 
ly, “ but  I know  my  way  now.” 

Her  grateful  glance  completed  her  con- 
quest over  the  stout  man.  He  stood  look- 
ing after  her,  hat  in  hand,  with  his  feet  set 
widely  apart. 

“She  is  a dainty  morsel,”  he  said  to 
himself,  “fresh  as  a bunch  of  flowers. 
My  friend  Loigerot,  if  you  do  not  find 
out  where  this  pretty  bird  is  going  to 
l)erch,  you  are  not  worthy  to  have  been 
a captain  in  the  Forty-fifth  Regiment  of 
the  Emperor  Napoleon  the  Third.” 

He  had  put  on  his  hat,  but  at  this  he 
uncovered  again,  and  glanced  at  the  dec- 
oration on  his  coat.  No  one  looking  at 
him  could  mistake  his  profession  or  his 
country.  One  sees  such  middle-aged 
warriors  by  the  dozen,  in  their  blue  frocks 
and  sword-belts  and  red  breeches,  in  any 
French  garri.son  town;  and  although  he 
had  quitted  the  army,  and  wore  plain 
clothes.  Monsieur  Loigerot  had  a way,  as 
he  walked,  of  putting  his  hand  now  and 
then  to  adjust  the  sword  wliich  no  longer 
hung  beside  him.  His  broad,  cheerful  face 
looked  serene  and  untroubled ; no  lines  fur- 
rowed his  brown  forehead,  though  it  must 
be  owned  that  the  hair  had  receded  from  it, 
and  was  even  a little  gray.  He  had  lately 


inherited  some  property— a little  country 
house  near  Strasbourg  and  some  land  had 
been  left  to  him  by  an  old  relative  whose 
affairs  would  take  some  months  to  settle, 
and  so,  after  thirty  years  of  army  life,  Cap- 
tain Achille  Loigerot  had  decided  to  give 
up  soldiering  and  settle  down  as  a quiet 
citizen.  In  a few  months’  time  he  should 
come  into  possession  of  his  property,  and 
then  he  meant  to  marry ; meantime  he  had 
come  to  Berne  to  look  up  an  old  acquaint- 
ance, one  of  the  few  he  could  lay  claim  to. 
His  friend  kept  a hotel  in  Berne,  but  on 
arriving  in  that  city  Monsieur  Loigerot 
found  that  Jacques  Carouge,  whom  he  had 
not  seen  for  twenty  years,  was  dead,  and 
that  his  young  widow  was  left  hostess  of 
the  Hotel  Beauregard. 

This  very  morning  he  had  reminded 
Madame  Carouge  of  the  Beauregard  that 
he  wanted  a wife:  not  too  young — a sen- 
sible, xdeasant  woman,  who  would  manage 
his  house  and  make  life  agreeable. 

The  handsome  widow  had  nodded  and 
told  him  he  would  find  plenty  for  the  ask- 
ing, and  then  he  had  timidly  invoked  her 
aid  in  the  search.  “Quiet  and  amiable, 
and  about  thirty-five,”  he  said,  in  a shame- 
faced way.  Just  now  the  sight  of  this 
fair  young  country  girl  had  scattered  these 
sober  visions;  and  although  he  did  not  fol- 
low Marie  closely,  he  determined  to  keep 
her  in  siglit,  and  Monsieur  Loigerot  went 
up  the  Spitalgasse  on  the  other  side  of 
the  way,  knowing  well  that  under  the 
arcades,  crowded  as  they  were  to-day,  it 
would  not  be  easy  for  the  girl  to  distin- 
guish him.  Both  sides  of  the  street  were 
so  full  that  it  cost  him  much  vigilance  not 
to  lose  sight  of  the  girl  over  tlie  way; 
every  shop  window  had  its  group  of  gazers, 
and  in  the  street  between  was  a double  line 
of  fruit  and  vegeUible  stalls,  so  that  vehi- 
cles coming  up  or  going  down  found  it  dif- 
ficult to  pass  between  the  stalls. 

All  at  once  a horse  turned  restive,  back- 
ed against  a pile  of  plums  and  pears, 
and  sent  the  rich-hued  fruit  rolling  over 
the  stones.  Monsieur  Loigerot  stood  still, 
laughing  heartily  at  the  promptitude  with 
which  a score  of  urchins  flung  themselves 
on  the  spoil,  while  the  owner,  a shriv- 
elled old  woman,  scolded  and  grumbled 
and  chattered  through  her  toothless  gums, 
and  frowned  till  the  lines  in  her  brown 
face  looked  inky,  and  her  small  eyes  like 
a pair  of  shining  black  heads.  It  was  all 
over  in  a moment.  The  subdued  hoi*se 
was  led  off,  the  old  woman's  stall  was 
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righted,  and  Monsieur  Loigerot  looked 
across  the  street  to  see  whether  his  coun- 
try girl  had  also  enjoyed  the  little  scene. 
She  had  vanished.  Opposite  him  was  the 
Stork  Fountain,  gray-green  with  age,  and 
just  behind  this  was  the  glover’s  shop, 
over  which  he  lodged,  with  a plump  huge 
scarlet  glove  hanging  over  the  doorway. 
Beyond  was  a confectioner  s,  and  its  win- 
dows were  extra  gay  to-day ; there  was  a 
brave  show  of  delicate  cakes,  frosted  with 
sugar  or  brown  with  chocolate,  cream 
tarts,  and  many-colored  fondants.  He 
peered  curiously  in,  for  it  seemed  a likely 
place  to  tempt  a young  girl’s  appetite. 
The  shop  was  empty,  and  Madame  W ebern 
herself  stood  behind  her  counter. 

The  captain  little  knew  how  near  he 
was  to  the  object  of  his  search,  when  he 
forbore  to  question  Madame  Webern. 

“She  and  the  old  Bobineau  are  dear 
friends,”  he  said.  “ They  are  always  gos- 
siping. I do  not  choose  my  landlady  to 
hear  that  I have  been  looking  after  a girl ; 
it  might  make  her  less  civil.” 

He  went  a little  farther,  looking  curious- 
ly into  the  shops,  but  at  last  he  turned  back 
to  resume  his  walk,  which  his  meeting  with 
Marie  had  interrupted.  A twinkle  came 
into  his  quiet  eyes.  “ It  does  not  matter. 
I will  keep  a good  lookout,  and  we  shall 
meet  again.  After  all,  I do  not  think 
that  Bobineau  would  trouble  herself  about 
me.”  He  gave  a chuckle.  “She  is  blind 
to  the  ways  of  a first-floor  lodger  who  pays 
his  rent  every  week.  That  poor  devil  on 
the  top  story,  or  even  my  tall  friend  the 
bank  clerk,  over  my  head,  might  find  her 
more  clear-sighted.” 

He  walked  on  filing;  he  did  not  see 
why  he  should  not  amuse  himself  with  a 
little  adventure  before  he  settled  down 
quietly  into  matrimony  with  the  pleasant 
wife  he  had  asked  Madame  Carouge  to 
find  for  him. 


CHAPTER  II. 

MADAME  BOBINEAU. 

Marie  Peyrolles  passed  by  the  glove 
sliop,  and  gave  a timid  knock  on  the  house 
door  beside  it.  She  was  too  much  agi- 
tated even  to  notice  tlie  plethoric-looking 
glove  that  seemed  to  point  either  a warn- 
ing or  a welcoming  finger  toward  her. 
Presently  tlie  door  opened,  but  the  pas- 
sage was  so  dark  that  she  could  only  see 
dimly. 


“Come  in,”  a voice  said  in  the  dark- 
ness. “ Is  it  you,  Marie  Peyrolles  ?” 

‘ ‘ Yes,  ” the  girl  answered ; and  then  the 
door  shut  behind  her,  and  she  followed 
the  short  figure  she  began  to  make  out  in 
the  darkness  to  the  end  of  the  narrow 
passage. 

A door  was  opened  on  the  left,  and  light 
streamed  through.  Then  Marie  saw  that 
she  was  following  a small  woman  in  a 
shabby  gown  of  brown  stuff  into  a shal- 
low oblong  room  surrounded  by  shelves, 
on  which  stood  paper  boxes  ranged  closely 
one  against  another;  on  two  sides  these 
shelves  reached  the  ceiling,  at  the  back  a 
small  window  intervened,  and  opposite 
this  was  a glass  partition  between  the 
room  and  the  shop.  The  panes  of  this 
partition  were  frosted,  except  those  four 
which  made  the  upper  part  of  a door  of 
communication ; over  these  panes  hung  a 
green  curtain,  which  at  this  moment  was 
tucked  up  on  one  side  so  as  to  command 
the  entrance  of  the  shop.  Marie’s  eyes 
had  strayed  from  her  conductor  to  take  in 
these  details.  Now,  looking  down  at  her, 
she  met  the  piercing  gaze  of  two  small' 
nari*ow,  dark  eyes.  It  seemed  as  if  some 
one  had  drawn  the  face  belonging  to  these 
eyes  on  each  side  till  it  had  taken  a sort 
of  Chinese  expression,  which  the  paucity 
of  eyelashes  increased;  the  face  was  cer- 
tainly more  broad  than  long,  and  the  loss 
of  teeth  had  brought  the  nose  and  chin 
nearer  together  than  nature  had  original- 
ly meant  them  to  be.  Madame  Bobineau’s 
skin  was  thick  and  yellow,  and  looked 
older  than  her  hair  did;  this  was  still 
brown,  and  was  strained  in  flat  braids  into 
a little  round  knot  behind  her  head,  the 
knot  being  crowned  by  a black  comb  with 
five  points,  each  surmounted  by  a large 
black  knob.  She  wore  a black  silk  apron, 
and  some  folds  of  white  muslin  showed 
between  her  throat  and  the  top  of  her 
shabby  gown.  Marie  thought  as  she 
looked  that  the  nuns’  garb  at  St.  Esprit 
was  far  more  attractive  than  this  dull 
Puritan  costume;  she  supposed  that  this 
must  be  her  guardian. 

Finding  that  she  did  not  smile,  but 
went  on  gravely  with  her  scrutiny,  the 
girl  smiled  timidly.  “I  hope  I find  you 
well,  cousin.  You  are  Cousin  Bobineau, 
are  you  not?”  she  said. 

“Yes,  child,  I am  always  well,”  was 
the  brisk  answer.  “ Did  you  find  your  way 
easily  ?”  and  raising  herself  on  tiptoe,  she 
tried  to  kiss  Marie’s  forehead. 
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The  girl’s  constraint  vanished ; she  bent 
dovm,  hugged  the  old  woman  in  her  strong 
young  arms,  and  kissed  her  lovingly  on 
both  cheeks. 

Madame  Bobineau  gave  a little  gasp 
when  released,  and  looked  yet  more  attent- 
ively at  her  visitor. 

“You  look  much  older  than  I expected,” 
she  said,  in  a cold  voice.  “How  old  are 
you  ?” 

“ I am  just  eighteen.” 

“Can  it  be  true?  Berthold’s  child 
eighteen ! How  time  runs  on !” 

“You  knew  my  father,  cousin,  did  you 
not  ?” 

“Yes — ” Madame  Bobineau  checked 
herself.  “ Sit  down,  child.  I do  not  mean 
unkindly,  Marie,  but  it  is  better  to  begin 
as  we  are  to  go  on.  You  can  call  me  ma- 
dame,  or  Madame  Bobineau.  I dare  say 
the  sisters  told  you  that  you  were  coming 
here  to  help  in  my  shop.”  Marie  bent  her 
head.  “Well,  then,  you  are  to  be  my  as- 
sistant, not  my  relative,  remember  — it 
sounds  better  in  business.”  She  gave  an 
uneasy  smile,  and  the  girl  thought  she 
looked  less  friendly. 

“ I am  afraid  you  will  find  me  very  ig- 
norant, ” Marie  said,  timidly.  ‘ ‘ I can  em- 
broider, but  I can  not  do  much  else;  but  I 
will  try,  madame,”  she  added,  earnestly. 

“Yes,  yes,  of  course,”  said  the  old  wo- 
man. “Are  you  hungry?  Come  this 
way,  and  eat  something.” 

They  went  again  into  the  dark  passage, 
then  down  some  steps  and  across  a bit  of 
yard  to  a kitchen.  Here  the  cloth  was 
laid  for  two  on  a round  table ; a hideous 
old  woman,  with  a throat  that  Marie  could 
not  bear  to  look  at,  took  the  cover  off  a 
little  soup  tureen,  and  also  from  a dish  of 
veal  and  macaroni. 

“Madame  will  find  the  tart  on  the 
shelf,”  she  said,  and  she  went  away. 

Marie  was  very  hungry  after  her  jour- 
ney. Madame  Bobineau  took  a little  soup, 
and  then  a few  mouthfuls  of  the  ragout; 
but  as  she  watched  her  visitor  eat.  her  face 
grew  longer  and  her  eyes  hard  and  eager. 

“She  eats  like  a wolf.  Will  this  hap- 
pen every  day  ?”  she  said  to  herself.  Then, 
after  a pause  of  silent  watching,  “ It  shall 
not;  young  animals  never  know  when 
they  have  had  enough.  Already  she  has 
eaten  a plateful  of  soup  and  two  helps  of 
meat.  It  is  too  much.  Her  services  will 
not  be  worth  much  till  she  has  been  some 
time  with  me ; she  is  sure  to  make  mis- 
takes with  the  customers.  She  looks  strong- 


willed  ; she  must  not  be  allowed  to  get 
her  head.  Poor  Bobineau  used  to  say, 

‘ Keep  young  girls  under,  and  they  will 
never  know  that  they  have  wills  or  fan- 
cies.’ He  always  said  luxury  was  bad  for 
the  young.  Ah!  he  was  wise.” 

In  old  Bobineau’s  lifetime  his  wife  had 
groaned  under  his  miserly  despotism;  but 
ever  since  he  had  freed  her  by  his  death 
she  had  quoted  his  opinions,  and  tried  to 
act  them  out,  utterly  unmindful  of  her 
own  suffering  under  his  suspicion  and 
niggard  ways.  This  was  the  first  time 
that  she  had  been  able  to  put  herself  en- 
tirely in  Bobineau’s  place.  She  had  had 
assistants,  but  these  had  been  girls  with 
homes  of  their  own;  they  came  in  the 
morning  and  went  away  at  night,  and 
they  brought  their  dinner  with  them. 
The  old  woman  who  cleaned  the  house 
only  came  for  half  a day,  and  was  quite 
independent  of  Madame  Bobineau. 

As  she  sat  blinking  her  narrow  eyes  at 
the  fresh  young  creature  who  had  brought 
a touch  of  summer  into  the  sunless  room, 
Madame  Bobineau  groaned. 

“I  have  been  overgenerous  to  have  her 
here,”  she  thought.  “I  believe  from 
what  those  sisters  wrote  of  the  girl  that 
they  would  have  kept  her,  fed  her,  and 
clothed  her  as  long  as  she  chose  to  stay. 
Well,  as  I have  been  a fool  once,  I must 
be  as  wise  as  I can  to  make  up  for  it.  ” She 
took  a small  box  from  her  pocket,  and  from 
it  a huge  pinch  of  snuff. 

Just  at  this  point  Marie  left  off  eating, 
and  helped  herself  to  a draught  of  water 
from  the  carafe  on  the  table. 

“You  do  not  seem  hungry,  cousin,” 
she  said.  “You  make  me  ashamed  to 
eat  so  much ; but  I was  so  very  hungry.” 

Madame  Bobineau  smiled  grimly. 
“There  is  a tart.”  She  looked  at  the 
shelf  behind  the  door.  She  hoped  Marie 
would  refuse  this  luxury;  at  any  rate 
she  would  not  tempt  her  through  her 
eyes  by  setting  it  before  her. 

“Thank  you.”  Marie  rose  up  to  get 
the  tart.  “You  are  very  kind.” 

She  could  easily  have  finished  the  small 
dish  of  meat,  and  this  slice  of  flat  plum 
tart  did  not  look  satisfying.  She  cut  it 
in  two,  and  offered  a portion  to  Madame 
Bobineau. 

Her  cousin  shook  her  head  and  pressed 
her  lips  closely  together.  “I  have  dined : 
soup  and  meat  make  a dinner  fit  for  a 
countess,”  she  said,  coldly,  and  she  folded 
her  shrivelled  hands  in  patient  resigna- 
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tion  at  the  time  consumed  over  such  a 
worthless  employment  as  eating. 

“ It  is  excellent,”  said  Marie.  She  was 
accustomed  to  liberal  fare,  and  she  helped 
herself  to  the  remainder. 

Madame  Bobineau  chafed  inwardly, 
but  she  had  learned  to  control  any  show 
of  feeling. 

“When  you  have  quite  finished,”  she 
said,  with  an  emphasis  that  made  Marie 
redden  as  she  swallowed  the  last  mouthful 
of  pastry,  “ I will  tell  you  what  your  duties 
are.” 

Marie  jumped  up  briskly.  “Shall  I 
clear  this  away  first  ?”  she  said. 

“By  no  means;  leave  it.  I wish  you 
to  understand  that  you  come  into  this 
kitchen  only  three  times  a day,  for  your 
meals.  You  will  spend  the  rest  of  the 
day  in  the  shop  or  in  my  parlor.  ” 

“ Where  am  I to  sleep,  madame  ?”  the 
girl  said. 

Her  dinner  had  given  her  courage,  and 
her  cheerful  tone  irritated  Madame  Bobi- 
neau : she  could  not  understand  the  fear- 
lessness begot  by  sympathetic  treatment. 

“I  will  show  you,  later,”  she  said. 

‘ ‘ There  is  no  room  for  you  here ; my  rooms 
are  let  to  lodgers.  I have  taken  a room 
for  you  close  by.  Now  come.” 

She  led  the  way  back  to  her  parlor,  and 
telling  Marie  to  leave  her  hat  there,  she 
went  into  the  shop,  and  drew  back  the  bolt 
on  the  street  door.  She  then  began  to 
teach  Marie  her  duties.  She  showed  her 
the  places  of  the  gloves  in  their  boxes  be- 
low and  behind  the  counter,  told  her  how 
to  find  the  sizes  and  the  prices,  and  also 
gave  her  instructions  relating  to  the  em- 
broideries and  the  other  articles  she  had 
for  sale. 

Marie  listened  attentively.  So  far,  her 
work  seemed  easy  enough,  and  she  began 
to  think  it  would  be  amusing  to  see  so 
many  different  people  in  the  course  of  a 
day,  for  Madame  !^bineau  told  her  that 
sometimes  she  had  as  many  as  six  custom- 
ers at  once  in  her  shop.  Presently  she 
took  Marie's  hand  and  held  it  in  her  skin- 
ny fingers. 

“Yes”— she  looked  carefully  at  the 
plump  hand — “ it  is  not  a bad  hand ; it  will 
do;  though  sunburned,  it  has  not  done 
rough  work,  I see.  So  much  the  better. 
To  begin  with,  I will  show  you  how  to  put 
on  your  gloves.” 

Marie  grew  rosy  to  the  wavy  curls  on 
her  forehead. 

“ I have  not  any  gloves,”  she  said,  in  a 
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mortified  voice;  “we  never  wore  them  at 
the  convent.” 

“That  does  not  matter,”  Madame  Bobi- 
neau said,  coldly.  “What  you  have  to 
learn  is  how  to  fit  them  on  my  custom- 
ers.” She  gave  another  look  at  Marie's 
hand,  then  reaching  a box  down  from 
one  of  the  shelves,  she  took  out  a dull 
pair  of  slate-colored  gloves,  spotted  in  two 
or  three  places  with  mildew. 

“These  will  do,”  she  said.  “Now  ob- 
serve how  I fit  you.” 

Marie  stood  wondering  while  the  glove 
was  being  fitted.  It  seemed  to  her  that 
Madame  Bobineau  was  wasting  so  much 
time  and  trouble,  and  when  she  took  from 
the  counter  a pretty  little  steel  hook,  and 
buttoned  every  one  of  the  four  button- 
holes, she  wondered  still  more,  while  her 
round  firm  wrist  ached  at  the  squeezing  to 
which  it  was  subjected. 

“There” — madame  smiled  with  her  sat- 
isfaction— “if  it  had  been  made  for  your 
hand,  that  glove  could  not  have  fitted  bet- 
ter. Yes,  yes” — she  put  her  head  on  one 
side,  nearly  closing  her  narrow  eyes — “I 
know  by  looking,  but  you  must  be  content 
to  measure  until  your  eye  has  got  prac- 
ticed. Now,  watch  me  carefully  measure 
— so” — she  took  the  fellow-glove  from  the 
counter  and  measured  it  across  Marie’s 
knuckles — “and  so,”  as  she  tried  it  from 
the  thumb- tip  to  the  point  of  the  fore- 
finger. “Let  me  see  you  do  that,”  she 
said,  gravely. 

Marie  began  to  laugh ; she  thought  such 
child’s  play  as  this  could  not  have  an  ear- 
nest meaning,  but  she  measured  the  glove 
very  exactly,  and,  as  Madame  Bobineau 
saw,  with  a simple  grace  of  manner  that 
was  very  attractive. 

“ There  is  nothing  to  laugh  about.”  She 
gave  a dry  cough.  “In  business  you  must 
smile  and  look  pleasant,  but  you  must 
never  laugh  at  a customer : laughing  would 
be  quite  out  of  place;  it  might  give  grave 
offense.  I think  I have  told  you  all  that 
is  necessary.  You  have  only  to  select,  mea- 
sure, and  then  try  on  the  gloves;  if  they 
seem  a little  small,  here  are  stretchers  and 
here  is  powder ;”  she  stopped  and  illustrated 
her  meaning  with  the  help  of  one  of  the 
spotted  gloves.  “You  are  to  do  exactly  as 
you  have  seen  me  do — exactly,”  she  added, 
severely,  ‘ * let  the  customers  be  whom  they 
will;  and  above  all,  make  no  mistake  in 
the  price.” 

“I  am  to  do  to  strangers  all  those 
things  ?”  Marie  said,  slowly,  with  a sur- 
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prised  stare;  and  then  the  absurdity  over- 
came her  shyness,  and  she  laughed  out 
merrily. 

Chut !”  said  Madame  Bobineau.  “I 
tell  you  I can  not  allow  you  to  laugh  in 
the  shop.  See,  now.  The  best  way  is  for 
you  to  begin  at  once : go  behind  the  coun- 
ter and  fit  me  on  this  glove,  or  take  off 
the  one  on  your  hand;  it  will  go  on  mine 
easier.” 

Marie  obeyed  in  silence ; but  she  found 
that  glove-fitting  was  not  so  easy  as  it 
looked ; the  color  flew  into  her  face,  and 
slie  panted  a good  deal  before  she  succeed- 
ed ill  drawing  the  glove  over  madame’s 
bony  knuckles.  She  was  too  rough  here, 
or  too  gentle  there,  and  the  old  woman 
said,  “You  must  begin  all  over  again.” 

The  third  attempt  was  pronounced  bet- 
ter, and  Marie  hoped  that  her  probation 
was  over,  and  that  she  should  be  allowed 
to  get  cool  again. 

“Here  comes  a customer,”  said  Madame 
Bobineau;  and  she  seated  herself  behind 
the  opposite  counter. 

The  shop  door  opened  slowly,  and  in 
came  a tall,  gray-haired  woman,  with  a 
long,  inquisitive  nose,  and  lips  that  show- 
ed her  gums  when  she  smiled.  She  was 
so  simply  dressed  that  Marie  thought  she 
could  not  possibly  care  about  the  fit  of 
her  gloves. 

“Good-day,  neighbor,”  she  said;  and 
then  she  looked  at  Marie.  “I  came  to 
tell  you  that  there  is  a sale  of  needle- work 
at  Thun  next  week.  You  might  pick  up 
bargains.”  As  she  spoke  she  went  close 
up  to  Madame  Bobineau.  You  have  got 
a new  assistant?”  she  said,  in  a low  voice. 

Madame  Bobineau  shook  her  head.  “I 
have  no  money  to  buy  bargains  with,  Ma- 
dame Riesen.  I have  to  feed  and  clothe 
the  fatherless.”  She  turned  up  her  eyes, 
and  drew  down  the  corners  of  her  mouth. 
“Yes,”  she  went  on,  so  that  Marie  could 
hear,  “ that  is  the  orphan  daughter  of  my 
cousin  Berthold  Peyrolles,  and  I am  the 
only  relative  she  has  in  the  world.” 

“And  she  has  come  to  help  you,”  said 
Madame  Riesen.  “Ah!  I like  to  hear 
that.  It  will  be  pleasant  for  you  to  have 
something  young  about  you  ;”  and  Ma- 
dame Riesen  giggled,  and  put  up  her  hand 
as  if  she  thought  the  movement  would 
prevent  Marie  from  hearing.  “She  will 
be  a good  show  card — ha!  ha!  neighbor.” 
And  taking  away  her  hand,  she  giggled 
unrestrainedly. 

Madame  Bobineau  looked  stolid.  ^ ^ Come 


in  and  tell  me  about  these  bargains;”  and 
she  led  the  way  into  her  den.  Then  when 
the  door  was  shut,  and  she  had  tucked  up 
the  curtain  over  the  little  glass  window 
that  looked  into  the  shop,  so  that  she  might 
keep  an  eye  on  Marie,  she  turned  a wrath- 
ful face  on  her  visitor.  “For  the  love  of 
Heaven,”  she  said,  in  a low  voice,  “be 
more  careful.  Is  it  not  enough  that  the 
child  has  a taking  face  and  taking  ways, 
but  you  should  come  and  put  into  her 
head  what  will,  I fear,  be  a burden  to  me  ? 
When  I first  saw  her  I was  minded  to 
send  her  back  at  once  to  her  convent ; and 
then” — she  turned  up  her  eyes — “I  felt 
that  I had  promised  to  be  as  a mother  to 
the  orphan,  and  that  I could  not  go  back 
from  my  word.” 

“ Why  should  you  ?”  Madame  Riesen 
patted  her  on  the  shoulder,  but  her  mis- 
chievous smile  showed  her  gums  almost 
to  the  last  tooth  in  her  head.  “She  is 
pleasant -looking  and  attractive,  but  she 
is  not  beautiful  — not,  for  instance,  like 
our  friend  at  the  Beauregard — and  no- 
thing can  happen  in  the  shop  without 
your  knowledge.”  She  gave  a sly  look  at 
the  tucked-up  curtain.  “ You  have  only 
to  keep  her  out  of  the  way  of  your  lodgers 
— ah ! that  may  be  less  easy.” 

Madame  Bobineau  looked  yellower  than 
ever.  She  always  ranked  her  chattering 
townswoman  a fool,  and  to  be  instructed 
by  her  'was  intolerable;  at  the  same  time 
the  glover  prided  herself  on  giving  offense 
to  no  one.  She  pressed  her  colorless  lips 
still  closer,  and  bent  her  head  with  a re- 
assuring smile. 

‘ ‘ There  is  no  fear  on  that  score.  I have 
no  room  to  give  Marie  in  this  house. 
Monsieur  Loigerot  has  both  rooms  on 
the  first  floor.  Monsieur  Engemann  has 
the  second  floor  front;  the  room  behind 
that  is  not  furnished,  and  one  of  the  upper 
rooms  I let  to  a student.” 

“ But  you  have  a floor  above  ?”  Madame 
Riesen  looked  inquisitive. 

“That  is  not  mine;  it  belongs,  with  the 
grenier  over  it,  to  my  landlord.  My  stair- 
case only  goes  to  the  third  story.” 

Madame  Riesen  clapped  her  hands. 

“Well,  to  be  sure !” — she  gave  a sigh  of 
relief.  * ‘ How  often  have  I wondered  and 
asked  Riesen  to  tell  me  what  you  could 
I)ossibly  do  with  so  large  a house ! and  I 
knew  that  you  had  only  three  lodgers.” 

“How  kind  you  are!”  Madame  Bo- 
bineau’s  smile  was  very  grim.  “I  did  not 
flatter  myself  you  thought  so  much  about 
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me.  Well,  you  know  now,  and  you  see 
that  I have  not  a room  for  Marie,  even  if 
it  were  fitting  to  introduce  a girl  into  a 
house  occupied  by  single  men.  I have 
taken  a lodging  for  her. 

“Where  is  that  said  Madame  Riesen. 

“Not  far  off.”  She  spoke  carelessly. 
There  was  no  occasion  to  let  this  inquisi- 
tive gossip  know  that  she  had  got  a miser- 
able garret  room  for  Marie  from  a poor  man 
in  a back  street.  She  had  lent  this  man 
money  at  a high  rate  of  interest,  and  some 
of  the  loan  remained  unpaid ; it  had  seem- 
ed to  her  a golden  opportunity  to  place 
her  prot4g4e  without  the  need  of  paying 
rent. 

“That  is  thoughtful.  Well,  I hope  all 
will  go  right,  and  that  you  will  be  reward- 
ed for  your  generosity.”  Madame  Riesen 
felt  that  she  could  ask  no  more  questions. 
“If  she  does  encourage  young  men,”  she 
said,  laughing,  “you  can  not  find  fault. 
I wager  that  there  will  be  a run  on  the 
Red  Glove  when  it  becomes  known  that 
there  is  a handsome  girl  behind  the  coun- 
ter. I congratulate  you,  neighbor;  but 
you’ll  have  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  shop. 
Why” — ^she  gave  a start  as  she  looked  at 
the  clock  on  a little  marble  shelf  on  one 
side  of  the  room — “mon  Dieu!  how  late! 
I must  say  good-day — ahl  but  perhaps 
your  clock  is  fast” — she  shook  hands — “I 
have  heard  Jules  say  that  you  regulate  it 
yourself.” 

“ It  keeps  the  time  of  the  big  clock  on 
the  tower,”  said  Madame  Bobineau— her 
face  still  wore  the  same  mask  of  indiffer- 
ence— “and  I believe  Madame  Carouge’s 
keeps  the  same  time.” 

Madame  Riesen  was  on  her  way  to  the 
door;  she  stopped  and  turned  round. 

“ Ah ! that  beautiful  Madame  Carouge, 
is  it  not  wonderfuj  to  see  her  taste  ? Be- 
fore she  came  to  the  place,  I have  heard 
Jules  say,  the  hotel  was  a desert,  and 
now  when  you  go  in  there  are  flowers, 
tropical  plants,  a fountain— ah ! one  might 
fancy  one’s  self  in  Paris.” 

“Your  husband  is  very  fond  of  Paris, 
I believe,”  said  the  old  woman,  dryly. 

Madame  Riesen  was  quick  at  making 
discoveries,  but  she  was  not  sensitive. 

“ It  gives  me  pleasure,”  she  said,  “ even 
to  look  at  that  beautiful  woman ; and  only 
think,  we  are  going  to  have  her  all  to  bur- 
selves  on  Sunday.” 

“What  is  going  to  happen?”  said  Ma- 
dame Bobineau,  taking  a pinch  of  snuff. 

“We  have  asked  her  to  go  with  us  to 


Thun.  Jules  says  we  shall  spend  the  aft- 
ernoon on  the  lake.  It  will  be  heavenly. 
Jules  has  asked  some  one  else — Monsieur 
Engemann,  I fancy.” 

“Ah?” 

A checked  inquiry  shone  for  an  instant 
in  the  narrow  eyes  of  Madame  Bobineau. 

“Yes” — her  visitor  gave  an  irritating 
little  giggle — “are  they  not  a handsome 
pair?  Made  for  one  ahother,  I say;  but 
Jules  thinks  Monsieur  Rudolf  too  young, 
and  he  says  our  beautiful  widow  might  do 
better.” 

“ Keep  as  she  is,  perhaps.” 

This  time  Madame  Riesen  did  wince  a 
little  at  the  dry  voice.  She  nodded  and 
went  out. 

The  old  woman  glanced  like  a spider 
through  her  spy-hole ; then  she  smoothed 
her  apron  with  her  withered  hands. 

“Chattering  fool,”  she  said.  “You 
came  to  pick  up  my  secrets,  but  you  leave 
behind  more  than  you  take  away.”  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  took  a long  pinch  of  snuff, 
and  nodded  her  head.  ‘ ‘ I had  not  thought 
it  had  gone  so  far  between  the  widow  and 
my  lodger.” 


CHAPTER  m. 

AT  THE  HOTEL  BEAUREOARD. 

Madame  Carouge  had  been  sitting  still, 
with  an  expectant  look  on  her  face,  for 
more  than  half  an  hour.  Occasionally 
her  eyes  had  turned  from  the  clock  on  the 
mantel-shelf  to  the  large  staircase.  She 
could  see  this  between  the  fronds  of  palms 
and  ferns  that  almost  hid  the  glass  front 
of  her  room,  and  gave  a plea.sant  aspect  to 
the  inner  hall  of  the  Hotel  Beauregard. 

Madame  Carouge’s  eyes  were  very  hand- 
some eyes,  large  and  dark,  with  drooping 
dark  lashes;  the  broad  dark  eyebrows 
might  have  been  thought  heavy  on  any 
one  else — on  this  ripe  nectarine-hued  skin 
they  were  perfect ; but,  indeed,  when  one 
had  gazed  fully  at  Madame  Carouge’s 
faultless  figure  and  superb  face,  one  only 
thought  of  her  eyes  and  of  her  lovely 
mouth,  its  upper  lip  like  the  crumpled 
leaf  of  a damask  rose.  Perhaps  the  admi- 
ration she  invariably  created  could  hard- 
ly stay  to  dwell  on  detail.  One  brought 
away  from  her  a vision  of  jewel-like  brill- 
iance and  velvet  softness.  She  moved 
with  perfect  grace,  but  looked  perhaps  a 
little  proud ; yet  in  a woman  whose  head 
was  so  divinely  placed,  and  who  walked 
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as  if  the  world  belonged  to  her,  one  ex- 
pected a little  extra  dignity.  And  then 
the  mystery  in  which  she  had  lived  (for 
Monsieur  Carouge,  till  he  died,  had  kept 
her  in  his  country  cottage  beyond  the 
Enge)  had  doubtless  increased  the  reserve 
that  now  characterized  her.  Carouge  had 
been  dead  more  than  a year,  and  yet  the 
beautiful  widow  was  little  known  in  Berne. 
She  kept  herself  apart,  and  had  little  inter- 
course with  her  customers;  they  did  their 
business  with  the  head  waiter,  Moritz,  the 
man  with  sunken  cheeks  and  a hectic  col- 
or, who  presided  over  the  bureau  on  the 
right  of  the  door  as  you  entered. 

Madame  Carouge’s  room  was  farther 
on,  on  the  same  side,  and  communicating 
by  a door  with  the  bui'eau  aforesaid,  but 
it  had  its  special  entrance  round  the  cor- 
ner, so  as  to  face  both  the  staircase  leading 
to  the  salle  A manger  upstairs,  and  the 
inner  hall,  which  looked  very  pleasant  on 
this  warm  evening,  with  its  tiny  fountain 
screened  by  the  surrounding  foliage. 

A slight  frown  drew  the  heavy  eye- 
brows together,  and  Madame  Carouge’s 
beautiful  bosom  rose  and  fell  witli  impa- 
tience. Next  moment  she  smiled,  and  her 
smile  was  what  the  clockmaker.  Monsieur 
Riesen,  in  the  com  market,  called  “ador- 
able”; then  one  saw  how  sweet  her  eyes 
were,  and  how  exquisite  the  curves  of  her 
perfect  lips.  She  rose  up  and  shook  out 
the  folds  of  her  trailing  black  silk  gown 
as  she  moved  like  a queen  to  a bird-cage 
hanging  against  the  glass  front  of  the  lit- 
tle room. 

“ Ch4ri!”  she  said,  and  placing  a bit  of 
sugar  between  her  full  red  lips,  she  olfer- 
ed  it  to  the  little  golden  bird  in  the  cage. 
As  she  bent  her  head  you  saw  how  round 
and  firm  was  her  throat  in  the  rufif  of  black 
lace  that  set  off  its  rich  brown  tint.  You 
felt  instinctively  how  warm  a tide  flowed 
beneath  this  golden  brown  skin,  and  just 
now,  as  a ti'ead  sounded  on  the  stairs,  it 
revealed  itself  in  the  flush  on  her  cheek 
and  the  added  glow  in  her  dark  eyes. 

Ch6ri  took  the  sugar,  but  his  mistress’s 
lips  lingered  beside  the  wires.  Could  she 
be  trying  to  hide  the  blush  which  she  felt 
on  her  cheeks  ? 

She  listened.  The  steps  came  down  to 
the  mat  at  the  foot  of  the  staii*s.  In  the 
pause  that  followed,  her  heart  throbbed  so 
strongly  that  instinctively,  and  as  it  were 
to  calm  it,  she  put  one  hand  on  her  bosom — 
not  a small  hand,  but  one  proportioned  to 
her  tall,  well-developed  figure,  with  round, 


long,  tapering  fingers,  a lovely  dimple  at 
the  root  of  each.  As  the  fellow-hand  hung 
down  beside  her  it  showed  a rosy  cushion- 
ed palm  that  would  have  gladdened  the 
eyes  of  a hand-reader.  This  hand  con- 
tracted nervously  as  the  steps  moved  on, 
not  down  the  passage  to  the  street,  but  left- 
ward to  her  room.  And  now  she  could 
see  between  the  palm  leaves  the  tall  figure 
of  Monsieur  Rudolf  Engemann.  In  an- 
other moment  he  was  at  her  door,  which 
stood  open;  but  he  did  not  come  in. 

“ Good  - evening,  madame,”  he  said. 
“ What  delightful  weather— is  it  not  ?” 

The  smile  of  Madame  Carouge  was 
beautiful  at  that  moment.  She  looked 
radiant  with  happiness;  and  as  she  fixed 
her  eyes  on  the  young  man,  he  thought 
he  had  never  seen  so  handsome  a woman. 

“Will  you  not  come  in  ?”  she  said. 

The  tall,  broad-shouldered  young  Swiss 
bent  his  fair  head,  and  came  into  the  pret- 
ty little  room. 

He  was  not  a stranger  there,  for  he  walk- 
ed up  at  once  to  the  bird-cage  hanging  in 
a group  of  ferns  and  flowers. 

“How  are  you,  my  friend  Ch4ri,  eh  I” 
he  said. 

The  bird  put  his  head  on  one  side  and 
looked  inquisitively  out  of  his  sharp  black 
eyes  at  the  friendly  blue  ones  bent  on  him. 

“Aha,  my  friend,”  said  Monsieur  Ru- 
dolf, “ I often  hear  you  as  I go  upstairs; 
you  let  us  all  know  that  you  can  sing.” 

All  this  while  madame’s  eyes  had  been 
fixed  on  him,  and  now  as  he  suddenly 
looked  up  she  did  not  turn  away.  “Can 
you  really  hear  him  ?”  she  smiled  up  at 
her  tall  visitor.  “I  have  to  give  you  a 
message,  monsieur,”  she  said. 

He  bent  his  head;  he  wondered,  while 
he  listened  to  her  pleasant  voice,  mellow 
as  her  complexion,  if  any  woman  ever 
stood  so  gracefully  before.  Her  exquisite 
figure,  spite  of  its  rich  womanly  develop- 
ment, was  full  of  the  long  curving  lines 
that  so  rejoice  an  artist.  But  then  every- 
thing was  harmonious  in  Madame  Ca- 
rouge, from  the  soft  grace  of  her  move- 
ments to  the  downward  sweep  of  her  long 
eyelashes,  as  she  began  to  speak. 

“ Monsieur  Riesen,  our  good  neighbor — 
I think  you  know  Monsieur  Riesen”  (the 
young  Swiss  nodded) — “has  asked  me  to 
go  with  him  and  his  wife  to  spend  a Sun- 
day at  Thun.  We  are,  I believe,  to  spend 
most  of  our  time  on  the  lake.  He  says 
the  boat  will  hold  four.  Will  you  conde- 
scend to  be  of  the  party  ?”  She  raised  her 
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eyes,  and  as  she  met  Monsieur  Rudolfs 
admiring  gaze  she  blushed  ever  so  little. 

“Thank  you  so  very  muchl”  he  said, 
impulsively.  “I  know  I owe  this  invita- 
tion to  your  kindness.” 

Madame  Carouge  looked  unmoved. 
“Ah,  no,  monsieur,”  she  smiled;  “I  de- 
serve no  more  thanks  than  the  postman 
who  brings  you  a letter.  I have  only  giv- 
en you  a message  from  Monsieur  Riesen. 
He  will  be  so  pleased  if  I may  say  that  you 
accept  for  next  Sunday.” 

“I  have  much  pleasure  in  accepting 
such  a kind  offer,”  he  said;  and  then  he 
saw  Moritz,  the  waiter,  at  the  door,  and 
there  seemed  no  excuse  for  lingering. 
“Au  revoir,  madame.”  He  bowed,  and 
was  going. 

“You  can  come  to  me  presently,”  Ma- 
dame Carouge  said  to  Moritz.  Then  to 
Engemann:  “We  have  not  fixed  any 
time,  monsieur;  that,  I believe.  Monsieur 
Riesen  will  decide.  I think  we  are  to 
start  soon  after  noon,  but  whenever  we  go. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  Riesen  are  to  break- 
fast with  me,  and  if  you  will  do  me  that 
honor—” 

She  paused ; her  timid,  uncertain  man- 
ner made  a curious  contrast  with  her  atti- 
tude, full  of  dignity  and  repose. 

Engemann  bowed  low.  ‘ ‘ You  are  very 
kind,”  he  said.  “It  will  give  me  much 
pleasure  to  join  you.  I suppose  Thun  is 
an  old  story  to  you.” 

“I  have  been  there”— she  looked  grave 
—“but  I have  not  been  on  the  lake.  I 
have  never  in  my  life  had  such  a plea- 
sure.” 

It  seemed  to  Monsieur  Engemann,  as  he 
watched  her  animated  face,  that  some- 
thing very  like  a tear  glistened  in  her  eyes. 

“Your  presence,”  he  said,  in  a low 
voice,  “ will  give  the  day  a charm  it  could 
not  otherwise  possess.”  A sudden  kin- 
dling in  her  eyes  made  him  remember  that 
Moritz  was  waiting  to  see  his  mistress. 
“I  must  not  detain  you,”  he  said. 

The  change  in  his  tone  seemed  to  rouse 
Madame  Carouge  out  of  a di’eam.  She  had 
leaned  forward  a little,  while  her  eyes  and 
her  slightly  parted  lips  had  been  drinking 
in  the  expression  that  had  gone  with  his 
words.  Now  she  stood  erect,  and  her  bow, 
as  she  said  “ Grood-evening,”  might  have 
been  addressed  to  any  ordinary  visitor. 
Monsieur  Engemann  pushed  past  the  bow- 
er of  leaves  that  circled  the  fountain,  and 
then  along  the  passage  that  led  to  the  en- 
trance. 


Here  he  saw  Moritz,  the  waiter,  stand- 
ing with  his  head  bent  on  one  side,  listen- 
ing with  deep  attention  and  hardly  con- 
cealed amusement.  The  short,  burly  fig- 
ure of  Captain  Loigerot  stood  on  the  mat, 
talking  with  much  emphasis. 

“You  must  really  look  to  it,  Moritz,” 
the  captain  was  saying.  ‘ ‘ When  I wish  to 
give  a friend  a bottle  of  Liebfrauen  Milch, 

I mean  to  have  it ; it  will  not  do  to  give  me 
Diedesheimer,  and  to  charge  me  twice  its 
value.” 

“Moritz,”  said  Monsieur  Engemann, 

“ Madame  Carouge  is  waiting  for  you.” 

The  waiter  bowed  his  thanks  to  the 
right,  and  his  excuses  to  the  left.  ‘ ‘ Pardon 
me,  monsieur,”  he  said;  “it  shall  be  seen 
to,”andhe  hurried  back  to  theglass-fronted 
parlor. 

Captain  Loigerot’s  voice  had  been  de- 
cided, and  his  gesture  earnest;  but  when 
Engemann  looked  at  his  fleshy,  high-col- 
ored face  he  saw  a smile  on  it  of  the  most 
placid  kind.  This  expression  broadened 
into  actual  pleasure  at  the  sight  of  Rudolf 
Engemann. 

“Let  us  walk  home  together,”  he  said, 
“ if  you  are  going  that  way;  if  not,  I will 
go  yours.” 

“I  am  going  home,”  Rudolf  said,  but 
he  did  not  seem  delighted  at  the  prospect 
of  a companion.  Just  then  he  wanted 
solitude,  in  which  he  could  think  of  Ma- 
dame Carouge’s  eyes,  and  of  all  that  they 
told  him. 

All  ? Ashe  walked  on  in  silence  by  the 
side  of  his  short,  round-faced  companion, 
who  rolled  along  the  sti'eet  like  a plaster 
mandarin.  Monsieur  Engemann  began  to 
feel  that  there  was  something  he  did  not 
understand  in  the  glances  of  the  beautiful 
widow — beautiful  was  a poor  word  for  her 
seductive  charm.  It  seemed  to  him,  too, 
that  he  had  not  thanked  her  nearly 
enough  for  her  goodness — well,  he  would 
mend  that  fault  to-morrow.  But  it  was 
wonderful  that  such  a woman  could  care 
for  his  friendship.  He  felt  unusual  im- 
patience to  see  her  again. 

“ — Eh,  don’t  you  think  so,  my  friend?” 
the  captain  was  saying. 

“ I beg  your  pardon.” 

Engemann  looked  round;  he  felt  as  if 
he  had  waked  up  from  a glowing  dream. 
On  each  side  of  the  street  were  tall  houses, 
arcaded  along  the  lower  story,  and  he  and 
the  captain  were  just  passing  the  quaint 
Clock  Tower,  which,  with  its  pointed  red- 
tiled  cap  and  little  magical  figures,  seemed 
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like  an  old  necromancer  presiding  over 
the  destiny  of  the  city.  Eight  o’clock  was 
just  going  to  strike,  and  a group  of  people 
stood  open-mouthed,  watching  to  see  the 
little  bears  come  out,  and  the  toy  Duke  of 
Zahringen  strike  the  hour. 

The  ox-captain’s  eyes  twinkled. 

“ I was  saying  how  handsome  our  host- 
ess is.  You  aiH3  a lucky  young  fellow, 
Engemann,  if  I may  say  so.” 

Rudolf  laughed  uneasily.  “You  can 
say  what  you  please,  my  good  friend.  I 
have  been  boarding  at  the  Beauregard 
these  three  months  past ; Madame  Ca- 
rouge  is  not  an  acquaintance  of  yester- 
day.” 

Again  the  stout  man’s  eyes  twinkled, 
and  he  twirled  his  mustache  as  if  he 
thought  by  that  means  to  hide  a smile. 

“What  a thing  it  is  to  be  young” — he 
broke  into  a hearty  laugh — “and” — ^he 
recovered  himself,  and  looked  at  Rudolf 
from  head  to  foot — “and  other  things. 
I have  been  en  pension  at  the  hotel  for 
more  than  six  months,  I was  a friend  of 
our  fair  hostess’s  husband,  and  yet  she 
rarely  gives  me  a crumb  of  notice,  or  a 
chance  of  looking  at  her — eh,  eh  I” — here 
he  winked,  and  Rudolf  felt  irritable  again. 
“ I never  receive  a message  during  dinner 
to  say  that  madame  wishes  to  see  me  in 
her  bureau  as  soon  as  I have  dined.  Ah ! 
you  are  indeed  a lucky  fellow.” 

For  a minute  or  two  Rudolf  looked  an- 
noyed ; then  he  too  laughed. 

“You  do  me  much  honor,  captain. 
Madame  Carouge  had  a message  for  me 
from  Monsieur  Riesen,  the  clockmaker. 
He  is  always  telling  me  I want  change, 
and  he  offers  me  a place  in  his  boat  the 
next  time  he  goes  to  Thun — that  is  all.” 

“ All  ?”  the  captain  laughed  till  he  act- 
ually rolled  from  one  side  of  the  pave- 
ment to  the  other ; then  he  took  out  a huge 
red  silk  handkerchief  and  wiped  his  eyes. 
* ‘ I ask  pardon,  ” he  said,  ‘ ‘ I had  thought 
you  were — what  shall  I say  ? — too  young  ? 
— in  short,  that  you  might  stand  in  the  way 
of  your  own  good  fortune  by  not  being 
aware  of  your  advantages.  I see  I was 
mistaken.”  He  nodded  with  a very  satis- 
fied look,  and  walked  on  in  silence. 

Engemann  felt  nettled,  but  he  was  puz- 
zled how  to  answer.  He  could  not  deny 
his  admiration  for  Madame  Carouge,  and 
yet,  if  he  confessed  it,  there  was  no  know- 
ing what  use  the  captain  might  make  of 
his  avowal.  Perhaps  he  had  been  too 
shy,  and  yet  he  did  not  feel  that  he  was  to 


blame ; he  shrank  from  being  hurried  into 
words  which  might  pledge  him  to  any- 
thing definite. 

They  had  been  walking  for  the  last  few 
minutes  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  for  it 
had  grown  dark  under  the  arcades,  except 
where  a shop  was  brightly  lighted;  now 
they  passed  a gray-green  fountain.  On 
it  was  the  colored  figure  of  a knight  with 
his  lance,  standing  on  a fluted  column. 

Suddenly  the  captain  broke  but  with: 
* * I saw  such  a pi*etty  girl — a stranger  in 
Berne— near  the  station  this  morning  1” 

“Ah,”  said  Engemann,  without  inter- 
est. He  had  not  much  opinion  of  the  cap- 
tain’s taste  in  beauty. 

Loigerot  had  decided  not  to  tell  Enge- 
mann, or  any  of  the  Bernese  young  fellows 
who  frequented  the  Beauregard,  of  his  ad- 
venture with  the  girl ; but  after  what  he 
had  seen  to-day,  with  regard  to  Madame 
Carouge,  ho  felt  there  could  be  no  risk  in 
telling  Rudolf.  There  were  two  things 
absolutely  necessary  to  Monsieur  Loige- 
rot: he  must  have  a companion;  and  if 
he  had  anything  to  tell,  he  must  have  a 
confidant. 

Tliey  were  now  close  to  the  Stork  Fount- 
ain, behind  which,  in  the  gloom  cast  by 
the  arcade,  hung  the  huge  red  glove  over 
Madame  Bobineau’s  shop.  The  glove 
seemed  to  glower  portentously  in  the  dim 
light. 

One  of  the  shop  windows  was  already 
cleared;  the  other  still  showed  embroid- 
ered handkerchiefs,  lace  ties,  and  other 
colifichets.  As  the  two  men  stopped  op- 
posite, the  shop  door  opened,  and  a cou- 
ple of  women  came  out  into  the  gloom. 
One  of  them— unmistakably  Madame  Bo- 
bineau— closed  the  door  behind  her,  and 
the  captain  and  his  companion  stared  at 
the  girl  left  standing  under  the  aix^e. 
She  looked  a tall,  well-made  young  wo- 
man ; her  face  could  not  be  distinguished. 
In  an  instant  the  old  glover  joined  her, 
and  they  passed  together  out  of  sight. 

“Who  the  devil  has  old  Bobineau  got 
with  her  ?”  said  Loigerot.  ‘ ‘ I could  make 
out  she  is  young,  with  a good  face  and 
figure.” 

Engemann  laughed.  “Come,  come, 
my  friend,  you  are  drawing  on  fancy.  I 
saw  a passable  figure.  I could  make  out 
nothing  else.” 

The  captain  gave  his  companion  a dig 
in  the  ribs. 

“That  for  your  making  outl  Would 
you  pit  a civilian’s  eyes  against  a sol- 
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dier’s  where  a woman  is  concerned?  I 
tell  you  that  is  a handsome  girl,  and — ” 
He  checked  himself,  for  Engemann,  sur- 
prised by  his  excitement,  was  looking  at 
him  with  an  amused  smile.  “Never 
mind,”  he  said,  quickly;  “I  will  ask  old 
Bobineau  all  about  it  when  she  comes 
back.” 

“Good-night,”  said  the  younger  man. 
“ I have  work  to  do  to-night.” 

He  nodded,  and  going  to  the  private 
door  of  the  Red  Glove,  he  let  himself  in. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

CAPTAIN  LOIOEROT  INDULGES  HIS 
CURIOSITY. 

Captain  Loigerot — he  clung  to  his 
title — lit  a fresh  cigar;,  and  then  he  walk- 
ed resolutely  up  and  down  between  the 
comer  house  and  the  first  break  which 
came  among  the  shops  beneath  the  arch- 
es. Every  now  and  then  on  the  stone 
buttresses  which  divided  one  house  from 
the  other,  and  helped  to  support  the  ar- 
cade, a name  was  painted  in  large  black 
letters.  On  the  stone  pier  beside  the 
glover’s  appeared  the  inscription:  “La 
Veuve  Bobineau.  Gants  de  Paris  et  de 
Neufchatel,  Broderies,  etc. ;”  and  beneath 
was  painted  a huge  red  hand,  nearly  as 
large  as  that  which  hung  in  front  of  the 
shop. 

* ‘ Gloves  I”  The  captain  looked  medita- 
tively at  his  bronzed  hands.  “ It  makes 
little  difference  to  me  whether  the  shop- 
girl is  pretty  or  ugly ; but  still  it  would 
be  ref  i*eshing  to  know  that  there  was  some- 
thing younger  in  the  house  than  the  shriv- 
elled old  Bobineau  and  the  hideous  witch 
she  employs.  This  girl  may  be  a grand- 
daughter.” 

He  took  another  turn,  and  reflected  that 
the  last  time  Lenoir,  the  hair-di*esser,  had 
shaved  him,  he  had  said  that  Madame  Bo- 
bineau had  never  had  a child.  Some  one 
else  had  told  the  captain  that  Bobineau  him- 
self was  a fiction;  but  Lenoir  denied  this; 
be  and  Madame  Bobineau  had  both  come 
from  Bale,  and  he  had  seen  Bobineau  in 
his  youth.  The  glover  had  been  a miser, 
and  it  was  to  free  herself  from  liis  grasp- 
ing relatives  that  Madame  Bobineau  had 
followed  Lenoir’s  advice  when  he  wrote 
from  Berne  and  told  her  of  a good  busi- 
ness for  sale  in  the  Spitalgasse. 

“But  I certainly  heard  that  the  old  wo- 


man was  wanting  help  in  the  shop,”  Loi- 
gerot said  to  himself.  * ‘ She  shall  tell  me 
all  about  it,  and  whether  the  girl  came 
this  forenoon.” 

It  has  been  said  that  the  ex-captain  was 
forty-five.  When  he  first  came  to  Berne 
he  was  charmed  with  his  well-furnished 
first  floor  at  the  sign  of  the  Red  Glove, 
and  with  the  way  in  which  his  meals  were 
served  at  the  Hotel  Beauregard,  but  of  late 
he  had  found  life  rather  dull.  He  had 
been  a good  soldier,  and  he  liked  active 
service;  but  he  had  risen  from  the  ranks; 
he  was  uncultivated,  and  ho  shrank  from 
society.  It  was  this  awkwardness  that 
had  kept  him  so  long  a distant  admirer  of 
his  beautiful  hostess;  she  had  seemed  to 
him  a superior  being.  Now  he  began  to 
blame  himself  for  this  reticence.  “But 
where  would  have  been  the  use,  my  friend 
Achille?”  he  said.  “You  are  not  blind, 
and  you  are  susceptible;  you  would  only 
have  destroyed  your  peace : moths  that  fly 
too  near  a light  end  by  singeing  more 
than  their  wings;  and  the  light  bums  on 
and  cheers  some  one  else — not  a whit  the 
worse  for  the  poor  moth  it  has  shrivelled 
out  of  life.  No,  the  widow  would  never 
have  looked  at  me;  but  if  I were  Rudolf 
Engemann  I would  go  in  and  win.” 

He  snapped  his  fingers  as  he  reached 
for  the  third  time  the  turning  down  which 
Madame  Bobineau  and  her  protegee  had 
disappeared. 

“ If  I were  a young  man,”  he  said  again, 
“I  could  not  shilly-shally  as  Engemann 
does.  I have  not  seen  them  together  late- 
ly, but  I feel  confident  he  has  only  got  to 
propose  for  the  widow  and  she  will  accept 
him.  She  is  constantly  sending  him  a 
message  about  something  or  other,  and 
then  I meet  him  coming  out  of  that  par- 
lor of  hers  looking  as  pleased  as  if  he  had 
been  made  a general ; if  he  is  spoken  to, 
he  has  to  wake  up  out  of  a dream,  as  he 
did  just  now.  Ma  said  the  honest 
captain,  “ have  I not  gone  through  it  over 
and  over  again  in  my  time  with  the  young 
sub-lieutenants  ? — poor  young  fools,  as  if 
the  women  are  not  dying  to  listen  to  them, 
when  they  are  young  and  handsome.  Ah ! 
if  the  young  only  knew !” 

He  sighed.  Presently  turning  round 
on  his  heel,  he  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  his  landlady. 

Madame  Bobineau  gave  an  obsequious 
courtesy,  and  the  captain  bowed  as  if  she 
were  Madame  Carouge  herself.  Though 
he  had  no  advantages  in  the  way  of  bre^- 
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ing,  Monsieur  Loigerot  had  a natural  def- 
erence for  women,  even  when  they  were 
old. 

“You  are  out  late,  madame,”  he  said. 

“Yes,  yes,  monsieur,  it  is  late.”  She 
was  hurrying  on ; but  he  placed  himself 
beside  her,  and  suited  his  pace  to  hers. 

‘ ‘ You  have  had  an  arrival  to-day.  ” The 
captain  spoke  boldly;  shy  as  he  was  with 
women,  he  was  not  afraid  of  old  Bobineau 
in  the  gloom  of  the  arcade. 

She  started  with  surprise,  but  then  she 
iH3membered  gossiping  Madame  Eiesen, 
and  cursed  her  indiscretion. 

“Yes,  monsieur.” 

‘ ‘ The  young  lady  is  your  niece,  perhaps. 
Ah!  I congratulate  you,  madame,  on  so 
charming  a relative.  It  was  perhaps  she 
whom  I had  the  honor  of  directing  to  your 
house  this  morning  ?” 

Madame  Bobineau  hesitated.  She  in- 
tended Marie  to  be  considered  as  her  shop- 
girl ; but  as  she  felt  sure  that  the  captain 
would  speak  of  his  meeting  with  the  girl 
to  others,  it  might  save  trouble  in  some 
ways  if  she  let  him  know  that  Marie  be- 
longed to  her. 

“Monsieur  is  very  kind,”  she  said, 
“but  I think  he  mistakes.  My  cousin  is 
not  a young  lady — only  a child,  fresh  from 
her  convent.” 

“Exactly,”  said  the  captain;  “she  is 
as  dainty  as  a blossom  of  edelweiss.  You 
will  have  to  take  great  care  of  her,  ma- 
dame, in  this  town,  and  in  this  bustling 
time  of  year;  those  tourists  are  insuffer- 
able sometimes  in  their  behavior.” 

“Yes,  yes,  monsieur;  I will  be  careful.” 

“You  see,  you  have  two  young  men  in 
the  house,”  Loigerot  went  on,  pausing  be- 
tween his  words. 

“Yes,  monsieur;  but  my  cousin  will 
only  be  in  the  shop,  not  in  the  house,  and 
she  will  have  plenty  to  do;  she  will  not 
have  time  to  think  of  young  men.” 

“For  that  matter” — the  captain  was 
talking  to  himself  as  much  as  to  Madame 
Bobineau — “so  far  as  regards  Monsieur 
Engemann  (this  is  between  ourselves,  ma- 
dame), I think  you  will  soon  have  to  seek 
a new  inmate  for  your  second  floor.” 

He  winked,  but  though  Madame  Bobi- 
neau could  not  see  in  the  darkness,  she 
was  sharp  enough  to  understand,  and  she 
was  troubled.  This  was  the  second  warn- 
ing that  had  fallen  on  her  ears  to-day,  and 
the  change  suggested  meant  to  her  more 
than  the  loss  of  a quiet,  regular  lodger. 

Would  Madame  Carouge,  who,  in  her 


desolate,  widowed  state,  had  shown  herself 
so  full  of  sympathy  for  other  widows — 
would  she,  Bobineau  asked  herself,  be  as 
generous  when  she  became  a remarried 
woman  ? 

The  shrewd  old  glover  guessed  that 
a large  part  of  the  beautiful  landlady’s 
kindness  to  her  arose  from  her  connec- 
tion with  Eudolf  Engemann  ; he  often 
brought  her  a note  or  a message  from 
Madame  Carouge,  and  sometimes  was  the 
beai*er  of  a reply.  Madame  Bobineau  had 
no  appetite  for  the  viands  she  had  set  be- 
fore Marie,  but  she  could  eat  greedily, 
for  all  that,  in  private,  and  many  a dainty 
dish  was  smuggled  home  when  she  called, 
by  madame’s  request,  at  the  hotel,  on  her 
vray  from  mass.  Already  she  felt  robbed 
in  the  prospect  of  such  a marriage,  and 
yet  she  was  bound  not  to  thwart  it,  lest 
Madame  Carouge  should  find  her  out. 

She  looked  stolid  as  she  answered: 
“Monsieur  Engemann  has  said  nothing 
to  me,  and  he  would  surely  give  me  no- 
tice of  his  intentions  if  he  meant  to  leave 
me.” 

“ Ah,  my  good  friend,”  the  captain  said, 
gayly,  “you  forget  the  old  song.”  He 
began  to  whistle: 

“Oh,  c'est  I’amour,  Tamour,  I’amour I” 

“ So  1”  she  exclaimed.  “ Does  Monsieur 
Engemann  think  of  marrying  ? Is  that 
your  meaning,  monsieur  ?” 

They  had  reached  the  Eed  Glove,  and 
she  was  watching  her  opportunity  to  slip, 
away. 

But  Loigerot  put  his  hand  on  her  arm. 
“You  forget,”  he  said:  “ it  is  not  so  long 
ago  that  you  agreed  with  me  that  Enge- 
mann and  our  fair  widow  would  make  a 
fine  couple.” 

“ But  then,”  she  said,  sweetly,  “ I could 
have  said  that  of  monsieur  himself  in  re- 
gard to  Madame  Carouge.” 

Loigerot  reddened,  and  poised  himself 
first  on  one  foot,  then  on  the  other.  He 
was  not  much  accustomed  to  personal 
compliments,  and  they  excited  him. 

“ Well,”  he  said,  “the  truth  is  that  our 
friend  Engemann  is  in  love  with  the  beau- 
ty, and  I fancy  she  favors  him.” 

“Mon  Dieu !” — Madame  Bobineau  spoke 
impulsively,  and  turned  up  her  eyes — she 
always  did  this  before  uttering  a virtuous 
sentiment;  the  action  seemed  to  help  out 
her  words— “ can  it  be  possible  that  so 
honorable  a gentleman,  who  is  yet  but  a 
clerk  in  the  bank,  can  think  of  offering 
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himself  to  a woman  of  fortune,  for,  mon- 
sieur, by  your  leave,  it  is,  I fancy,  not  only 
the  beauty  of  Madame  Carouge  that  makes 
marriage  with  her  desirable,  is  it 

This  shaft  told ; the  captain  stood  open- 
mouthed,  his  feet  wide  apart,  plunged  in 
a deep  reverie. 

‘ ‘ Gtood-night,  monsieur and  Bobineau 
disappeared  through  her  doorway. 

“ Great  heavens !” — the  captain  slapped 
his  thigh— “ Achille  Loigerot,  you  have 
indeed  been  a blind  mole.  An  old  toothless 
woman  has  discerned  what  has  been  for 
so  long  a puzzle  to  you ! And  Bobineau 
is  right.  There  is  the  key  to  the  mystery ; 
Engemann  is  too  proud  to  propose  to  a 
rich  woman,  and  the  pair  will  go  on  pin- 
ing for  one  another.  Well,  I am  not  hand- 
some or  clever,  perhaps,  but” — he  put  his 
finger  to  his  nose — “ I may  be  able  to  help 
these  lovers.  Ha!  ha  I — a hint  to  one  or 
the  other  may  smooth  matters.  I like  to 
see  people  happy.” 

He  took  his  cigar  from  his  lips  to  enjoy 
a laugh,  and  then  walked  on  to  the  point 
at  the  comer  of  the  Spitalgasse  where  he 
had  met  Marie.  He  sighed,  and  turning 
back,  went  home,  and  to  bed. 


CHAPTER  V. 
marie's  LODOINQ. 

Marie  groped  her  way  up  the  narrow, 
uneven  staircase  of  her  lodging.  In  front 
of  her  was  the  man  who  had  opened  the 
door,  and  she  knew  that  the  woman  who 
had  stood  beside  him  was  behind  her.  She 
felt  like  a captive  between  these  two  dirty 
jailers,  who,  in  the  dim  light,  had  looked 
to  her  like  some  of  the  beggars  who  came  to 
ask  alms  at  the  gate  of  her  convent  home. 
She  could  not  see  anything  as  she  went 
upstairs  except  a glimpse  of  the  man's 
dirty  neck  showing  above  a greasy  brown 
coat,  the  dark  walls  absorbed  all  the  light 
of  the  little  hand-lamp  that  he  carried. 
The  smell  of  the  oil  was  intolerable. 

“Take  care,  mademoiselle,”  a hoarse 
voice  said  behind  her;  “this  railing  is 
broken  away.” 

Marie  had  just  reached  the  landing, 
and  she  saw,  as  the  man  turned  to  open  a 
door,  that  there  was  nothing  to  prevent 
any  one  from  slipping  down-stairs  from 
the  narrow  ledge  outside  the  room  into 
which  he  had  carried  his  unsavory  lamp. 
She  felt  so  anxious  to  get  rid  of  this  that 


though  she  saw  a bare,  comfortless  cham- 
ber, she  did  not  notice  anything  in  detail, 
so  intent  was  she  in  feeling  in  the  basket 
she  carried  for  the  candle  and  matches 
provided  by  Madame  Bobineau.  She 
found  them,  and  hastily  struck  a light. 

‘ ‘ I will  not  take  your  lamp,  thank  you,  ” 
she  said  to  the  man.  “ Good  - night.” 
The  door  closed  on  her  squalid  hosts,  and 
then,  as  the  candle  flickered  into  stronger 
light,  Marie  looked  round  her.  The  flame 
led  her  eyes  to  a black  zigzag  line  above 
it — a crack  in  the  wall,  which  a little 
way  higher  yawned  into  a hole.  The  wall 
was  so  black  and  loathsome  in  aspect  that 
it  seemed  to  the  girl  as  if  some  fever  or 
disease  lurked  there,  and  that  the  discol- 
ored blistei*s  she  saw  upon  it  were  the  out- 
brealc  of  this. 

She  snatched  up  the  candle,  and  looked 
all  round.  Madame  Bobineau  had  said 
that  she  had  sent  bed-coverings,  and  Ma- 
rie saw  that  these  lay  in  a comer  near 
the  dingy  bed.  There  was  a rickety  table, 
with  a jug  and  basin,  and  over  it  was  a 
little  cracked  mirror  in  a tarnished  frame, 
and  close  to  her  was  a wooden  chair.  Set- 
ting down  the  candle,  she  sank  into  the 
chair  in  a sudden  burst  of  tears. 

“It  is  cruel,  wicked,  to  send  me  to  a 
place  like  this.  Oh,  what  shall  I do  ?” 
Then  pulling  her  skirt  angrily  away  from 
the  dirty  floor,  she  sobbed  out  her  grief 
and  indignation.  “What  shall  I do? — 
oh,  what  shall  I do  ?”  For  the  first  time 
in  her  life,  there  was  no  one  to  whom  Ma- 
rie could  go  for  comfort. 

Since  her  mother's  death  she  had  lived 
in  long  whitewashed  rooms  with  bare 
floors,  and  certainly  the  plainest  of  need- 
ful furnishings ; she  had  never  known 
luxury  at  the  convent  of  St.  Esprit  in  her 
surroundings;  but  in  spite  of  the  plain- 
ness and  of  the  frugal  fare,  the  cleanli- 
ness and  order  of  the  place  had  been  dain- 
ty, and  Marie  had  there  enjoyed  the  great- 
est of  luxuries — love. 

The  other  girls  brought  up  among  these 
kind,  simple  sisters  had  homes  to  go  to  in 
holiday  time,  but  Marie  Peyrolles  had 
come  to  the  convent  a bright  orphan  child 
of  twelve  years  old,  and  had  staid  there 
ever  since  her  first  arrival. 

Her  godmother  had  loved  Marie’s  mo- 
ther, and  had  promised  her,  when  she  died, 
to  take  care  of  her  child ; but  this  benev- 
olent woman  was  soon  taken  away  from 
her  charge,  not,  however,  before  she  had 
bequeathed  a sum  of  money  to  the  con- 
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vent  to  provide  for  her  little  Marie  till 
she  was  sixteen  years  old.  Then  the  girl 
was  either  to  become  a sister  or  to  earn  a 
living  by  teaching. 

But  Marie  at  sixteen  was  still  so  very 
childish,  and  the  sisters  loved  her  so  dear- 
ly, that  they  had  no  desire  to  give  her  up. 
In  holiday  time  she  was  their  pet;  her 
very  sauciness  gave  a charming  variety 
to  the  quiet,  uniform  life  they  led ; but 
she  expressed  no  wish  to  adopt  their  life. 

At  eighteen  the  girl  grew  restless  and 
dissatisfied.  She  did  not  wish  to  become 
a sister,  and,  indeed,  not  one  of  the  gentle 
community  sought  to  point  out  such  a life 
for  her  ; but  when  she  saw  how  many 
claims  the  convent  had  to  meet,  and  how 
in  the  long  snowy  winters,  x)oor  as  the  sis- 
ters were,  they  fed  and  clothed  their  poor- 
er neighbors,  she  revolted  against  her  idle 
life,  and  one  day  she  begged  the  Superior 
to  write  to  her  father's  old  cousin. 

“You  know,  Mother,”  she  said,  “ I could 
never  gain  my  living  by  teaching.  Sister 
Josepha  has  given  me  up.  She  says  the 
children  will  not  mind  me;  they  only 
laugh.  But  I am  strong,  and  I can  work. 
I need  not  be  the  burden  to  my  cousin 
that  I am  to  you,  though  you  will  not  tell 
me  so.” 

At  first  the  Superior  refused  to  listen  to 
her,  and  Marie  had  to  withdraw  her  peti- 
tion; but  she  confided  her  wishes  to  the 
sisters,  and  little  by  little  a feeling  grew 
up  in  the  convent  that  Marie  Peyrolles 
wanted  to  leave  it. 

Perhaps  she  did.  She  loved  her  kind 
friends  as  dearly  as  ever,  but  something, 
a vague  restlessness  that  as  yet  took  no 
shape,  began  to  trouble  the  young  girl’s 
dreams  at  night  and  her  waking  thoughts 
by  day. 

When  she  roused  from  these  she  found 
she  had  been  wondering  about  Berne,  and 
about  the  glover’s  shop  in  the  Spitalgasse, 
and  about  the  unknown  cousin  who  sent 
her  every  New-Year’s  Day  a box  of  sweet- 
meats. 

And  then  the  next  time  she  asked  to  go 
away,  the  Superior  told  her  that  she  had 
written  to  Madame  Bobineau,  and  was  ex- 
pecting a reply  to  her  letter. 

For  an  instant  a chill  fell  on  Marie;  but 
there  followed  such  a thronging  in  of  flut- 
tering hopes  and  shy  expectation  that  she 
felt  scai*cely  able  to  eat  or  drink,  or  to  fix 
her  attention  on  anything,  till  one  morn- 
ing she  was  summoned  to  the  Superior’s 
room  to  hear  her  fate. 


This  had  happened  so  few  days  ago  that 
it  seemed  like  a dream.  Only  out  of  the 
excited  feelings  which  made  this  episode 
seem  so  unreal  there  stood  out  in  her  mem- 
ory the  Superior’s  last  words — a little  ser- 
mon Marie  had  then  called  it,  tender  wis- 
dom she  now  felt  it — ^and  her  tears  began 
to  flow  again  as  she  repeated  the  words  to 
herself. 

“ We  grieve  to  lose  you,  my  child,  be- 
cause we  love  you.  I hope  you  will  meet 
with  love  in  your  new  home;  but,  Marie, 
you  must  try  to  love  those  with  whom  you 
have  to  live;  it  is  not  always  easy,  for 
love,  to  be  perfect,  demands  all  the  powers 
of  the  soul.”  Marie  remembered  that  she 
had  looked  up  questioningly  at  this,  and 
the  Mother  had  added,  “Yes,  my  child, 
love  to  God  does  not  interfere  with,  though 
it  purifies  and  elevates,  earthly  love,  to 
which  it  sets  a copy.  As  you  shrink  from 
all  that  would  pain  those  you  love,  and 
strive  by  word,  look,  and  action  to  give 
happiness  to  another,  you  will  be  helped 
to  grow  careful  about  your  faults  from 
love.  You  must  love  something,  Marie, 
and  love  of  those  we  live  with  keeps  the 
door  of  our  hearts  shut  against  the  love  of 
money  and  the  love  of  self.” 

‘ ‘ It  sou  nds  beautiful,  ’ ’ poor  Marie  sobbed. 
“ It  is  just  like  them  all.  How  could  one 
help  loving  them  ? And  oh,  how  can  I love 
Madame  Bobineau  when  she  puts  me  in  a 
place  like  this  ?”  she  said,  with  an  angry 
shiver  of  disgust,  as  she  looked  at  the 
dirty  floor.  “I  can  not  love  her,  and  I 
will  not,”  she  went  on;  “she  ought  to 
lodge  me  in  her  own  house.  The  Mother 
could  not  know  that  I was  going  to  be 
lodged  in  a dirty  garret,  or  she  would  not 
have  sent  me.  I have  a great  mind  to  go 
back  to  Lucerne  at  once.  Ah  I if  I had  not 
been  a monster  of  ingratitude,  I should 
never  have  left  St.  Esprit.” 

And  then  she  cried  again  bitterly.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  she  was  justly  punish- 
ed. If  she  had  never  asked  to  leave,  the 
sisters  would  never  have  sent  her  away, 
and  she  might  have  worked  harder  for 
them  if  she  had  tried.  It  was  her  own 
fault:  she  had  wanted  to  see  what  the  out- 
side world  was  like;  and  she  had  got  her 
wish.  If  people  were  all  like  Madame 
Bobineau,  then,  indeed,  the  convent  was 
the  happiest  place. 

It  had  grown  dark  while  she  sat  cry- 
ing, and  at  last,  worn  out  and  unhappy, 
Marie  determined  to  go  to  bed.  Perhaps 
life  would  look  less  gloomy  next  morning. 
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When  she  lay  down  it  seemed  impossi- 
ble to  believe  that  she  had  only  left  the 
convent  that  morning.  She  did  not  go  to 
sleep  at  once.  All  her  little  escapades 
and  follies  rose  u^)  before  her,  and  in  the 
darkness  took  exaggerated  importance. 
No  wonder,  she  said  to  herself,  that  the 
sisters  were  all  glad  to  be  rid  of  such  a 
tiresome,  teasing  girl  I Oh,  how  could  she 
have  so  tormented  them  I Her  cheeks 
grew  hot  with  shame,  and  it  began  to  be 
evident  to  her  that  only  their  goodness 
bad  tolerated  her:  in  their  hearts  they 
must  have  been  glad  at  her  departure. 

She  could  not  sleep,  her  heart  felt  so 
heavy.  She  turned  restlessly,  and  cooled 
her  hot  cheek  on  the  pillow.  The  move- 
ment let  light  in  upon  her  trouble.  The 
sisters  had  not  seemed  glad  to  let  her  go; 
they  had  said  they  wei*e  sorry,  and  they 
always  spoke  the  truth.  Then  she  let  her 
thoughts  dwell  on  the  leave-taking;  the 
tender  kisses,  the  Mother’s  pretty  gift — a 
daintily  furnished  work-basket— tlie  kind, 
loving  looks  of  all,  except  perhaps  Sister 

Monique And  soon  the  tired  child  fell 

asleep. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A MORNING  WALK. 

Morning  sunshine  came  streaming  into 
the  dirty  little  room,  showing  other  horrid 
cracks  in  the  soiled  wall,  and  also  show- 
ing that  the  window  which  admitted  this 
warm  brilliance  had  a sufficient  blind  of 
cobwebs. 

Soon  the  brightness  travelled  across 
Marie’s  coveidet,  and  reached  the  dark 
eyelaslies  which  almost  touched  her  flush- 
ed cheeks  ; they  clung  together,  parted  into 
clusters,  telling  tales  of  last  night’s  tears. 

Sleeping  there,  one  soft  cheek  resting 
in  her  pink  palm,  Marie  looked  like  a 
peaceful  child;  care  had  left  no  trace  on 
her  fair,  soft  skin.  But  the  sunshine 
reached  her  eyes,  and  she  opened  them ; a 
gaze  of  unrecognizing  wonder  showed  in 
their  gray  depths  as  she  looked  widely 
round  her. 

She  started  up,  and  then,  with  a grimace 
at  the  dirty  floor,  she  soon  dressed  herself. 
She  heard  the  clock  strike  flve;  opening 
her  door,  she  heard  sounds  in  the  house 
that  told  her  some  one  was  awake.  While 
drying  she  had  decided  to  ask  the  wo- 
man of  the  house  to  clean  her  room,  and 
she  went  down-stairs  to  find  her. 


“Come  in,”  a voice  called  out  from  a 
den  under  the  stairs,  and  then  the  wo- 
man’s miserable  face  showed — a pale  patch 
in  the  gloom. 

Marie  thought  she  looked  much  dirtier 
than  she  had  looked  last  night.  It  seemed 
to  the  girl  that  cleanliness  could  not  be 
expected  fi’om  her  hostess.  She  would 
not  know  how  to  practice  it.  The  girl 
stood  thinking.  Presently  she  said : “Can 
I have  a pail  and  some  water  ? You  will 
perhaps  show  me  where  to  go  to  draw  wa- 
ter?” 

“Yes.”  The  woman  brought  her  a 
pail,  a cleaner  one  than  Marie  expected, 
and  then  opening  the  house  door,  she 
showed  the  girl  a small  foimtain  against 
the  high  wall  opposite.  Marie  found  her- 
self in  a paved  court  with  this  wall  in  front 
of  the  houses;  at  one  end  was  a very  nar- 
row passage  between  the  walls,  at  the  other 
the  steep  flight  of  steps  she  had  come  down 
last  night. 

Marie  felt  amused.  The  fresh  morning 
air  revived  her  spirits.  Some  girls  in 
picturesque  Bernese  costumes  were  filling 
their  pitchers  and  chatting  merrily  by  the 
fountain. 

They  nodded  to  her  and  said  good- 
morning;  then,  as  she  went  back  slowly 
to  the  house,  with  her  full  pail,  they  won- 
dered who  she  was. 

Marie  was  doubtful  whether  she  should 
be  able  to  clean  her  floor.  “There’s  no- 
thing like  trying,”  she  said,  laughing  to 
herself. 

At  the  convent  she  had  been  taught  to 
cook  and  to  sew  and  to  embroider,  but  she 
had  not  been  allowed  to  do  house-work, 
even  when  she  grew  too  old  for  school 
lessons.  There  was  no  need,  the  kind  sis- 
ters had  said,  and  it  would  spoil  her  hands 
for  embroidery.  She  felt  like  a child  with 
a new  toy  as  she  tucked  up  her  skirts  and 
bared  her  white,  well-shaped  arms.  She 
had  only  a bit  of  flannel  to  scrub  with 
and  a sponge.  It  was  not  easy  work. 
She  had  to  go  over  the  floor  three  times 
before  she  could  clear  away  the  dirt.  Her 
face  was  very  red  and  hot,  and  her  loos- 
ened hair  fell  over  her  eyes,  before  she 
had  finished. 

She  had  used  up  the  bit  of  soap  bestow- 
ed on  her  by  Madame  Bobineau,  and  she 
had  several  times  emptied  and  then  re- 
filled her  pail. 

More  than  once  she  longed  to  give  up, 
but  she  persevered,  and  at  last  all  was 
done.  Marie  felt  sick  and  exhausted,  but 
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at  least  her  floor  and  her  window  were 
clean ; so  was  the  table  and  chair,  and  ev- 
erything else  that  could  be  washed. 

It  must  be  owned  that  there  was  a good 
deal  of  damp,  but  there  was  also  a whole- 
some smell  of  soap  and  water;  the  close 
mustiness  of  the  atmosphere  had  been  ban- 
ished, and  the  warm  sun,  streaming  in 
through  the  open  window,  would,  Marie 
hoped,  soon  remove  the  general  sloppi- 
ness. 

Then  she  looked  ruefully  at  the  long 
black  cracks  in  the  walls. 

“If  I could  only  get  some  paper  and 
paste,”  she  said,  “I  would  hide  away 
those  gaping  cracks.  I am  afraid  I can^t 
clean  the  walls.” 

She  smoothed  her  hair,  tidied  herself, 
and  then  went  out. 

Madame  Bobineau  had  told  her  to  come 
to  the  Red  Glove  at  half  past  seven,  and 
she  had  still  time  for  a walk.  Going  up 
the  flight  of  steps,  she  found  herself  on  a lev- 
el with  the  rest  of  the  town,  and  she  knew 
that  if  she  went  straight  on  she  should 
reach  the  big  tower  which  Madame  Bobi- 
neau had  pointed  out  last  night  as  a land- 
mark. But  she  need  not  go  yet  to  Ma- 
dame Bobineau’s. 

Marie  had  never  gone  out  alone  till 
yesterday,  and  even  then  an  old  priest 
had  conveyed  her  as  far  as  Olten.  There 
was  a delicious  sense  of  freedom  in  this 
ramble  in  the  freshness  of  early  morning. 
She  turned  round,  and  went  along  the 
street  built  on  the  top  of  the  high  wall 
which  faced  her  lodging.  There  were 
pretty  cottages  here,  with  flowers  in  every 
window,  making  a glory  of  scarlet  and 
orange  in  the  sunshine.  At  the  end  of 
the  street  she  came  to  a sort  of  circular 
terrace,  with  a tree  in  its  centre;  leaning 
against  the  parapet  of  this  terrace  were 
some  working-men.  Marie  looked  about 
her  to  see  what  they  were  gazing  at. 

The  platform  looked  down  the  high 
steep  bank  on  to  the  blue-green  river;  on 
each  side  through  the  trees  were  the  houses 
of  Berne,  and  across  the  river  the  green 
banks  again  rose  steeply  ; but  the  men 
were  not  gazing  at  the  river  or  the  town, 
and  Marie’s  eyes  followed  theirs  upward 
to  the  horizon.  She  gave  a little  cry, 
and  an  old  gray-headed  workman  turned 
and  nodded  at  her  with  an  approving 
smile. 

“ Aha  1”  he  said ; “you  have  luck ; it  is 
not  often  like  this.” 

Before  her  in  the  distance  was  a long 


line  of  glittering  light—the  peaks  of  the 
snow  giants  glistening  in  silver  brilliance 
high  up  in  the  sky.  No  threatening  clouds 
dimmed  their  grandeur;  the  sky  was  bright 
and  clear;  it  seemed  as  if  silver  fire  burned 
within  the  range  of  mountains. 

Marie  forgot  all  about  her  bedroom 
and  her  employer.  She  was  entranced 
with  the  scene  before  her.  Once  more  she 
felt  at  home  again;  for  at  St.  Esprit  she 
had  called  the  snow  mountains  her  friends. 
Tliese  were  not  the  same,  but  they  were 
more  lovely,  she  thought.  They  sent  a 
thrill  through  her.  Ah,  how  she  wished 
they  did  not  look  so  far  ofiP! 

“Ahem  I” 

A discreet  cough  made  her  turn  to  see 
who  stood  next  her.  A hat  was  being 
raised  in  her  honor,  and  a broad  bronzed 
face  was  beaming  with  pleasure,  till  the 
small  eyes  in  it  narrowed.  In  a minute 
she  recognized  the  stout  gentleman  who 
had  spoken  to  her  yesterday  in  the  Spital- 
gasse,  and  she  smiled  in  answer  to  his 
greeting. 

“Good -morning,  mademoiselle,”  said 
Loigerot.  “I  ne^  not  ask  if  you  have 
slept  well,  for  you  look  as  fresh  as  the 
mountains  do.  I heard  of  your  safe  ar- 
rival at  the  Red  Glove  from  my  good  friend 
Madame  Bobineau.” 

“You  know  her?”  said  Marie,  quickly. 

‘ * I have  that  honor.  ” He  bowed  again. 
“Mademoiselle,  it  is  my  good  fortune  to 
lodge  in  the  house  of  Madame  Bobineau.” 
He  held  his  head  very  stiffly,  and  made  a 
pause  between  each  sentence,  as  if  he  look- 
ed back  at  it,  and  made  sure  that  no  cor- 
rection was  needed.  ‘ ‘ Mademoiselle,  ” he 
went  on,  finding  that  Marie’s  eyes  were 
again  fixed  on  the  mountains,  “is  per- 
haps on  her  way  to  the  Red  Glove.  May 
I have  the  honor” — ^he  took  off  his  hat 
and  remained  uncovered  while  he  finished 
his  sentence — “of  walking  so  far  with 
Mademoiselle  ?” 

There  was  a certain  military  swagger 
about  the  captain,  spite  his  humility,  and 
he  had  taken  up  so  much  space  in  bow- 
ing to  Marie,  with  his  feet  planted  wide- 
ly apart,  that  the  working-men  leaning 
against  the  parapet  turned  round  to  look, 
and  were  now  smiling  at  the  stout  middle- 
aged  man’s  admiration  for  the  young  girl, 
who  seemed  so  unconscious  of  it.  The 
captain  only  saw  Marie,  but  the  girl  felt 
annoyed  at  the  attention  he  had  drawn 
on  her. 

“You  are  very  kind,  monsieur,”  she 
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said,  ^^but  I am  late,  and  shall  have  to 
go  much  faster  than  you  would  care  to 
go;  so  I will  say  good-morning.  I thank 
you  very  much.” 

She  bowed  and  turned  away,  while  the 
captain  stood  with  his  mouth  open,  trying 
to  form  a new  sentence. 

“Confound  it!”  was  the  next  sentence 
he  produced ; and  he  stood,  with  his  stumpy 
legs  wider  apart  than  ever,  staring  after 
her.  “Well,”  he  said,  philosophically, 
“ it  doesn’t  signify.  I shall  certainly  see 
her  again.  Berne  is  not  so  large  as  all 
that,  and  when  I determine  to  do  a thing, 
usually  I do  it.”  Then  he  paused,  and  a 
sudden  idea  made  his  eyes  twinkle.  “I 
believe  I want  a pair  of  gloves,”  he  said 
to  himself.  This  was  evidently  such  a 
huge  joke  that  he  went  rolling  along  the 


pavement,  laughing,  till  his  face  looked 
like  a copper  full  moon. 

At  the  angle  of  the  street,  however,  a 
big  yellow  dog,  that  had  just  been  unfast- 
ened from  a milk  cart,  flew  at  him.  The 
captain  grasped  it  by  the  collar,  and  shook 
it  as  if  it  had  been  a puppy.  Then  he 
turned  to  the  owner,  a stalwart  young 
peasant,  who  stood  bending  over  his  tall 
flat  wooden  milk-pails,  without  an  attempt 
to  call  off  his  dog. 

“Ah,  my  friend,”  said  Loigerot,  “how 
is  it  your  dog  has  slipped  his  muzzle  ? or 
do  you  forget  that  we  are  in  August  ? 
Attention,  my  friend.” 

And  then  he  went  smiling  along  the 
street.  Berne  had  shaken  off  its  dullness 
for  him.  It  held  within  it  the  possibility 
of  an  adventure. 


(Kiiitnt’0  faBij  Cjdiir. 


CHARLES  LAMB  devotes  two  of  the  essays 
of  Elia  to  the  new  year.  They  are  in  very 
different  keys,  but  both  are  charming.  One  is 
wholly  meditative  and  sober;  the  other  is  one 
of  the  most  delightful  freaks  of  fancy.  Lamb’s 
“Rejoicings  upon  the  New  Year’s  Coming  of 
Age”  has  but  one  companion-piece  in  the  same 
vein, and  that  is  Hawthorne’s  “ A Select  Party.” 
They  are  both  very  characteristic.  Haw- 
thorne’s has  a certain  sombre  tone,  with  all  its 
delicacy  and  grace  of  touch,  while  Lamb’s  trips 
along  with  a light  and  airy  gayety.  He  mar- 
shals all  the  noted  days  in  the  year — the  holi- 
days, and  occasional  days,  and  ecclesiastical 
days — and  with  infinite  felicity  of  allusion  and 
suggestion,  he  whirls  them  before  the  mind  of 
the  reader  in  rollicking  confusion. 

“Apr/Z  Fool  took  upon  himself  to  marshal 
the  guests,  and  wild  work  he  made  of  it. 
Ash  SVednendity  got  wedged  in  (as  was  con- 
certed) betwixt  ChrUtnian  and  Lord  Mayor'^B 
dayn.  Lord,  how  he  laid  about  him  I No- 
thing but  barons  of  beef  and  turkeys  w^ould  go 
down  with  him,  to  the  great  greasing  and 
detriment  of  his  new  sackcloth  bib  and  tuck- 
er.” The  quips  and  cranks  of  Elia  are  end- 
less, and  the  w hole  essay  crackles  and  flashes 
with  puns  and  sly  allusions.  “ All  the  while 
ValeniintB  Day  kej)t  courting  pretty  Jffay, 
who  sat  beside  him,  slipping  amorous  billets- 
doux  under  the  table,  till  the  Dog  Days  (who 
arc  naturally  of  a w^arm  constitution)  began  to 
be  jealous,  and  to  bark  and  rage  exceedingly.” 
And  at  last,  “ Day  being  ended,  the  called 
for  their  cloaks  and  great-coats,  and  took  their 
leaves.  Jjord  Mayor's  Day  went  off  in  a mist 
as  usual.  Shortest  Day  in  a deep  black  fog  that 
wrapped  the  little  gentleman  all  round  like 
a hcugchog.  Two  Vigils — so  watchmen  are 


called  in  heaven — saw  Christmas  Day  safe 
home — they  had  been  used  to  the  business 
before Longest  Day  set  off  westward  in 
beautiful  crimson  and  gold ; the  rest,  some  in 
one  fashion,  some  in  another.  But  Valentine 
and  pretty  May  took  their  departure  together 
in  one  of  the  prettiest  silvery  twilights  a Lov- 
er’s Day  could  wish  to  set  in.” 

Nothing  could  bo  more  delicate  than  this 
pretty  play  of  fancy.  It  w^as  one  of  the  last 
of  the  essays  of  Elia,  and  appeared  in  the  Lon- 
don  Magazine  for  January,  1823.  The  earlier 
and  graver  essay,  “ New’- Year’s  Eve,”  was  one 
of  the  Elia  papers  which  led  Soutliey  to  de- 
plore in  the  Quarterly  the  w’ant  of  a sounder 
religious  feeling  in  Elia.  This  essay  also 
incited  a poetic  remonstrance  from  an  anony- 
mous author,  whom  Lamb  supposed  to  be 
James  Montgomery.  But  both  Southey  and 
the  anonymous  poet  curiously  misconceived 
the  humoristic  touch  of  Lamb.  The  passing 
bells  of  the  dying  year,  he  says,  affect  him 
painfully.  Their  sound  is  the  most  solemn 
and  touching  of  all  sounds.  It  is  an  “ awful 
leave-taking.”  Then  his  peculiar  genius  be- 
gins to  awaken.  He  is  shy  'of  novelties,  he 
says — new  liooks,  new  fancies,  new  years.  He 
delights  to  revert.  Ho  lives  over  again  old 
joys  and  gi’iefs.  Ho  docs  not  gladly  antici- 
pate, and  the  sweet  familiar  life  of  every  day, 
and  of  so  long  a succession  of  days,  is  plea- 
santer to  his  mind  than  the  unimaginable  fu- 
ture. As  time  passes,  time  is  more  precious 
to  him.  Even  as  a child  the  ringing  out  of 
the  old  year  tilled  his  mind  with  pensive  emo- 
tion, But  as  he  grows  older  he  begins  rue- 
fully to  count  the  probability  of  his  duration, 
and  would  fain  lay  his  ineffectual  finger  upon 
the  spoke  of  the  great  wheel  “ I am  not  con- 
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tent  to  pass  away  like  a weaver’s  shuttle. 
Those  metaphors  solace  me  not,  nor  sweeten 
the  unpalatable  draught  of  mortality.” 

He  soberly  urges  the  humorous  plea.  He 
would  set  up  his  tabernacle  here.  Can  a ghost 
joke  and  laugh  ? Can  he  take  with  him  his 
folios,  his  midnight  darlings?  Can  he  know 
the  sweet  society  of  friends  ? In  winter  he  is 
conscious  of  an  intolerable  disinclination  to 
dying.  But  in  summer,  in  a genial  August 
noon,  beneath  a sweltering  sky,  death  is  al- 
most problematic.  “What  satisfaction  hath 
a man  that  he  shall  lie  down  with  kings  and 
emperors  in  death,  wlio  in  his  lifetime  never 
greatly  coveted  the  society  of  such  bed -fel- 
lows?” The  vein  is  unmistakable.  It  is  a 
fond  assertion  of  the  joy  of  living  among  fa- 
miliar scenes  and  sounds.  It  is  the  humor- 
istic, rather  than  the  humorous  or  comic,  ex- 
pression of  a common  feeling. 

As  the  bells  ring  out  the  old  year,  marking 
and  emphasizing  another  series  of  days  that 
are  no  more,  the  mind  falls  readily  into  the 
mood  which  Elia  expresses  with  pathetic  hu- 
mor and  tender  grace.  Surely  there  is  no  sea- 
son in  which  the  familiar  life  seems  more  at- 
tractive and  delightful  than  that  of  Christmas 
and  the  new  year — the  very  time  in  the  twelve- 
month  which  is  especially  consecrated  to  home 
and  the  domestic  afiections,  and  to  the  cele- 
bration by  outward  signs  of  gifts  and  gayety 
of  the  happiness  of  this  world.  The  lean  an- 
chorite is  not  surer  of  immortality  than  the 
healthful-hearted  man  who  finds  in  the  inno- 
cent happiness  of  the  life  that  he  knows,  assur- 
ance of  all  beyond  it  that  his  heart  craves  and 
his  mind  anticipates. 

Charles  Lamb  ends  his  essay  with  some  Ho- 
ratian  verses  by  “ hearty,  cheerful  Mr.  Coteon.” 
But  of  higher  heartiness  and  of  loftier  cheer 
are  the  familiar  lines  of  a greater  poet,  which, 
so  long  as  the  English  language  lasts,  will  be 
the  refrain  of  the  new  year’s  bells : 

“Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease; 

Ring  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold; 

Ring  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old; 

Ring  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace; 

“ Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 

The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand ; 

Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land ; 

Ring  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be.” 


When  John  Evelyn  went  to  Rome,  two  cen- 
turies ago,  he  found  the  Jews  in  that  city  liv- 
ing in  a quarter  by  themselves,  called  the 
Ghetto.  They  were  confined  to  the  same  quar- 
ter some  years  ago  when  tlm  Easy  Chair  was 
in  Rome.  But  the  Ghetto  is  now  gone.  Two 
Jews  sit  in  Rome  in  the  Italian  Senate,  and 
eight  in  the  House  of  Deputies.  It  is  five  cen- 
turies since  the  Jews  were  excluded  from  Eng- 
land, and  it  was  the  ancient  law  of  the  land 
that  a Christian  man  or  woman  who  married 
a Jew  should  be  burned.  But  the  last  Prime 
Minister  of  England  was  Benjamin  of  Israel, 
or  Benjamin  the  Jew,  and  a Jew  whom  the 


Queen  of  England  raised  to  a baronetcy  has 
just  received  honors  and  gratitude  in  all 
countries  upon  the  completion  of  his  hun- 
dredth year. 

It  is  a marvellous  change  in  opinion.  Isaac 
of  York,  in  Scott’s  Ivanhoe,  was  the  old  Jew. 
The  Rothschilds  and  Moses  Montefiore  are  the 
new  Jews.  Indeed,  one  of  the  best  signs  of 
the  changed  opinion  and  of  the  self-respect  of 
the  race  is  the  fact  that  the  great-grandson  of 
the  English  Jewish  rabbi  Moses  Cohen,  who 
was  the  first  teacher  of  the  Jewish  law  in  South 
Carolina,  and  one  of  the  first  in  America,  does 
not  hesitate  in  his  address  in  Charleston  on  the 
birthday  of  Sir  Moses  Montefiore  to  say  that 
he  and  his  brethren  meet  as  Jews.  They  are 
not  afraid  of  the  name.  Like  John  Wesley, 
who  caught  the  epithet  of  Methodist  which 
was  hurled  at  him  and  his  friends  in  derision, 
and  made  it  one  of  the  most  honored  names 
in  the  Christian  nomenclature,  so  Mr.  J.  Bar- 
rett Cohen  quietly  appropriates  the  name  Jew, 
and  it  is  he  who  speaks  of  Lord  Bcaconsfield 
as  Benjamin  the  Jew. 

Certainly  the  birthday  of  Sir  Moses  Monte- 
fiore was  a day  upon  which  his  religious  fra- 
ternity had  the  highest  reason  to  congratulate 
themselves,  and  to  recall  with  pride  the  glo- 
ries of  their  race.  Its  achievements  in  every 
department  of  affairs  and  art  are  prodigious, 
except  in  the  industrial  arts.  They  have  sup- 
plied the  treasuries  of  nations;  they  have  di- 
rected national  affairs;  they  have  enriched 
human  life  with  philosophy  and  science  and 
every  form  of  art;  they  have  extended  the 
domain  of  commerce  and  of  trade ; they  have 
lived  in  all  lands  and  contributed  to  the  pros- 
perous activities  of  every  people,  but  distinct- 
ively industrial  they  have  not  been;  they 
have  been  in  nations  and  among  them,  but 
not  of  them.  The  Roman  Ghetto  was  sym- 
bolic of  their  separation  from  the  very  com- 
munities in  which  they  lived. 

This  exclusiveness  and  separation  Mr.  Cohen 
attributes  to  the  Jewish  law  of  marriage  and 
the  Jewish  dietetic  laws.  The  general  superi- 
ority which  be  claims  for  Israel  he  attributes 
to  its  long  training  in  the  law  of  Moses.  The 
careful  and  hereditary  discipline  of  the  moral 
and  the  physical  man  has  tended  to  make 
the  Jew  pure  and  good,  and  strong  and 
liealthy.  If  the  generalization  will  hardly 
stand — and  the  claim  is  somewhat  overween- 
ing— yet  the  condition  and  the  position  of 
Israel  to-day  plead  strongly  for  his  view.  It 
is  still  a race  of  commanding  power  in  the 
world,  he  holds,  because  it  has  not  yet  fill- 
filled  its  mission,  which  he  declares  to  be  to 
teach  the  absolute  unity  of  God,  perfect  purity 
of  human  life,  and  perfect  charity  to  all  man- 
kind. 

If  Israel  is  to  remain  exclusive  and  separate 
until  it  has  accomplished  this  mission,  it  will 
have  a long  date.  In  Disraeli’s  Tancred  the 
wise  old  Jew  in  Damascus  writes  upon  the 
wall  the  mystic  word  Time.  And  indeed 
time  alone  can  achieve  the  work  of  Israel,  as 
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Mr.  Cohen  expounds  it.  If  it  is  not  to  pass 
away  and  be  swallowed  up  iu  some  other  peo« 
pie  with  a mission,  as  he  intimates,  until  this 
mission  is  achieved — a mission  which  includes 
the  assertion  of  a theological  dogma — the 
ever -roaming  and  imperishable  Wandering 
Jew  becomes  its  type  and  personification.  Its 
work  would  be  more  speedily  and  effectually 
accomplished  not  by  segregation,  but  by  iden- 
tification. All  that  is  distinctive  in  the  Jew, 
his  reverence  for  the  moral  law  of  soul  and  of 
body,  may  remain  as  a humanizing,  elevating, 
and  purifying  influence  without  that  race  sol- 
itude in  society  which  is  now  the  phenomenon 
of  Israel. 

Indeed,  it  is  that  which  delays  the  fulflll- 
ment  of  its  mission.  Its  separation  from  oth- 
er races  and  from  all  nations  does  not  com- 
port with  the  perfect  charity  which  it  teaches. 
The  perception  of  the  identity  of  humanity, 
the  truth  that  God  has  made  all  nations  of  one 
blood,  is  indispensable  to  that  charity.  On 
the  other  hand,  Christendom  has  but  tardily 
shown  the  Christian  spirit  toward  the  Hebrew. 
The  proud  and  austere  separation  of  Israel 
may  well  be  explained  by  the  remorseless 
cruelty  with  which  it  has  been  treated.  And 
the  sentiment  from  which  that  treatment 
springs  but  slowly  perishes.  Oppressive  laws 
arc  repealed.  Abstract  opinion  slowly 
changes.  Personal  outrage,  in  more  civilized 
lands  at  least,  is  infrequent.  But  the  line  of 
severance  docs  not  vanish. 

That  this  is  largely  maintained  by  the  in- 
vincible feeling  that  however  peaceable  and 
loyal  the  Jews  in  any  country  may  be,  they 
can  not  be  patriots  in  the  same  sense  with 
others,  is  unquestionable.  Yet  this  feeling 
seems  to  involve  something  of  the  old  fallacy 
that  Roman  Catholics  can  not  be  good  Eng- 
lishmen. They  own,  indeed,  an  ecclesiastical 
allegiance  to  a foreign  bishop,  but  they  would 
be  among  the  first  to  resist  any  political  de- 
signs of  that  foreign  bishop  upon  England. 
The  Jews  likewise  retain  their  ecclcsiiistical 
unity,  but  ns  Mr.  Wolf,  the  recent  biographer 
of  Montefiore,  remarks,  “ The  Queen  of  this 
happy  realm  has  no  subject  more  loyal  than 
the  orthodox  Jew  Moses  Montefiore^’ ; and  Sir 
Moses  in  his  letter  to  the  Jews  of  Morocco  re- 
minds them  in  the  strongest  manner  that  they 
are  to  be  perfectly  loyal  subjects  of  the  sover- 
eign of  the  country,  and  to  cultivate  the  good- 
will and  esteem  of  their  fellow-countrymen. 

It  is  a fortune  without  precedent  to  reach 
the  hundredth  year  of  a “ useful  and  honora- 
ble” life,  as  Queen  Victoria’s  message  said 
upon  the  completion  of  its  ninety-ninth  year, 
and  for  the  centenarian  to  receive  from  all 
the  world  the  homage  of  friendly  congratula- 
tion for  goodness  of  character  and  ceaseless 
charities,  and  to  return  thanks  in  a clear  voice 
and  with  unimpaired  faculties  to  his  immedi- 
ate neighbors  and  friends. 

Thebe  was  another  recent  occasion  of  per- 
sonal honor  and  congratulation  which  was 


exceedingly  interesting  and  significant.  It 
was  the  hanging  of  a portrait  of  the  good 
Quaker  poet  Whittier  in  the  hall  of  the 
Friends’  Boarding-School  at  Providence.  The 
school  is  famous  within  that  communion,  and 
beyond  it  also,  for  the  excellence  of  its  in- 
struction and  the  benign  influence  of  its  se- 
rene discipline.  Providence,  like  an  older 
city,  is  lovely  for  situation.  The  hill  that 
rises  suddenly  from  the  eastern  shore  of  the 
little  river,  the  Blackstone  or  Moochausac, 
gives  the  city  a singular  picturesqueness  of 
aspect.  This  hill  falls  toward  the  soutii  to 
the  head  of  Narragansett  Bay,  at  the  conflu- 
ence of  the  Scekonk  and  Blackstone  rivers, 
and  its  long  eastward  slope  toward  the  See- 
konk  and  the  rock  of  What  Cheer,  where 
Roger  Williams  was  greeted  by  the  Indians, 
still  retains  in  part  something  of  its  old  rural 
character.  It  is  one  of  the  pleasant  suburbs 
of  the  city,  and  in  a spacious  grove  within  the 
city  limits  stands,  and  has  for  many  years 
stood,  the  Friends’  Boarding-School. 

The  Friends  have  been  always  an  important 
element  of  the  population  in  Rhode  Island, 
and  the  Newport  Yearly  Meeting  is  a kind  of 
annual  convocation  or  general  assembly  of 
that  silent  communion  which  is  very  familiar. 
In  the  older  days,  when  the  narrow  streets  of 
the  town  were  filled  with  the  plain  garb  of 
the  brethren  and  sisters  from  all  parts  of  the 
country,  how  true  seemed  the  gracious  words ; 
“ The  very  garments  of  a Quaker  seem  inca- 
pable of  receiving  a soil,  and  cleanliness  in 
them  to  be  something  more  than  the  absence 
of  its  contrary.  Every  Quakeress  is  a lily, 
and  when  they  come  up  in  bands  to  their 
Whitsun  conferences,  whitening  the  eastern 
streets  of  the  metropolis,  from  all  parts  of  the 
United  Kingdom,  they  show  the  troops  of  the 
Shining  Ones.” 

If  the  young  Whittier  was  ever  brought  to 
the  May  meeting  in  old  Newport,  he  would 
have  thought  it  a soft  diabolic  enticement  if 
some  fancy  had  whispered  to  him  that  one 
day  he  would  be  held  in  reverence  and  honor 
as  a writer  of  verses,  and  that  his  portrait 
would  be  cherished  among  the  chief  orna- 
ments of  a school  of  his  unworldly  fraternity. 
The  Muses  were  but  pagan  goddesses  to  the 
older  Quakers.  James  Naylor  and  George  Fox 
would  have  put  aside  the  sweet  solicitations 
of  color  and  of  song,  as  8t.  Anthony  avoided 
the  blandishments  of  the  lovely  syren  whom  he 
knew  to  be  the  Devil.  But  gently  the  mod- 
em Quakcra  have  been  won  over.  That  grim 
austerity,  as  of  the  Puritan,  has  yielded  to 
kindly  sympathies,  and  the  wholesome  gaye- 
ties  and  the  refining  graces  of  life  are  not  dis- 
owned by  the  quietists.  Nay,  even  in  a se- 
verer day  was  there  not  a certain  elegance  of 
taste  in  Friends’  raiment?  If  the  bonnet 
were  rigidly  of  the  Quaker  type,  was  it  not  of 
exquisite  texture  ? Was  not  the  fabric  of  the 
dress  as  delicate  and  soft  as  if  woven  in  Per- 
sian looms  ? Was  a sense  of  Quaker  aristoc- 
racy unknown  and  has  no  Quaker  equipage 
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been  seen  which  rolled  with  an  air  as  superior 
as  that  of  a cardinaUs  carriage  ? 

But  what  a delightful  character  the  Quak- 
er tradition  imparted  to  everything  that  it 
touched  I A certain  grave  and  sweet  sim- 
plicity, an  air  of  candor  and  of  plain  recti- 
tude, a frank  and  fraternal  heartiness — these 
were  all  distinctively  Quaker.  They  were  imi- 
tated to  base  ends,  indeed,  and  no  rogue  so 
roguish  as  a counterfeited  Quaker;  no  stories 
of  such  smug  duplicity  as  those  which  were 
told  of  the  smooth  knaves  in  drab.  But  it  was 
only  the  homage  to  virtue.  Knaves  wore  the 
Quaker  garb  because  the  Quaker  garb  was 
justly  identified  with  honesty.  Those  whose 
early  youth  w’as  familiar  with  Friends,  as  with 
them  and  among  them,  but  not  of  them,  still 
delight  in  the  recollection,  and  associate  with 
them  still  a refined  superiority. 

That  the  rigid  traditions  have  been  relaxed 
is  apparent  from  the  very  incident  that  we  have 
mentioned.  The  Muses  have  penetrated  the 
Friends’  Boarding-School.  There  is  a piano 
in  the  hall.  There  are  busts  and  portraits  of 
famous  Friends.  There  were  eloquence  and 
poetry  in  commemoration  of  a Quaker  poet. 
There  were  universal  affection  and  gratitude 
for  the  singer  and  his  song.  Bernard  Barton 
was  a Quaker  poet.  But  Whittier  is  the  Quaker 
poet.  It  was  a curious  illustration  of  the  hap- 
py fusing  of  differing  creeds  in  a generous  hu- 
man sympathy  and  admiration  that  at  the 
Puritan  dinner  in  New  York  on  Forefathers’- 
day,  some  years  ago,  a Roman  Catholic,  James 
T.  Brady,  the  famous  advocate,  said  to  the  Easy 
Chair,  “ My  poet  of  poets  is  Whittier.”  John 
Bright  has  publicly  testified  his  honor  and  re- 
gard. And  who  does  not  ? That  purity  and 
simplicity  and  native  dignity  of  life  blending 
with  tlie  pure  and  tender  and  humane  song — 
they  are  a national  possession,  they  are  en- 
nobling and  inspiring.  That  example  in  the 
sight  of  all  American  youth,  that  steady  fidel- 
ity to  plain  living  and  high  thinking,  is  inex- 
pressibly valuable.  It  is  not  appropriated,  and 
it  can  not  be,  by  the  tranquil  religious  com- 
munity to  wdiich  the  poet  belongs.  It  is  a 
common  benefit. 

Yet  ns  a Hampden  or  a Milton,  a Washing- 
ton or  an  Adams,  lineally  descended  from  the 
man  who  has  made  the  family  name  illustrious, 
might  cherish  his  peculiar  and  personal  grati- 
fication in  the  renown  of  his  ancestor,  so  the 
Friends  may  well  feel  an  especial  glowing  of 
the  heart  as  Friends  that  William  Penn  and 
Elizabeth  Fry,  and  John  Bright  and  Whittier, 
and  others  truly  and  humanely  eminent,  were 
of  their  own  household  of  faith.  The  young 
Quakers  are  taught  the  vanity  of  worldly  dis- 
tinctions. But  there  is  a lofty  sense  in  which 
nMes^  oblige^  and  as  the  pupils  of  the  Provi- 
dence school  see  the  forms  and  faces  of  the 
famous  Friends,  and  recall  John  Woolman  and 
“the  early  Quakers,”  they  may  well  feel  and 
say  with  high  resolve, “ I too  am  a Quaker.” 

Mr.  Whittier  and  Dr.  Holmes  are  now  our 
patriarchs  of  song.  But  it  is  in  years  only  that 


they  are  old.  The  later  verses  of  Whittier  have 
the  same  unchanged  quality  of  graphic  sim- 
plicity and  deep  and  catholic  feeling,  the  same 
penetrating  pathos  and  New  England  vigor, 
which  have  been  always  his.  For  half  a cen- 
tury he  has  been  a bard  arousing  patriotic  and 
humane  emotion,  a minstrel  cheering  and 
soothing  and  charming  with  tender  ballad 
and  romantic  lyric.  And  here  is  the  latest 
song  of  Holmes,  the  ate  of  the  beautiful  illus- 
trated volume,  which  happily  reminds  us  how 
ever  fresh  and  familiar  are  the  strains  which 
it  preludes,  and  which  will  go  on  echoing  and 
singing  themselves  along  the  coming  years. 

These  are  the  singers  w’ho  still  happily  con- 
nect us  with  the  great  group  of  which  they 
are  parts.  But  it  is  the  especial  glory  of  that 

froup,  which  contains  the  various  genius  which 
rst  challenged  the  attention  of  the  world,  and 
satisfied  it  that  at  last  the  Muses  had  alighted 
upon  this  continent,  that  they  arc  as  illustrious 
as  citizens  as  they  are  renowned  as  poets,  philos- 
ophers, historians,  novelists,  essayists,  masters 
in  science,  and  scholars.  There  is  perhaps  no 
similar  group  whose  members  were  of  such 
lofty  and  blameless  life,  so  free  from  the  com- 
mon faults  of  men  of  letters — of  lives  so  regu- 
lar, so  well-ordered  and  diligent,  so  free  from 
every  reproach. 

The  young  Quaker  need  not  shake  his  head 
as  he  looks  upon  the  portrait  of  the  Quaker 
poet,  and  grieve  that  this  habit  must  not  bo 
mentioned,  and  that  that  event  is  to  be  re- 
gretted. For  him  in  that  nol)le  hfe  nothing 
is  to  be  regretted.  The  talent  has  not  been 
wrapped  in  a napkin.  The  opportunity  has 
been  seized,  and  the  blessing  wrung  from  the 
beneficent  angel.  It  is  not  the  poet  only  who 
regards  him  from  that  grave  canvas,  it  is  the 
patriot,  the  friend  of  liberty,  the  modest  and 
temperate  citizen,  the  good  man. 


The  biographies  of  literary  men  with  their 
letters  and  diaries  have  now  become  such  pho- 
tographic revelations  of  cveiy  detail  of  their 
lives  that  an  author  may  well  say  of  his  pos- 
sible biographer  as  the  poor  Lord  Chancellor 
said  of  Brougham,  that  he  adds  a new  terror 
to  death.  The  old  motto  for  a biography  was 
nU  nisi  honum.  If  a man’s  life  were  worth 
writing  at  all,  it  seemed  to  be  thought  that  it 
must  be  because  he  was  a model  man,  and  the 
model  was  not  permitted  to  suffer  in  the  hands 
of  the  artist.  Famous  men  were  painted,  as 
it  were,  in  their  coronation  robes.  But  the 
more  modern  biography  treats  them,  ns  Thack- 
eray in  one  of  his  little  vignettes  treated  Louis 
the  Fourteenth,  stripped  of  his  fine  plumage 
of  clothes,  and  shrunken,  bald,  and  ])uny,  a 
ludicrous  figure  to  behold.  Teufelsdrockh’s 
dogma  that  clothes  make  the  man  is  half  jus- 
tified by  much  of  our  current  biography. 

The  imagination  requires  that  the  poet  and 
the  hero  shall  be  round  and  complete,  and  no- 
thing is  more  shocking  to  young  enthusiasm 
than  the  revelation  of  something  incongruous 
in  the  hero.  One  of  the  most  vivid  recollec- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  EASY  CHAIR, 


tions  of  the  Easy  Chair  is  that  of  its  grieved 
incredulity  in  extreme  youth  upon  hearing  it 
said  of  the  poet  to  whom  it  was  then  ardently 
devoted  that  he  wore  the  best-titting  coat  of 
any  man  in  the  city.  The  Easy  Chair  had  not 
then  read  Sartor  Remrtus^  nor  did  it  appre- 
hend the  wisdom  of  the  clothes  philosophy. 
But  it  has  often  since  reflected  that  there  was 
a certain  spiritual  reason  that  the  poct^s  coat 
should  have  been  so  noted.  And  what  youth- 
ful admirer  of  Alice  and  Emeet  Maltracers 
could  read  the  memoirs  of  Bulwer  which  have 
been  recently  published  without  imperiling 
his  faith  in  human  nature  ? 

Mr.  Froude  has  now  completed  his  remark- 
able biography  of  Carlyle.  It  is  photographic, 
but,  like  all  photographs,  it  lacks  some  of  the 
indispensable  points  of  a true  and  faithful 
likeness.  Even  the  reports  of  a man’s  own 
words,  his  lettera,  his  journals,  may,  uninter- 
preted,  be  signally  unjust  to  him.  A certain 
humoristic  extravagance,  or  any  mental  or 
moral  idiosyncrasy  unexplained,  belies  the 
writer  or  the  speaker.  Indeed,  the  sagacity 
to  deal  with  such  things,  the  just  insight,  the 
correct  appreciation,  the  sense  of  proportion — 
these  are  all  essential  to  the  true  “editing,” 
of  the  great  value  of  which  Carlyle  was  pro- 
foundly conscious.  In  the  continuous  and 
absolutely  unrestrained  flow  of  expression  in 
which  a literary  man  indulges  there  will  be 
a hundred  petulances  and  irritabilities  and 
gibes  and  expletives  which,  when  printed,  ut- 
terly distort  the  true  likeness  of  the  man. 
Oho ! then  our  saint,  so  smooth  and  placid  in 
his  public  aspect,  was  sour  and  snappish  in 
the  family  circle  I Our  grave  philosopher,  who 
exhorts  to  silence  and  self-denial,  gabbled  in- 
cessantly and  smoked  forever  the  strongest 
tobacco!  Our  social  mentor,  who  preaches 
simplicity  and  natural  freedom,  was  made  up 
of  false  calves  and  teeth,  and  a wig  and  corsets. 
And  all  dolls  are  sawdust,  and  there  is  no  balm 
in  Gilead. 

Much  recent  biography,  indeed,  emphasizes 
the  truth  that  there  is  no  more  important  lit- 
erary workman  than  the  editor  and  biogra- 
pher. For  not  only  does  he  tell  the  story  of  a 
life,  but  in  telling  it  he  may  impair  or  destroy 
one  of  the  loftiest  influences  and  moral  pow- 
ers. A supreme  discretion  is  indispensable; 
the  instinctive  knowledge  of  that  wdiich,  how- 
ever true  in  itself,  will  necessarily  convey  a 
false  impression,  and  which  should  therefore 
be  presented  not  in  the  form  of  a diary  or  of 
letters,  but  of  editorial  statement ; or  if  pre- 
sented in  the  original,  should  be  accompanied 
with  due  and  clear  interpretation.  Supreme 
discretion  also  involves  the  instinctive  per- 
ception of  what  should  not  be  published  at 
all  What  sinning  there  has  recently  been  in 
that  way!  How  much  we  know  that  we 
ought  not  to  know ! Literature  is  the  gainer 
by  the  letters  of  Mrs.  Carlyle.  But  what  a 
wrong  to  her ! If  a sneak-thief  should  steal 
Tennyson’s  love-letters  and  publish  them, 
what  a general  interest  to  see  them  I What 
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an  enormous  sale  there  would  be  I What  an 
addition  to  the  literature  of  letters  they  might 
well  prove  to  be ! But  what  an  unspeakable 
outrage  ! what  dishonor ! what  disgrace  I 

It  would  be  the  most  terrible  penalty  of 
fame  to  know  that  every  word  that  you  wrote 
or  spoke  was  sure  sooner  or  later  to  reverber- 
ate through  the  world,  and  to  be  heard  of  all 
men.  The  fatal  self-consciousness  that  would 
follow  would  make  the  life  of  every  victim  of 
fame  hollow  and  artificial.  Wendell  Phillips’s 
warning  against  the  man  who  keeps  a diary 
would  be  heeded,  but  for  quite  another  reason. 
The  diarist  would  forbear.  The  letter  would 
be  unwritten.  The  hapless  man  of  fame  would 
be  consumed  with  the  suspicion  that  his  foes 
were  those  of  his  own  household.  The  liter- 
ary heirs  and  executors  of  a renowned  author 
are  invested  with  a moral  responsibility  which 
they  can  not  evade.  There  will  be  always  great 
interest  and  large  remuneration,  for  instance, 
for  all  that  he  wrote,  however  imperfect  and 
fragmentary.  But  who  would  tarnish  a pure 
fame  for  a mess  of  pottage  ? 

The  courteous  reader  will  not  suppose  that 
we  would  have  Cromwell’s  warts  smoothed 
away  in  the  portrait,  or  the  twist  taken  out 
of  Alexander’s  neck.  But  we  would  not  have 
warts  suggested  where  they  are  not,  nor  a 
symmetrical  neck  turned  awry.  If  it  appear 
that  we  have  all  been  deceived,  that  Wilber- 
force  was,  in  truth,  but  a bottle-green  patri- 
arch, that  Whitefield  was  really  Chadband,  and 
Dr.  Johnson  an  impostor,  let  the  idol  be  shat- 
tered. But  let  us  never  forget  that  Homer  is 
still  the  epic  poet,  although  he  sometimes  nod- 
ded, and  Washington  incomparable,  despite 
the  oath  at  Monmouth  and  the  sometimes 
doubtful  spelling. 


Nothtno  favors  a gentle  optimism  more 
than  the  reading  of  history  and  the  involun- 
tary comparison  of  time  with  time.  Thirty 
years,  almost,  ago,  when  we  all  went  to  Dr. 
Chapin’s  old  church,  on  Broadway  below 
Prince  Street,  to  hear  Thackeray  read  his  lec- 
tures upon  the  Georges,  that  refined  and  charm- 
ing audience  listened,  incredulous,  to  the  tale 
of  the  character  and  life  of  the  highest  social 
circle  in  England.  The  good  people  com- 
pared it  at  every  sentence  with  the  society 
they  knew,  and  of  which  they  were  so  char- 
acteristic a part,  in  New  York.  It  had  its  fri- 
volities, its  extravagances,  and  vulgarities  and 
absurdities;  its  back  was  well  enough  suited 
to  the  gentle  lash  of  the  genial  satirist  to  whom 
it  listened,  but  not  to  the  scorpion  scourge  of 
Juvenal.  Fancy  tl»e  change  from  the  court 
of  George  the  First  or  Second  to  that  of  Vic- 
toria ! For  the  coarse  and  ignorant  sensualist, 
the  monarch,  we  have  the  Queen.  For  Boling- 
broke,  and  Harley,  and  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  we 
have  Gladstone,  the  noble  Fawcett,  just  dead, 
and  his  unsullied  associates.  For  Atterbury 
we  have — alas ! we  had — Dean  Stanley.  For 
Swift  there  was  Carlyle.  For  Marlborough 
there  was  lately  Wellington. 
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Follow  the  contrast — which  is  again  sug- 
gested by  Mr.  Justin  McCarthy’s  newly  pub- 
lished Four  Georges — in  his  pages  of  the  first 
George,  and  in  Hervey  and  Lecky  of  the  suc- 
ceediug  reigns,  and  what  a change  of  the  mor- 
al sbindard!  Our  own  little  Vanity  Faif, 
with  its  profuse  ostentation,  its  substitution 
of  money  for  cultivation  and  refinement  and 
social  charm,  its  imitations  and  amazing  re- 
productions of  foreign  follies,  even  its  occa- 
sional disposition  to  be  very  wild  and  bad” 
— ^what  an  amusingly  innocent  little  circle  of 
costly  pleasure  it  is,  compared  with  the  vigor- 
ous vice,  the  universal  falsity  and  foulness  and 
flaunting  debauchery,  the  ignorance  and  vul- 
garity and  treachery,  of  the  earlier  Georgian 
era!  Thackeray,  after  saturating  his  mind 
with  all  the  memoirs  and  histories  of  the 
time,  says  that  its  baseness  and  degradation  are 
quite  indescribable. 

If  we  are  somewhat,  and  not  unjustly,  dismay- 
ed at  the  mad  extravagance  of  a little  clique 
of  society  of  our  own,  whose  influence  is  un- 
questionably bad,  there  is  notliing  in  it  like 
that  authoritative  orgy  of  the  Georgian  court, 
which  is  what  we  chiefly  hear  and  see  in  the 
history  of  the  time.  Yet  even  then  one  thing 
is  remarkable,  and  that  is  the  steady  progress 
of  political  liberty  and  regularity,  and  the  set- 
tlement of  the  forms  and  methods  of  freedom. 


This  implies  the  existence  of  a society  and 
sentiment  in  England,  of  which,  however,  it 
is  hard  to  find  any  recorded  trace,  which  sup- 
plied the  moral  character  and  purpose  with- 
out which  the  gain  could  not  have  been  ef- 
fected, It  is  to  this  society  that  Addison 
and  Steele  appealed,  and  what  is  it  but  that 
“remnant”  of  which  Matthew  Arnold  spoke  a 
year  ago  ? 

This  public  is  that  “ people”  and  “ country” 
to  which  political  orators  ^dress  themselves, 
as  if  there  were  a vast  community  outside  of 
parties  which  finally  determines  the  question. 
Addison’s  Free- Holder  does  not  reason  with 
the  Whi^  or  Tories,  but  with  the  patriots, 
the  Englishmen,  who  are  watching  events  and 
waiting  to  be  persuaded.  The  instinct  is 
riglit  The  “remnant”  is  always  there.  It 
gives  the  victory  now  to  the  Whigs,  now  to 
the  Tories.  It  was  not  found  in  the  Georgian 
court,  but  in  qpiet  houses  in  town  and  coun- 
try. It  is  not  found  in  the  gilded  circle  in 
this  or  in  any  land,  although  it  has  its  adher- 
ents there.  It  is  among  what  Lincoln  called 
the  plain  people. 

It  nourishes  a gentle  but  pemistent  opti- 
mism to  remark  how  much  higher  is  the  stand- 
ard of  the  remnant  now  than  in  the  Georgian 
day,  and  how  surely  its  demands  are  satis- 
fied. 


fMtor’a  I’itaq  :jRttorit. 


IT  requires  no  violent  effort  of  the  imagina- 
tion to  conjure  up  a vision  of  happy  faces 
behind  the  gift-books  for  the  holidays  that 
have  accumulated  upon  the  editor’s  table. 
Gray  hairs  and  baby  locks  are  there,  and  youth 
treading  closely  in  the  wake  of  beauty,  and 
irrepressible  boyhood  jostling  to  the  front  side 
and  side  with  gentler  girlhood.  There,  too,  is 
radiant  niatronhood  leaning  on  the  arm  of 
vigorous  manhood,  and  bright-faced  childhood 
clinging  timidly  to  mamma’s  skirts  or  holding 
trustfully  to  pajia’s  hand.  The  faithful  family 
friend  is  there,  and  the  fairy  godmother,  and 
troops  of  present- takers  of  all  degrees  and  ages, 
whose  faces  are  lit  with  a more  eager  but  not 
a more  real  joy  than  that  which  illuminates 
those  of  the  kindly  present-givers.  Aud  the 
poor  are  there,  and  far-off  sons  aud  daughters 
with  faces  homeward  bent  at  merry  Christmas- 
tide. 

As  is  the  wont  at  the  holidays,  the  larger 
proportion  of  these  gift-books  are  copiously  il- 
lustrated. In  some  both  the  illustrations  and 
the  text  are  of  a high  quality ; in  others  the 
illustrations  are  the  chief  attraction,  and  the 
text  is  of  fair  but  secondary  value ; in  others 
the  illustrations  are  subordinate  to  the  text, 
and  merely  interpretative  of  it ; and  in  others 
still  the  illustrations  are  either  mutually  con- 
tributory to  useful  or  entertaining  knowledge, 


or  to  mere  passing  amusement.  The  notices 
that  follow  are  arranged  as  near  os  may  be  in 
conformity  with  this  general  classification. 


No  other  country  comprises  within  so  small 
limits  so  much  that  is  of  paramount  historical 
and  artistic  interest,  or  presents  so  many  fea- 
tures of  scenery,  manners,  and  customs  that  are 
peculiar  to  it,  as  Holland.  Its  old  towns,  Vith 
their  quaint  or  imposing  architectural  remains, 
are  nestling-places  of  memories  of  the  medimval 
times;  in  its  newer  but  still  comparatively 
venerable  cities  the  streams  of  ancient  and 
modern  life  commingle  so  as  to  present  a med- 
ley of  strange  or  engaging  contrasts;  and  its 
people,  especially  those  of  the  provinces  aud 
decayed  towns  and  villages,  exhibit  varieties 
of  character,  disposition,  costume,  aud  occupa- 
tion such  as  are  met  with  nowhere  else  in 
Christendom.  The  flavor  of  the  old-world  life 
that  lingers  amid  the  activities  aud  refine- 
ments of  the  new,  the  intermixture  everywhere 
of  the  natural  aud  the  artiiicial,  the  old  pro- 
vincial usages,  styles  of  dress,  and  buildings, 
aud  the  social  and  domestic  habits  that  stur- 
dily resist  innovation  and  refuse  to  amalga- 
mate with  the  tastes  and  fashions  of  later 
days — these,  aud  a thousand  specialties  of 
landscape,  of  modes  of  labor  and  forms  of  in- 
dustr}^,  of  climate,  aud  of  uurelaxing  contest 
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with  the  forces  of  uatnre  which  have  made 
Holland  unlike  any  other  country,  and  have 
stamped  its  inbahitsnts  with  all  the  marks  of 
a peculiar  people,  are  full  of  invitations  to  the 
student,  the  archaeologist,  the  historian,  and 
above  all  to  the  artist. 

The  impressions  which  such  a land  and  peo- 
ple have  made  upon  two  distinguished  artists, 
who  are  also  vigilant  and  observing  travellers, 
are  set  down  with  great  minuteness  and  re- 
fieshing  vivacity  in  Mr,  George  H.  Bough  ton’s 
account  of  his  Sketching  Bumbles  in  Holland  in 
company  with  his  friend  and  brother  artist 
Mr.  Edwin  A.  Abbey.  In  the  beautiful  vol- 
ume that  is  the  fruit  of  these  rambles  both 
artists  have  called  into  play  all  their  rare  pic- 
torial powers  to  place  before  our  eyes  the  sights 
and  scenes  they  witnessed,  and  all  the  homely 
or  humorous  or  picturesque  phases  of  life  and 
manners  they  encountered  in  this  most  quaint 
and  artist-beloved”  land. 

If  Mr.  Boiigliton’s  crisp  and  spirited  narra- 
tive had  been  unassisted  by  his  own  and  Mr. 
Abbey’s  brilliant  illustrations,  his  book  would 
Lave  been  a delightful  one.  No  nook  is  so  se- 
cluded or  insiguihcant,  aud  no  out-of-the-way 
comer  so  remote,  as  to  escape  his  eye ; and  his 
genial  pen  jots  dowm  the  impressions  they  made 
upon  him  with  the  gay  enthusiasm  of  a boy. 
His  buoyancy  is  contagions.  His  pages  glow 
with  animation,  and  radiate  it  as  he  describes 
the  various  aspects  of  life  that  greet  his  eyes 
on  festival  days  and  work  days,  among  all  sorts 
and  conditions  of  Netherlandish  men,  women, 
and  small  folk,  in  town  and  country,  in  church 
and  market-place,  in  chateau  and  homestead, 
in  kitchen  and  attic,  by  the  road-side  and  on 
or  beside  the  prim  canals,  and  by  dike  and 
windmill  and  sea-side.  Not  less  animated  are 
his  recollections  of  the  great  statesmen,  sol- 
diers, patriots,  aud  artists  who  have  made  the 
Low  Countries  memorable  in  every  land  where 
constancy  and  fortitude  are  classed  among  the 
virtues,  or  where  genius  aud  learning  are  ven- 
erated. But  his  inspiriting  buoyancy  is  most 
conspicuous,  perhaps,  in  his  fine  contrasts  of 
the  “dead  and  dying  cities  of  the  Zuider  Zee” 
with  the  activity  of  the  busy  marts  of  Haarlem 
and  Antwerp,  of  Rotterdam  and  Amsterdam, 
and  in  his  picturesque  descriptions  of  the 
“placid,  dreamy  lowland  landscapes”  that 
Cuyp  aud  Ruysdael  made  famons  by  their 
genius. 

Delightful,  however,  as  is  Mr.  Boughton’s 
book,  if  regard  be  had  only  to  its  literary  fea- 
tures, it  is  trebly  so  from  an  artistic  point  of 
view.  All  the  features  of  Holland  and  its  peo- 
ple that  he  so  genially  describes  in  his  spark- 
ling narrative  are  made  the  subject  of  more 
than  fourscore  illustrations  by  Mr.  Boughton, 
Mr.  Abbey,  and  Mr.  J.  E.  Rogers  — principally 
by  the  two  former — all  of  which  are  felicitous, 

1 Shtiching  RamUee  in  HeUand.  By  Obobob  H. 
Bouohton.  RA.  With  lUustratfons  by  the  Author 
and  Edwin  A.  Abbey.  8q.  8vo,  pp.  842.  New  York : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


and  the  greater  number  of  rare  excellence. 
Indeed,  not  even  the  most  modest  and  unpre- 
tentious bits  of  “odds  and  ends”  which  we  find 
among  them  can  bo  scanned  without  discover- 
ing some  new  aud  unexpected  beauty,  or  some 
subtle  felicity  of  treatment  or  composition 
which  1*0 veals  the  identity  of  the  artist  and 
the  special  characteristic  of  his  genius  or  of 
his  technical  methods.  Among  the  more  elab- 
orate illustrations  are  a number  of  which  it  is 
no  exaggeration  to  say  that  they  ore  genuine 
masterpieces.  We  refer  more  especially  to  the 
various  portraits  of  fair  maidens  of  middle  or 
low  degree,  to  the  groups  of  village,  country, 
and  fisher  folk,  and  to  the  exquisitely  beauti- 
ful landscape  and  genre  pieces  which  are  scat- 
tered through  the  volume  with  profuse  liber- 
ality. The  book  is  a luxurious  octavo,  as  rich 
in  its  dress  and  typography  as  it  is  in  its  mat- 
ter. 


One  of  the  most  perfect,  as  well  as  most  ap- 
propriate and  interesting,  of  our  holiday  books 
is  Mr.  E.  P.  Roe’s  captivating  combination  of 
romance  and  reality,  Naturae  Serial  Story.* 
This  delightful  volume  is  rich  in  charming 
pictures  of  the  varied  scenery  of  the  High- 
lands, aud  transports  the  reader  now  to  the 
dark  forests  and  majestic  heights,  and  anon  to 
the  deep  solitudes,  sequestered  nooks,  peace- 
ful valleys,  brawling  torrents,  singing  brooks, 
and  quiet  rural  homes  of  that  inviting  region. 
It  is  rich  also  in  its  descriptions  of  the  changes 
of  the  seasons  from  spring  to  summer,  and 
again  from  lusty  autumn  to  ice-bound  and 
snow-clad  winter,  with  all  the  diversities  of 
life  and  sound  and  color,  of  enjoyments,  occu- 
pations, and  vicissitudes,  and  of  revelations 
of  beauty,  of  birth,  and  of  decay,  that  are  pe- 
culiar to  each.  And  with  all  this  it  embodies, 
in  an  absorbing  domestic  story  of  rural  life 
aud  of  the  stanch  affections  and  loyal  loves 
that  are  as  native  to  it  as  its  modest  wild 
flower,  or  its  wealth  of  leaf  and  burn  and 
crag,  a practical  purpose  which  is  so  deftly 
disguised  aud  introduced  so  naturally  as  to 
make  it  seem  a part  of  the  romance  that  be- 
guiles us ; so  that  while  the  reader  is  listen- 
ing to  a tale  in  which  the  “ old,  old  story”  is 
told  with  new  and  bewitching  variations,  he 
is  insensibly  imbibing  a store  of  useful  and 
practical  knowledge  bearing  n]>on  field-cult- 
ure, horticulture,  and  natural  history,  and  at 
the  same  time  deriving  an  inkling  of  the  sports 
and  pastimes  that  irradiate,  and  of  the  studies 
and  pursuits  that  may  ennoble,  a country  life. 
The  story  glows  with  color  aud  movement,  and 
it  abounds  in  picturesque  descriptions  of  nat- 
ural scenery,  of  farm  and  home  and  rural  life, 
of  the  haunts  of  birds,  beasts,  insects,  and 
flowers,  and  in  clever  and  scarcely  less  pic- 
turesque delineations  of  American  life  and 
character.  Seldom  has  there  been  a volume 

* Ifature's  Serial  Story.  By  Edward  P.  Rob.  Illus- 
trated by  W.  Hamilton  Gibson  and  P.  Dielman. 
Large  8vo,  pp.  480.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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which  appeals  as  constantly  as  this  to  the 
sensibilities  of  the  artist,  or  which  is  as  sug- 
gestive of  themes  and  subjects  that  are  wor- 
thy of  his  best  efforts ; and  naturally  its  capa- 
bilities for  pictorial  embellishment  have  been 
availed  of  by  our  nature-loving  artists  Gibson 
and  Dielman  to  adorn  its  pages  with  more 
than  one  hundred  and  thirty  designs,  many  of 
tliem  full-page,  illustrative  of  rural  and  home 
life,  of  plant,  beast,  flower,  and  held  life,  of  the 
varying  aspects  of  the  seasons,  and  of  the 
grand,  the  weird,  and  the  beautiful  scenery  of 
our  New  York  Highlands.  The  engravings 
have  been  executed  by  a corps  of  artists  who 
have  done  full  justice  to  Mr.  Gibson’s  and  Mr. 
Dielman’s  admirable  designs,  and  constitute  a 
gallery  which  will  be  referred  to  in  the  future 
as  exemplary  of  an  era  in  the  art  of  wood-cut- 
ting  in  America.  The  volume  is  a sumptuous 
octavo,  bound  and  printed  in  the  Messrs,  Har- 
pers’ best  style.  __ 

A MAGNIFICENT  folio  is  issued  from  the 
Riverside  Press  containing  Mr.  Edward  Fitz- 
gerald’s brilliant  version  and  Mr.  Elihu  Ved- 
der’s  masterly  pictorial  interpretations  and 
illustrations  of  the  Buhdiydtf^  a remarkable 
Oriental  poem,  written  by  Omar  Khayyam,  a 
gifted  Persian  poet -astronomer,  who  flour- 
ished in  the  latter  half  of  the  eleventh  and 
the  first  quarter  of  the  twelfth  century  of 
our  era,  and  whose  genius  has  extorted  the  ad- 
miration of  English  and  American  poets  and 
scholars.  The  poem  is  a production  of  great 
power  and  beauty,  and  its  every  stanza  is  rich 
in  pictorial  and  poetic  suggestions.  The  poet’s 
imagination  revels  in  symbol  and  allegory;  in 
dreams  of  sensual  pleasures  and  delights ; in 
scenes  of  transporting  loveliness  overflowing 
with  plenty  and  with  epicurean  enjoyment; 
in  visions  of  fruits  and  flowers,  women  and 
wine, sylvan  retreats  and  paradisiacal  gardens; 
and  in  lofty  speculations  and  fancies  on  deity 
and  destiny,  being  and  non-being,  life  and 
death,  matter  and  spirit,  good  and  evil,  sorrow 
and  joy.  And  interwoven  with  these  are  de- 
licious eclogues  of  Persian  life,  and  charming 
pictures  of  the  changing  skies  and  seasons  of 
Central  Asia.  But  the  great  feature  of  this 
magnificent  volume  is  the  wealth  of  fancy  and 
imagination  that  Mr.  Vedder  has  lavished  upon 
the  unique  and  masterly  drawings  with  which 
he  has  illustrated  it,  and  in  which  the  painter 
often  transcends  the  poet  in  the  boldness  and 
originality  as  well  as  in  the  subtlety  and 
beauty  of  his  conceptions,  not  seldom  con- 
verting the  most  shadowy  intimations  of  the 
poem  into  glowing  and  definite  forms,  or  add- 
ing new  lines  of  grace  and  strength  to  its  con- 
crete pictures  and  creations.  In  the  difficult 
matter  of  treating  the  mythical  and  allegor- 
ical Mr.  Vedder  has  exercised  equal  taste  aud 

* Rvb&Ujht  of  Omar  KhetuyAm,  the  Aetrorvorner  • Poet 
Qf  Persia.  Rendered  into  English  Verse  by  Edward 
Fitzgerald.  With  an  Accompaniment  of  Drawings 
^ Elihu  Vedder.  Large  Folio,  pp.  146.  Boston: 
Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 


skill,  having  carefully  avoided,  on  the  one 
hand,  the  tendency  to  the  extravagant,  the 
grotesque,  or  the  nnmitigably  weird  that  is 
commonly  betrayed  by  artists  when  dealing 
with  this  class  of  subjects,  and  on  the  other 
their  proneness  to  degrade  the  ideal  and  the 
imaginary  t-o  the  level  of  the  grossly  material 
or  the  baldly  prosaic.  The  volume  was  re- 
ceived at  too  late  an  hour  to  admit  of  that  de- 
tailed description  of  Mr.  Vedder’s  imposing 
drawings,  or  that  close  study  and  analysis  of 
their  internal  and  technical  characteristics, 
which  their  importance  as  works  of  high  ima- 
ginative art  deserves.  Without  entering  into 
any  minute  criticism,  we  must  be  content  to 
say  that  they  are  remarkable  for  the  dignity 
of  their  thought  and  the  loftiness  of  their  aims, 
the  perfection  of  their  delineation  of  the  hu- 
man form,  the  vigor  and  originality  of  their 
composition  and  grouping,  and  the  carefulness 
with  which  the  great  multiplicity  of  their  mi- 
nute details  are  treated.  Each  of  its  fifty-six 
drawings  occupies  a folio  page,  printed  on  one 
side  only,  of  heavy  plate  paper,  twelve  inches 
hy  fifteen,  and  includes  the  stanza  or  stanzas 
of  the  poem  which  it  illustrates. 


The  Seven  Ages  of  Man^  fi^om  SKakespeare^s  **As 
You  Like  is  the  title  of  an  elegant  voluino 
in  w*hich  the  well-known  monologne  of  the 
melancholy  and  moralizing  Jaques  has  been 
made  the  subject  of  a friendly  rivalry  for  the 
palm  of  excellence  in  their  several  departments 
hy  the  artists  and  publishers  who  united  iu 
its  preparation.  Richly  but  tastefully  bound, 
and  faultlessly  printed  on  heavy  gilt-edged 
drawiug-paper,  the  publisher  Las  exhausted 
the  resources  of  the  ^^art  preservative  of  all 
arts”  upon  its  ample  folio  pages.  In  their 
more  difficult  task  of  reproducing  sliake- 
speare’s  thoughts  and  imaginings  in  pictorial 
form,  the  artists  too  who  have  illustrated  the 
volume  have  expendetl  all  the  wealth  of  tbeir 
skill  aud  genius,  with  the  result  of  a series*  of 
uuique  and  original  drawings  that  are  worthily 
representative  of  the  present  state  of  American 
art,  and  despite  the  slight  tendency  to  exag- 
geration that  is  visible  in  several  of  them,  are 
also  admirable  as  versions  of  the  thought  that 
was  in  Shakespeare’s  mind  when  he  wT*ote  the 
lines  which  have  since  become  treasured  house- 
hold words.  The  artists  who  have  contributed 
to  the  volume  are  F.  S.  Church,  St.  John  Har- 
per, Thomas  Hovenden,  Gilbert  Gaul,  A.  B. 
Frost,  W.  T.  Smedley,  and  Walter  Sbirlaw. 
The  engravings  are  characteristic  specimens 
of  the  careful  workmanship  of  E.  Heiucraann, 
Henry  Wolf,  C.  H.  Reed,  Frank  French,  George 
P.  Williams,  and  Fred  Jueugling.  The  pub- 
lishers have  also  printed  a popular  edition  of 

* The  Seven  Ages  of  Man,  from  Shake^are's  **A8  You 
Like  The  Artists’  Edition.  Illustrated  with  Pho- 
toirravures  from  Original  Paintinffs.  Folio,  pp.  40. 
Philadelphia : J.  B.  Lipplncott  and  C’o. 

The  Same.  Small  4to.  pp.  32.  Philadelphia ; J.  B. 
Lipplncott  and  Co. 
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tliis  acceptable  souvenir,  in  w'hich  the  illustra- 
tions and  the  page  are  reduced  in  size  without 
sacrificing  the  beauty  of  either. 


Tlie  Flower  Songs  Sot*ies^  is  the  general  title 
of  four  elegant  portfolios,  each  of  which  is 
bound  in  a burnished  and  richly  colored  paper 
cover  fringed  with  silk,  and  contains  four  full- 
page  colored  drawings  of  familiar  or  beautiful 
flowers  either  single  or  in  groups,  with  verses 
from  favorite  authors  appropriate  to  each 
flower  printed  upon  the  succeeding  pages. 
The  pictures  are  remarkable  not  merely  for  the 
brilliancy  and  naturalness  of  their  coloring, 
but  also  for  the  perfection  with  which  they 
give  the  delicate  forms  and  nicest  peculiarities 
of  these  lovely  children  of  nature.  The  illus- 
trations are  by  Susie  B.  Skelding,  who  has  also 
selected  and  arranged  the  verses  from  the  poets 
appropriate  to  each  flower. 


Upon  our  table  are  two  fine  editions  of 
Scott’s  Marmion,  and  an  edition  of  George  Eli- 
ot’s Poems,  now  just  published  in  this  country, 
embellished  with  illustrations  of  conspicuous 
merit  by  American  artists. 

One  of  these  editions*  is  a square  octavo,  from 
the  press  of  Messrs.  James  R.  Osgood  and  Co., 
Boston,  luxurious  alike  in  its  binding,  paper, 
and  typography,  and  adorned  with  nearly  four- 
score drawings,  all  of  which  will  bear  a critical 
examination, whether  regard  be  hod  to  the  fidel- 
ity and  originality  with  which  they  illustrate 
Sir  Walter’s  text,  the  fine  poetic  and  imagina- 
tive spirit  that  pervades  them,  or  the  skill  of 
their  treatment  and  workmanship.  These  ad- 
mirable drawings  are  by  Perkins,  Schell,  Gar- 
rett, Fredericks,  Shute,  Fenn,  Harley,  Waud, 
and  Merrill,  and  the  engravings  therefrom  are 
by  Andrew,  Anthony,  Tenney,  Johnson,  At- 
wood, Rnssell,  and  Richardson.  A specially 
attractive  feature  of  the  volume  is  the  series 
of  rich  ornamental  borders  and  designs  with 
which  Mr.  L.  6.  Ispen  has  surrounded  the 
pages — some  sixty  in  number — on  which  are 
printed  the  poet’s  dedicatory  introductions  to 
the  six  cantos  of  the  poem. 

Less  Inxnrious  than  the  volume  just  noticed, 
so  far  as  relates  to  size  of  the  page,  the  quality 
of  the  paper,  and  the  number  of  its  illustra- 
tions, but  still  very  elegant  and  attractive,  is 
another  edition  of  the  same  poem^  from  the 


* FUmtr  Songs  Series.  I.  A Bunch  of  Roses.  De- 

signs of  Roses,  Tulips,  White  Roses,  Heliotropes,  Mign- 
onette, and  Passion-Flowers.  Poems  by  Prominent  Au- 
thors. Arranged  and  illustrated  by  Susie  B.  Skeldinq. 
4to,  pp.  24.  if.  Pansies  and  Orchids.  Designs  of  Pan- 
sies, Snow-drops,  Heathers,  Wild  Rose,  Orchids,  Nas- 
turtiums, and  Geraniums.  The  Same.  4to,pp.24.  HI. 
Roses  and  Forget-me-nots.  Designs  of  Moss-Roses 
and  Forget-me-nots,  Clover  Blossoms,  Yellow  Roses, 
Heliotrope,  Daisies,  and  Buttercups.  The  Same.  4to, 
pp.  24.  IV.  From  Moor  and  Glen.  Designs  of  Au- 
tumn Ixiaves,  Golden  Daisies,  Flowers-de-luce,  Pond- 
Lilies.  and  Primroses.  The  Same.  4to,  pp.  24.  New 
York  : White,  Allen,  and  Stokes.  ^ 

• Marmion.  By  Sir  Walteb  Scott.  Illustrated. 
8q.  8vo,  pp.  288.  Boston : James  R,  Osgood  and  Co. 

’ Marmion.  A Poem  In  Six  Cantos.  By  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  Bart.  With  Illustrations.  8vo,  pp.  812.  New 
York : T.  Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 


press  of  Thomas  Y.  Crowell  aud  Co.,  iu  this  city. 
Several  of  the  drawings,  notably  those  by  Mr. 
E.  H.  Garrett,  the  first  two  by  Mr.  W.  H.  Shel- 
ton, aud  the  first  one  by  Mr.  W.  L.  Taylor,  are 
fully  the  peers  iu  poetic  and  artistic  merit  of 
any  iu  the  larger  and  more  ornate  Boston  edi- 
tion. In  one  essential  this  more  modest  edi- 
tion is  a more  desirable  one  than  its  superb 
rival.  It  contains  all  of  Scott’s  original  notes 
to  the  poem,  both  those  which  he  introduced 
as  foot-notes  to  tho  text,  and  those  more  ex- 
tended ones  that  he  grouped  in  an  appendix. 
These  are  entirely  omitted  from  the  Boston 
edition,  and  as  they  embody  a profusion  of 
historical,  antiquarian,  aud  legendary  glean- 
ings, chrpnicled  in  Scott’s  inimitable  style, 
their  absence  fix)m  it  seriously  impairs  its 
value. 

No  less  creditable  to  tbe  taste  and  imagina- 
tion of  American  artists  than  to  their  technical 
skill  are  the  fascinating  illustrations  in  Mr. 
Crowell’s  elegant  edition  of  The  Poenis  of  George 
Eliot, ^ from  designs  by  W.  St.  John  Harper,  F. 
B.  Schell,  W.  L.  Taylor,  W.  L.  Sheppard,  E.  H. 
Garrett,  Robert  Lewis,  and  W.  H.  Shelton. 
Apart  from  tbe  glamour  of  its  illnstratious, 
this  edition  of  George  Eliot’s  poetical  works  is 
one  that  is  in  all  other  respects  worthy  of  her 
memory.  Its  text  has  been  carefully  collated 
and  corrected;  it  is  prefaced  by  a genial  but 
discriminating  essay,  from  the  pen  of  a compe- 
tent critic,  on  the  quality  and  characteristics 
of  George  Eliot’s  poetry ; it  is  printed  in  clear 
type  on  faultless  paper;  and  it  is  bound  richly 
hut  chastely,  as  beseems  its  rich  and  chaste 
contents. 


**  At  Venus  Ascanio  plaoldam  per  membra  quletem 
Irrigat,  et  fotum  gremio  dea  tollit  in  altos 
Idaliie  lucos,  ubi  mollis  amaracus  ilium 
Ploribus  et  dulcl  adsplrans  complectltur  umbrft.*’ 

Who  that  has  fallen  in  boyhood  or  in  girl- 
hood under  the  spell  of  these  mellifluous  lines 
of  Virgil  can  ever  forget  Cyprus,  or  hear  its 
name  without  a w'oudrous  longing  to  know 
more  of  the  Paphian  Isle,  and  of  the  people 
who  owed  their  allegiance  to  Cyprus -bom 
Aphrodite  t*  If  for  the  reader  of  general  liter- 
ature this  he  true,  the  interest  is  many  times 
greater  to  one  who  has  once  succumbed  to  tbe 
seductive  study  of  the  endless  problems  of  an- 
tiquity, and  seeks  to  unravel  the  threads  so 
many  of  which  tend  toward  Cyprus  and  the 
whole  region  of  the  Levant.  Our  ancient  lit- 
erary sources  provoke  rather  than  satisfy  the 
desire  for  a knowledge  of  this  island,  aud  the 
little  that  was  actually  known  of  it  twenty 
years  ago  could  be  comprised  within  a very 
small  compass,  though  volumes  might  be  writ- 

• The  Poems  of  George  Eliot.  Complete  Edition.  With 
IIluBtrations.  Square  8vo,  pp.  442.  New  York : Thomas 
Y.  Crowell  and  Co. 

* A Descriptive  Atlas  of  the  Cesnola  Collection  gf  Cup- 
riots  Antiquities  in  the  Metropolitan  Museum  of  Art^ 
New  York.  By  Louis  P.  Di  Cesnola,  LL.D.,  Durector 
of  the  Museum.  With  an  Introduction  by  Ernst  Cur- 
Tius.  of  Berlin.  In  Three  Volumes.  Boston : J.  R.  0^ 
good  and  Co.  Large  Folio  (17X14  Inches). 
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ten  in  vain  endeavors  to  piece  out  by  conjec- 
ture the  scattered  notices  of  tradition.  Little 
wonder  was  it,  then,  that  when  the  acconnts 
of  the  surprising  discoveries  of  Lang  and  Ces- 
nola  reached  Europe  the  interest  which  they 
excited  was  very  great.  The  archieologist  Cec- 
caldi  visited  the  spot,  and  wrote  article  after 
article  to  the  Revm  ArMologiqu€f  describing 
the  discoveries  of  Cesnola  at  Golgoi,  and  the 
Russians  sent  Doell  there  on  pur]>oso  to  photo- 
graph and  report  upon  the  objects,  while  oth- 
er scholars  made  pilgrimages  to  the  island  in 
their  eagerness  to  learn  the  story  by  heart. 
The  disappointment  of  European  scholars 
when  this  collection  was  purchased  for  our 
New  York  Museum  does  not  require  to  be  dwelt 
upon,  for  it  was  heralded  at  the  time  from  one 
end  of  the  land  to  the  other.  Yet  many  that 
visit  the  Museum  may  inquire  why  this  regret 
was  BO  great  abroad.  Those  who  seek  for  pret- 
ty things,  and  those  who  look  for  models  of 
high  art  that  shall  match  the  sculptures  of  the 
Parthenon  or  the  Hermes  of  Praxiteles,  are  in- 
variably disappointed  with  the  most  promi- 
nent part  of  the  colleotion.  With  the  notable 
exception  of  the  exquisite  jewelry,  the  splen- 
did coloring  of  the  iridescent  glass,  the  life- 
like reliefs  on  the  archaic  sarcophagus  from 
Golgoi,  one  of  the  Egyptiauized  heads,  and  sev- 
eral of  the  Roman  period,  the  collection  does 
not  appeal  to  the  lover  of  high  art  nor  to  the 
lover  of  pretty  things.  But  its  interest  and 
extraordinary  value  to  the  history  of  art  and 
to  the  archsBologist  can  not  be  easily  overesti- 
mated. In  its  size  and  in  the  variety  of  its 
objects,  as  well  as  in  the  wide  range  of  their 
pravenanoej  the  collection  has  no  compeer  in 
the  museums  abroad,  though  the  island  has 
yielded  such  fruitful  results  to  many  hands 
since  our  explorer  left  it.  Though  those  mu- 
seums contain  many  duplicates  of  the  objects 
here,  and  even  some  remnants  of  the  individual 
pieoes  which  in  our  Museum  are  incomplete, 
their  sum  total  is  no  doubt  far  less  compre- 
hensive than  ours,  as  it  is  far  inferior  in  many 
ways. 

The  Greeks  believed  that  Homer  was  the 
fountain  of  universal  wisdom,  and  he  sets  be- 
fore us  at  the  present  day  many  a problem 
that  exercises  the  best  powers  of  many  men. 
One  of  these  is  the  problem  oif  Phoonician 
art.  Phoenicia  stands  before  ns  in  antiqui- 
ty like  a stately  mountain  shrouded  in  mist, 
which  the  breeze  so  rarely  wafts  aside  that 
one  might  almost  believe  that  it  blew  from 
the  land  of  the  lotus-eaters.  But  when  it 
is  lifted  we  see  a gigantic  mercantile  x>ow- 
er  whose  influence  was  felt  throughout  the 
Mediterranean  from  very  early  days.  All  the 
finest  works  of  art  mentioned  in  the  Homeric 
poems  come  from  the  workshop  of  the  gods  or 
from  the  workshops  of  Phcenicia.  Vain  have 
been  the  eflbrts  to  learn  what  this  art  was  till 
within  a very  few  years.  Phoenician  art  has 
fonnd  a fitting  historian  in  Perrot,  but  with- 
out the  Cesnola  collection  that  history  could 


not  be  written.  It  supplies  so  much  that  tal- 
lies with  the  few  objects  discovered  on  purely 
Phoonician  sites  that  it  may  be  said  to  fumish 
materials  for  the  superstructure  of  an  edifice 
which  would  otherwise  exist  only  as  a frag- 
meutary  foundation.  No  one  can  justly  study 
the  beginuiugs  of  art  in  Greece,  the  .£gean 
Sea,  or  in  Asia  Minor  without  thoroughly 
weighing  the  testimony  of  the  Cesnola  collec- 
tion in  all  its  branches.  No  one  can  justly 
study  the  dialects  of  Greece  and  afford  to 
overlook  the  Cypriote  phase  so  interesting  to 
the  philologist.  No  one  can  justly  study  the 
development  of  written  characters  without 
including  that  curious  syllabary  which  spells 
out  its  Greek  words  in  a manner  so  truly  un- 
Hellenic,  and  which  finds  almost  two-thirds  of 
its  existing  memorials  on  stone  and  clay  in  the 
Cesnola  colleotion.  No  one  can  rightly  study 
the  religious  of  the  Levant,  Asia  Minor,  or 
Greece  without  a knowledge  of  the  Cesnola 
collection.  And  so  it  is  with  8ca]pture,x>ottery, 
glass,  the  glyptic  art,  and  many  and  many  an- 
other industry  of  antiquity,  all  of  which  have 
furnished  such  abundant  examples  to  this  col- 
lection. Thus  it  becomes  apparent  why  the 
scholars  of  Europe  regretted  so  much  to  see 
the  colleotion  departing  from  their  hands  to  a 
distance  where  it  w'ould  be  possible  for  so  few 
to  study  it.  Cesnola’s  Cyprus  went  into  the 
library  of  every  archieologist,  and,  to  the  ex- 
tent to  which  such  a volume  was  possible,  of- 
fered a compensation.  But  such  a volume  was 
necessarily  limited  in  its  scope,  and  could  de- 
scribe or  delineate  but  a few  of  the  most  typ- 
ical objects.  Ever  siuce  the  announcement 
was  made  some  years  ago  that  the  Museum 
had  in  contemplation  the  publication  of  a de- 
scriptive Atlas  that  should  supplement  veiy 
fully  the  earlier  work,  much  impatience  has 
been  felt  abroad  for  its  appearance.  The  ed- 
itors of  the  great  corpus  of  Semitic  inscrip- 
tions even  grow  querulous  in  a foot-note  over 
the  delay,  but  w ill  bo  compelled  to  wait  yet 
for  some  time  before  their  Phosnician  inscrip- 
tions will  appear  in  the  third  volume  of  the 
work,  of  which  the  first  is  now  issuing  from 
the  press.  This  work  is  a fitting  companion 
to  the  collection  itself.  As  the  latter  forms 
the  great  nucleus  of  museum  study  of  antiquity 
in  this  country,  so  the  Atlas  will  present  the 
material  for  the  study  of  the  collection  abroad. 
Yet  not  abroad  only,  for  it  may  be  said  that 
till  the  appearance  of  this  work  minute  aud 
intelligent  study  of  the  collection  was  not  pos- 
sible here.  These  volumes  will  supply  the 
great  want.  Each  object  reproduced  is  ac- 
companied by  a letterpress  description  giving 
the  size,  material,  place  of  finding,  condition 
at  the  time  of  discovery  and  at  present,  re- 
pairs made,  details  of  all  carving,  whether 
dress,  ornament,  or  otherwise,  thus  supplying 
much  that  the  photograph  and  heliotype  may 
render  incompletely  or  not  at  alL  Each  vol- 
ume will  consist  of  about  one  hundred  and 
fifty  plates,  many  of  which  in  the  second  and 
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third  Tolnmes  will  he  colored.  To  the  large 
statues  a whole  plate  is  sometimes  devoted, 
but  the  smaller  objects  are  grouped  together 
in  varying  number  on  the  same  plate.  In  this 
way  an  opportunity  is  gained  for  massing 
pieces  which  are  similar,  but  not  by  any  means 
duplicates,  side  by  side  for  comparative  study, 
which  alone  can  answer  the  questions  they  pro- 
pound. In  the  letterpress  valuable  suggestions 
as  to  age  and  character  of  the  piece  in  question 
are  often  added,  and  great  pains  have  evident- 
ly been  taken  to  be  precise  and  accurate,  and 
at  the  same  time  wisely  guarded  in  statement. 
In  rare  instances  only  is  there  opportunity 
here  for  comment.  One  case  must  suffice.  The 
collection  contains  three  sepulchral  Bielce,  and 
the  torso  of  an  Egyptiauized  statue  on  which 
a head  resembling  that  of  the  goddess  Athor  is 
carved,  with  a peculiar  wig  which  seems  to 
form  a roll  about  the  face.  As  it  desceuds  to 
the  shoulders,  instead  of  being  cut  square  off, 
as  is  usual  with  the  Egyptian  wigs,  it  is  curled 
up  at  each  end  in  a strongly  characteristic 
manner.  Of  one  of  these  the  AiJ<i8  says,  The 
eyes  and  the  peculiarity  of  the  head  attire  show 
it  to  be  not  older  than  the  sixth  century  B.c.” 
The  assignment  of  the  date  may  be  quite  cor- 
rect, but  the  head  attire  may  bo  traced  to  a far 
earlier  period.  It  appears  in  Egypt  as  early 
as  the  XLXth  Dynasty  as  the  distinctive  fea- 
ture of  some  of  the  Athor  heads  in  the  match- 
less temple  constructed  by  Kamses  II.  at  Abu 
Simbel,  and  may  possibly  have  been  introduced 
from  Syria  when  so  many  of  the  deities  with 
their  attributes  were  welcomed  from  that  re- 
gion after  Kamses’s  marriage  alliance  with  the 
king  of  the  Khitas  or  Hittites,  if  not  earlier. 
At  all  events,  it  belongs  especially  to  the  Syrian 
type  of  the  goddess,  whatever  her  appellation. 
The  same  peculiar  curl  is  to  be  seen  on  the 
sphinxes  of  Eyuk  in  Cappadocia,  which  are  be- 
lieved to  belong  to  a very  early  period  of  Hit- 
tite  sculpture ; it  has  been  found  by  W.  S.  Ram- 
say characterizing  a goddess  near  Iconium  in 
Lycaonia,  amid  sculptures  of  a similar  style, 
and  also  upon  an  archaic  vase  from  Phocsea, 
on  the  west  coast  of  Asia  Minor. 

The  present  volume  of  the  AUm  is  mainly 
devoted  to  the  statues  and  statuettes,  and 
therefore  its  interest  centres  about  Golgoi. 
The  identity  of  this  site  is  fixed  by  an  inscrip- 
tion upon  one  of  the  sepulchral  itelcB,  where  it 
is  stated  that  Zoilus  of  Golgoi  made  this” ; 
and  as  the  stone  of  the  memorial  is  peculiar  to 
the  place,  there  can  be  no  farther  question  of 
site.  Under  this  name,  however,  objects  from 
four  different  spots  within  a small  compass  are 
to  be  distinguished — those  of  the  cemetery,  the 
town,  the  temple,  and  a field  about  two  hun- 
dred yards  west  of  the  temple,  beyond  a small 
mound.  Lang  insisted  that  this  field  was  the 
site  of  a second  temple  because  of  the  number 
of  statues  discovered  in  it,  but  Cesnola  has  al- 
ways asserted,  and  still  maintains,  that  there 
was  no  temple,  for  the  reason  that,  with  the 
exception  df  a semicircular  platform  of  stones 


five  and  a half  feet  in  diameter,  no  traces  of 
foundations  could  be  brought  to  light,  although 
the  ground  was  dug  twice  over  to  settle  the 
disputed  question.  Yet  we  naturally  seek  some 
explanation  for  the  presence  of  the  sculptures 
there.  Major  A.  P.  Di  Cesnola,  during  more 
recent  excavations  in  the  island,  has  met  with 
several  accumulations  of  shattered  statues  and 
statuettes,  thrown  together  in  such  a way  and 
in  such  localities  as  to  lead  to  the  belief  that 
they  were  broken  up  and  flung  out  at  the  de- 
struction of  the  temples  following  the  Chris- 
tianizing edicts  of  Constantine.  But  this  will 
scarcely  apply  to  Golgoi,  in  consequence  of  the 
weight  of  some  of  the  statues  and  pedestals, 
and  the  very  complete  preservation  of  some  of 
them.  It  is  possible  that  walls  disappeared 
from  the  spot  by  being  removed  for  building 
purposes,  as  has  been  the  fate  of  so  many  re- 
mains of  antiquity  elsewhere.  In  any  event 
the  statues  are  all  of  the  kind  called  Egyptian 
by  Pansanias,  or  else  archaic  Greek,  and  belong 
to  an  early  date,  probably  not  later  than  the 
beginning  of  the  fifth  century  B.C.  The  Atlaa 
now  assigns  them  all  to  their  proper  locality, 
and  they  can  be  studied  accordingly. 

Germany,  France,  and  England  have  each 
contributed  to  tbe  Atlas  by  the  pens  of  their 
foremost  archseologists — Cnrtius,  Perrot,  and 
Birch.  The  general  introduction  is  written  by 
Curtins,  and  Dr.  Birch  contributes  a survey  of 
the  history  of  the  island  in  its  relation  to 
sculpture.  When  the  statues  were  first  brought 
to  light  Dr.  Birch  held  with  many  otliers  that 
those  exhibitingEgyptian  characteristics  might 
very  likely  belong  to  the  period  of  Egyptian 
dominance  in  the  Levant,  from  the  sixteenth 
to  the  thirteenth  century  B.C.  But  he  now 
abandons  that  position,  and  assigns  them  to 
the  sixth  century,  after  the  island  had  been 
subdued  by  Amasis.  The  imitation  is  rather 
of  the  XXVIth  Dynasty  than  of  the  XVIIIth 
or  XIXth,  and  the  influence  of  archaic  Greek  art 
betrays  itself  here  as  in  Egypt  under  Amasis. 
With  this  judgment  Perrot  also  agrees  in  his 
great  work  JSistoire  de  VArt  dans  V Antiquity  in 
which  he  pays  the  highest  tribute  to  the  col- 
lection and  its  founder,  and  makes  the  most 
extensive  use  of  its  treasures,  devoting  a large 
part  of  the  history  of  Cypriote  art  to  the  de- 
scription and  classification  of  the  objects  in 
the  New  York  Museum.”  This  will  secure  to 
the  museum  a world-wide  fame  which  it  well 
deserves,  and  which  the  sumptuous  volumes 
of  the  Atlas  will  serve  to  enhance.  A more 
important  work  than  this  Atlas  in  the  study 
of  art  rarely  appears  from  any  press.  It  is  to 
be  classed  with  those  of  Layard  and  of  Botta 
for  Assyrian,  and  those  of  Champollion,  of  Lep- 
sius,  and  of  the  French  Expedition  for  Egyp- 
tian art.  Its  necessarily  high  price  of  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars  will,  scarcely  make  it  a 
favorite  with  private  purchasers,  but  it  ought 
to  be  added  to  every  public  library  of  any  im- 
portance in  this  country,  as  it  will  be  abroad. 
It  is  especially  the  gift  of  the  New  World  to 
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the  Old,  in  return  for  tbe  treasure  of  which  the 
latter  was  deprived,  and  she  will  appreciate 
its  value  as  do  those  here  who  have  acquaint- 
ed themselves  with  the  exhaustless  resources 
of  the  collection.  


Country  Cousins'^  is  the  piquant  and  suggest- 
ive title  of  an  exceedingly  attractive  illustra- 
ted volume  ill  which  Mr.  Ernest  Ingersoll  pre- 
sents in  a nutshell  a large  fund  of  curious  and 
entertaining  information  concerning  the  natn- 
ral  history  of  the  United  States.  The  scope  of 
the  volume  is  broader  than  the  meaning  which 
is  usually  associated  in  the  ]>opular  mind  with 
the  phrase  country  cousins,”  since  it  embraces 
accounts  not  only  of  the  familiar  creatures — 
birds,  beasts,  insects,  reptiles,  etc.  — that  live 
beside  us  or  in  our  immediate  neighborhood, 
but  also,  with  a gravity  which  has  a tinge  of 
the  ludicrous  and  the  incongruous,  it  embraces 
among  our  country  cousins  and  describes  the 
nature  and  habits  of  the  various  forms  of  ma- 
rine life,  such  as  crabs,  oysters,  star- fish,  borers, 
corals,  alligators,  devil-lish,  and  many  others 
that  exist  in  the  ocean  adjacent  to  our  shores, 
and  ill  its  numerous  estuaries.  If  Mr.  luger- 
soll’s  studies  are  not  exhaustive  of  the  ani- 
mated nature  that  has  its  being  around  ns  in 
the  air  and  on  land  and  sea,  they  are  very  ex- 
tensive, and  give  us  close  and  familiar  glimpses 
of  many  of  its  most  interesting  forms  that  have 
a special  interest  because  of  their  curious  hab- 
its, instincts,  relationships,  antagonisms,  and 
associations.  His  book  is  replete  with  enter- 
taining and  instructive  matter  imparted  in  an 
engaging  and  popular  style,  but  with  strict  re- 
gard to  scientific  accuracy.  The  text  is  copi- 
ously equipped  with  excellent  engravings  il- 
lustrative of  the  forms,  habits,  haunts,  and  hob- 
UaU  of  the  various  creatures  that  are  described 
in  it. 


Among  the  graver  and  more  useful  holiday 
books  that  are  addressed  to  the  taste  and  in- 
telligence and  are  suitable  to  the  needs  of 
well-grown  boys  and  girls  is  a History  of  our 
American  Indiana  for  Young  FolkSy^^  by  Mr.  Fran- 
cis S.  Drake,  w'hich  comprises  a plain  and  hap- 
pily told  narrative  of  some  of  the  more  strik- 
ing events  in  our  Indian  history  from  the  dis- 
covery of  America  to  the  present  da}^.  After 
a brief  and  lucid  summary  of  the  conclusions 
that  have  been  reached  with  tolerable  una- 
nimity by  historical  and  antiquarian  scholars 
relative  to  the  prehistoric  Indians,  based  upon 
the  relics  that  have  been  discovered  indicating 
their  movements,  the  measure  of  their  intelli- 
gence, and  their  approaches  to  civilization,  Mr. 
Drake  first  traces  their  distribution  over  the 
country  in  tribes  and  nations  at  the  time  of 

>0  Country  Coutina.  Short  Studies  in  the  Natural 
History  of  the  United  States.  By  Erxxst  Inobrsoll. 
Illustrated.  Square  6vo,  pp.  252.  New  York:  Harper 
and  Brothers. 

Indian  Hiaiory  for  Young  Folka.  By  Fbancxs  S. 
Drake.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pp. 
4?2.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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the  discovery,  estimates  their  population,  and 
describes  their  social,  political,  x>er80ual,  and 
domestic  traits  and  characteristics  when  they 
first  came  in  contact  with  the  white  man.  He 
then  enters  upon  an  account  of  early  European 
interconrse  with  the  Indians  and  its  effects 
upon  them,  and  describes  the  relations  of  ami- 
ty or  hostility  that  existed  between  them  and 
the  people  of  the  several  original  colonies,  to- 
gether >vith  the  wars  they  >vaged  among  each 
other,  or  in  which  they  were  engaged  against 
our  ancestors,  either  on  their  own  account,  or 
as  allies  of  the  French  and  English,  down  to 
the  close  of  tfce  Revolutionary  w^ar.  After 
this  follows  an  extended  outline  history  of 
all  the  Indian  wars  that  have  occurred  in  the 
United  States  since  we  became  an  independ- 
ent nation,  and  of  the  causes  that  led  to  them, 
the  narrative  being  largely  interspersed  with 
thrilling  sketches  of  the  tights  and  personal 
encounters  that  took  place  between  the  In- 
dians and  our  early  pioneers  and  settlers,  as 
well  as  of  the  larger  and  more  sanguinary  en- 
gagements and  battles.  Mr.  Drake^s  narra- 
tive is  the  story  of  the  heroic  but  hopeless 
struggle  for  self-preservation  of  a weaker 
against  a stronger  race,  of  the  deadly  perils  to 
which  the  colonists  and  early  settlers  were  ex- 
posed from  the  incursions  of  a savage  foe,  and 
of  the  wars  and  policies  by  which  the  aborigi- 
nes have  been  gradually  diminished  in  num- 
bers, shorn  of  their  possessions,  despoiled  of 
their  manhood,  and  driven  within  constantly 
narrowing  limits.  Although  ho  has  carefully 
avoided  a sensational  treatment  of  the  history 
of  the  Indians,  his  narrative  is  rich  in  stirring 
episodes  and  incidents,  in  animated  descrip- 
tions of  battles  and  personal  combats,  and  in 
thrilling  sketches  of  the  ambush,  the  midnight 
surprise,  the  horrors  of  captivity,  and  the  ag- 
onies of  torture.  Dominating  all,  however,  is 
an  honest  purpose  to  give  a fair  and  just  his- 
tory of  our  aborigines,  and  of  our  dealings 
with  them  in  peace  and  war,  and  a true  por- 
traiture oT their  character  as  a helpless  people 
straggling  against  hopeless  odds.  The  work 
is  abundantly  illustrated  with  spirited  en- 
gravings, and  it  contains  a valuable  map  of 
the  reservations  and  abiding-places  of  the  In- 
dians 08  they  now  exist. 


We  have  scanned  with  great  interest  and 
constantly  increasing  pleasure  and  satisfac- 
tion the  Roys’  and  Girls’  Herodoiua^'^  which  has 
been  edited  by  the  accomplished  head-master 
of  Berkeley  School,  John  S.  White,  LL.D.  It 
is  an  admirable  version  of  the  great  work  of 
the  Father  of  History,  such  parts  only  having 
been  discarded  from  the  text  as  would  be  in- 
delicate to  the  modern  ear,  or  that  the  young 
reader  might  find  tedious  or  redundant,  or  ir- 
relevant to  the  main  story.  All  the  essential 

»•  The  Boya"  and  Giria'  Herodotua.  Beins  Parts  of 
the  Histoxy  of  Herodotus.  Edited  for  Bors  and  Girl^ 
Br  JoHK  S.  White.  LL.D.  With  Fifty  lllostrations. 
(Quarto,  pp.  828.  New  York : Q.  P.  Putnam's  Sons. 
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featares  of  the  absorbing  narratiye,  however, 
are  preserved  in  their  fall  iutegrity.  The 
translation  is  an  excellent  one;  far  more 
graceful  and  correct  than  that  of  Beloe,  by 
which  Herodotus  is  most  popularly  known  in 
this  country.  Dr.  White  has  judiciously  avoid- 
ed all  paraphrase,  and  has  allowed  Herodotus 
to  tell  his  own  story  in  his  own  natural, simple, 
and  direct  way,  and  in  his  own  words  as  nearly 
as  the  English  idiom  can  reproduce  the  flow 
and  spirit  of  the  Greek.  It  is  neeclless  to  say 
to  those  who  are  familiar  with  Herodotus  that 
his  history  is  rich  not  only  in  its  marvellous 
knowledge  of  ancient  times  and  peoples,  but 
also  ill  all  the  elements  that  exert  a fascina- 
ting influence  upon  the  minds  of  young  and 
ingennons  readers.  The  volume  is  an  elegant 
quarto,  and  is  abundantly  and  satisfactorily 
illustrated  with  engravings  of  the  places, 
scenes,  and  objects  of  interest  that  are  de- 
scribed or  alluded  to  in  the  text. 


Messrs.  Houghton,  Miffun,  and  Co.  have 
published  a sumptuous  edition  of  Hawthorne’s 
Wonder  Stories  for  Girls  and  Boys^^*  with  illus- 
trations by  F.  S.  Church,  for  which  they  de- 
serve to  be  held  in  grateful  remembrance  by 
all  youthful  readers.  The  volume  is  a richly 
bound  and  elegantly  printed  royal  octavo,  and 
its  illustrations  are  in  the  true  Hawthomean 
vein,  appealing  by  turns,  as  do  the  captivating 
stories  they  accompany,  to  the  imagination 
and  to  the  sense  of  the  weird,  the  grotesque, 
the  humorous,  the  tender,  and  the  beautiful. 
For  the  benefit  of  those  who  may  be  unfamil- 
iar with  these  charming  adaptations  it  may 
be  said  that  they  had  their  origin  in  Haw- 
thorne’s opinion  that  many  of  the  old  classical 
myths  and  fables  were  capable  of  being  ren- 
dered into  capital  reading  for  children,  and 
were  legitimate  subjects  for  every  ago  to  im- 
bue with  its  own  morality,  and  to  clothe  with 
its  own  garniture  of  manners  and  sentiment. 
The  subjects  of  the  stories  are  taken  from  the 
old  Grecian  mythology.  While  preserving  the 
general  classical  outlines  of  each  fable  or  sto- 
ry, Hawthorne  introduces  the  actors  in  mod- 
em guise  and  familiar  forms,  and  invests  them 
with  modern  sentiments  and  motives,  often- 
times with  deliciously  humorous  or  spiritual- 
izing effects.  

A NEW  book  of  fairy  tales  by  £doaard  La- 
boulaye  is  an  event  that  interests  universal 
childhood.  8ince  the  death  of  Andersen  and 
the  brothers  Grimm  there  has  been  no  writer 
who  has  reached  the  hearts  of  children  through 
their  quick  imaginations  as  he  has  reached 
them.  One  of  £he  last  acta  of  this  ripe  schol- 
ar and  eloquent  statesman,  who  did  not  think 
it  beneath  his  dignity  to  indite  tales  for  chil- 
dren, was  the  preparation  for  the  press  in  1883 

>»  A Wonder-Bookjdr  Oiris  and  Boys.  By  Nathan- 
IXL  Hawthorne.  With  lUostrations  by  P.  8.  Church. 
Royal  Svo,  Gilt,  pp.  160.  Boston : Houghton,  Mifflin, 
and  Co. 


of  all  the  fairy  tales  that  he  had  written  since 
the  publication  of  his  well-known  Fairy  Book 
several  years  before.  It  received  his  final 
touches  only  a few  days  before  his  death.  The 
volume  as  now  published  by  the  Messrs.  Har- 
per is  therefore  literally  the  Last  Fairy  Tales^* 
that  will  issue  from  his  pen  to  gladden  the 
hearts  of  his  young  friends  throughout  the 
world.  The  tales  in  this  new  collection  are 
twenty-seven  in  number,  and,  like  those  in  his 
former  volume,  carry  the  young  reader  through 
a 4<Blightful  maze  of  apologues,  enchantments, 
and  transformations,  enlivened  by  the  doings 
and  sayings  of  wizards,  fairies,  genii,  giants, 
and  hobgoblins ; and  in  which,  'while  his  fancy 
is  tickled  by  their  fantastic  humor  and  jocund 
pleasantries,,  the  seeds  of  knowledge,  virtue, 
and  the  kindly  affections  are  implanted  in  his 
mind.  The  stories  have  been  excellently  trans- 
lated by  Mary  L.  Booth,  and  are  lavishly  illus- 
trated with  nearly  three  hundred  piquant 
drawings  by  the  brilliant  French  artists  Hen- 
ri Pilld,  Henri  Mancsse,  Yan  ’Dargent,  and 
Henri  Scott. 


The  Viking  Bodleys^^  is  the  last  of  the  “Bod- 
ley  books,”  and  also,  as  the  author  tells  us,  the 
last  appearance  of  these  indefatigable  travel- 
lers on  any  stage.  The  book  is  constructed  on 
the  same  general  plan  as  its  predecessors,  and 
carries  the  vagrant  Bodley  family  to  Norway 
and  Denmark  daring  the  summer  of  1882, 
where  they  exercise  themselves  to  their  hearts’ 
content  in  exploring  the  sights  and  scenes  that 
are  peculiar  to  the  homes  and  haunts  of  the 
original  Vikings.  This  volume,  like  all  the 
others  of  the  series,  is  full  of  interesting  infor- 
mation, and  is  richly  illustrated. 


' Two  Compton  Boys^*  is  the  title  of  a rollick- 
ing boys’  book  by  Augustas  Hoppin,  in  which 
the  harmless  pranks,  practical  jokes,  and  fun- 
provoking  haps,  mishaps,  amusenieuts,  and  ad- 
ventures of  two  mischief-loving  lads  and  their 
boon  companions  are  told  with  a gayety  that 
is  infectious.  The  escapades  and  home  sur- 
roundings of  these  young  rogues  are  illustrated 
with  nearly  a hundred  inimitable  bits  of  char- 
acter-drawing by  the  author. 


Left  Behind^  or  Ten  Days  a Xewshoyf^'^  by 
James  Otis,  is  a bright  story  based  upon  the 
actualities  and  possibilities  of  boy  life  in  New 
York.  A ten-year-old  lad  from  the  West,  who 
is  about  to  leave  New  York  on  a voyage  to  Eu- 
rope with  his  parents,  leaves  the  ship  for  some 
boy  purchase,  and  not  knowing  her  name,  and 

Last  Fairy  Tales.  By  £!douard  Labout.ate.  Au- 
thorized Translation  by  Mart  L.  Booth.  Illustrated. 
12010,  pp.  882.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

The  Viking  BodUys.  An  Excursion  Into  Norway 
and  Denmark.  By  IIoracb  E.  Scuddbr.  With  Illus- 
trations. 6q.  Svo,  pp.  190.  Boston : Houghton,  Mif- 
flin, and  Co. 

Tico  Comj^on  Boys.  By  Augustus  Hoppin.  With 
Ninety-three  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Small  4to, 
pp.  169.  Boston  : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

Behind ; or,  Tsn  Days  a Netosboy.  By  James 
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losing  Ms  reckoning,  can  not  find  his  way  hack 
to  her  again.  Lost  and  cast  adrift  in  the 
whirlpool  of  New  York,  he  is  at  first  stunned 
by  his  mishap,  but  speedily  strikes  acquaint- 
ance with  some  newsboys  and  boot-blacks  of 
his  own  age,  and  under  their  patronage  sets 
up  in  business  for  himself  as  a newsboy.  The 
story  of  his  experiences  of  this  rough  life  with 
, these  companions,  and  of  its  queer  enjoyments, 
odd  associations,  and  real  hardships,  for  ten 
days,  is  told  by  Mr.  Otis  with  great  geniality 
and  ndiveiij  and  is  doubtless  a study  from  the 
life  in  many  of  its  aspects. 


Of  the  many  bright  and  attractive  children’s 
books  for  the  holidays  that  have  been  publish- 
ed at  this  cheery  season  there  is  none  that  cou- 
tains'so  great  a variety  of  matter  that  gratifies 
the  eye  and  diverts  the  mind,  or  so  much  that 
is  of  permanent  interest  as  well  as  of  present 
enjoyment,  os  Harper^ 8 Young  Feople^^  for  1884. 
Its  832  ample  quarto  pages  are  embellished 
with  nearly  a thousand  spirited  engravings, 
illustrating  an  almost  endless  round  of  enga- 
ging stories,  fables,  apologues,  and  fairy  tales ; 
of  relishing  biographical  and  historical  sketch- 
es; of  pleasing  lessons  in  natural  history,  ge- 
ography, and  astronomy ; of  thrilling  accounts 
of  voyages,  travels,  and  adventures;  of  mi- 
nute instructions  in  home  and  out-door  games, 
sports,  amusements,  and  pursuits,  of  graphic 
pictures  of  holy-days,  holidays,  and  festival 
days,  with  the  customs,  ceremonies,  and  ob- 
servances that  are  peculiar  to  each ; and  of  mu- 
sical short  poems  and  songs  that  sparkle  with 
the  lively  or  tender  fancies  that  are  so  captiva- 
ting to  the  mind  and  heart  of  childhood.  The 
volume  is  a treasury  of  good  things,  suited 
to  all  times  and  seasons,  and  to  every  taste 
and  mood  of  the  youthful  reader — a veritable 
“ lucky  bag,”  into  which  each  child  may  thrust 
its  hand  and  draw  out  for  itself  something  to 
make  the  rosy  hours  of  childhood  still  more 
rosy.  

We  have  already  had  an  interesting  memoir 
of  Sydney  Smith  from  the  x>en  of  his  accom- 
plished daughter  Lady  Holland.  This  was 
written  in  1855,  and  was  accompanied  by  a 
volume  of  selections  and  extracts  from  his  let- 
ters, edited  by  Mrs.  Austen.  Delightful  as 
were  these  volumes,  they  were  necessarily  in- 
complete. Among  the  materials  left  by  Syd- 
ney Smith  there  was  much  which  it  would 
then  have  been  premature  to  disclose;  and 
many  reliable  facts  concerning  the  man  and 
his  ministry,  many  original  and  eminently 
characteristic  letters,  reports  of  half-forgotten 
events  and  controversies,  and  familiar  original 
sketches,  essays,  and  pungent  or  humorous 
sayings,  had  not  come  into  the  hands  of  Lady 
Holland  or  Mrs.  Austen.  These  have  now  been 
diligently  collected  by  Mr.  Stuart  J.  Reid,  and 
have  been  woven  by  him  into  a captivating  sup- 

ffcawr's  Young  Peopl8,  1884.  4to,  pp.832.  New 
York : aarpet  and  nrotners. 


plementary  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Times  of  the  Rev, 
Sydney  Smith,^*  Where  it  has  seemed  desirable, 
in  order  to  make  his  portraiture  of  the  man 
more  full  and  life-like,  Mr.  Reid  has  incorpora- 
ted in  his  memoir  some  of  the  incidents  that 
had  been  already  related  by  Lady  Holland,  and 
extracts  from  some  of  the  letters  that  had  been 
published  by  Mrs.  Austen.  This,  however, 
is  done  sparingly  and  with  discretion.  The 
great  body  of  the  volume  is  made  up  of  new 
and  eminently  characteristic  material,  derived 
from  family  documents,  from  hitherto  unpub- 
lished letters  and  manuscripts,  and  from  recol- 
lections of  surviving  personal  friends. 


Tms  edition  of  Brigham’s  Latin  Grammar^^  is 
substantially  a new  work,  and  in  fullness  and 
accuracy  is  a great  improvement  upon  its  pre- 
decessor. The  plan  of  bringing  into  practical 
use,  in  conversation  and  composition,  each  new 
fact  or  law  as  it  is  learned,  is  the  only  one  by 
which  beginners  can  be  well  grounded  in  Lat- 
in, and  experience  shows  that  these  exercises 
can  not  safely  be  left  to  be  framed  by  the 
teacher.  But  the  difficulty  of  arranging  a 
grammar  on  a progressive  plan  as  an  exercise 
book,  without  sacrificing  its  scientific  charac- 
ter, is  great,  and  has  driven  most  writers  of 
such  books  to  the  preparation  of  introductory 
volumes,  “ primers,”  or  “ first  books,”  that  some 
practical  knowledge  of  the  outlines  of  acci- 
dence and  syntax  may  be  acquired  before  be- 
ginning the  systematic  study  of  grammar. 
Mr.  McCabe  here  gives  us  a work  in  wliich 
this  difficulty  is  largely  surmounted,  and  for 
all  pupils  who  are  not  mere  children,  but  un- 
derstand something  of  grammar  in  their  own 
tongue,  is  sufficiently  simple  and  progressive. 
It  contains  everything  that  is  necessary  in 
reading  classical  Latin,  so  that  the  student 
who  does  not  aim  to  be  a specialist  may  have 
the  great  advantage  of  retaining  the  same 
grammar  throughout  his  course.  Mr.  McCabe's 
long  experience  as  a successful  teacher  of  Lat- 
in has  contributed  much  to  the  practical  value 
of  the  work,  especially  in  the  syntax,  where 
many  happy  statements  and  explanations  are 
found  which  will  be  suggestive  to  the  advanced 
scholar  as  w^ell  as  helpful  to  the  beginner.  He 
has  wisely  refrained,  we  think,  from  illustra- 
tion by  comparative  philology,  and  has  cen- 
tred his  efforts  in  the  production  of  a useful 
class-book.  In  this  he  has  achieved  a success 
wMch  deserves  high  commendation,  and  while 
there  are  details  which  might  be  challenged 
if  this  were  a place  for  minute  criticism,  the 
grammar  as  a whole  is  perhaps  the  best  work- 
ing book  we  have  in  its  own  field. 

A Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Times  of  (he  Bev.  Sydney 
Smithy  Rector  ^ Combe-Florey^  and  Canon  Residentiary 
^ St.  Based  on  Family  Documents  and  the 

KecoUections  of  Personal  Friends.  By  Stuart  J. 
Keid.  Illustrated.  8?o,  pp.  429.  New  York : Harper 
and  Brothers. 
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iH>UTICAL. 

OUK  Record  is  closed  on  tbe  20tb  of  Novem- 
ber.— ^Tbe  Presidential  election  was  held 
on  Tuesday,  November  4.  There  were  six  tick- 
ets in  tbe  field,  as  follows : Republican — Presi- 
deut,  James  G.  Blaine,  of  Maine ; Vice-Presi- 
dent, John  A.  Logan,  of  Illinois.  Democratic 
— ^President,  Grover  Cleveland,  of  New  York ; 
Vice-President,  Thomas  A.  Hendricks,  of  In- 
diana. Prohibition — President,  John  P.  St. 
John,  of  Kansas;  Vice-President,  William  Dan- 
iel, of  Maryland.  People’s  — President,  Benja- 
min F.  Butler,  of  Massachusetts;  Vice-Presi- 
dent, Amos  M.  Wesfc,  of  Mississippi.  Woman’s 
Rights — President,  Bclva  A.  Lockwood,  of  the 
District  of  Columbia ; Vice-President,  Mrs.  Dr. 
Clemence  Lozier,  of  New  York.  American  Po- 
litical Alliance — President,  W.  L.  Ellsworth, 
of  Pennsylvania;  Vice-President,  Charles  H. 
Waterman,  of  New  York.  The  Democratic 
ticket  was  successful,  entitling  Cleveland  and 
Hendricks  to  a majority  of  37  in  the  Electoral 
College.  Democratic  plurality  on  the  popnlar 
vote  about  100,000. 

The  Congressional  elections,  November  4, 
made  a Republican  gain  for  the  new  House, 
which  will  stand  as  follows : Democrats,  182 ; 
Republicans,  142 ; Greenbackers,  1. 

Of  the  Governors  elected  November  4,  eight 
are  Republicans  and  eight  Democrats. 

Governor  McDaniel,  of  Georgia,  was  re-elect- 
ed October  1,  almost  without  opposition. 

State  elections  held  October  14  resulted  in  a 
Republican  plurality  of  11,324  in  Ohio,  and  a 
Democratic  majority  of  3000  or  4000  in  West 
Virginia. 

United  States  Senator  Morrill,  of  Vermont, 
was  re-elected  October  14. 

Hon.  W.  Q.  Gresham  has  been  appointed  Sec- 
retary of  the  Treasury,  and  Hon.  Frank  Hatton 
Postmaster-General. 

The  French  Senate,  November  10,  adopted 
the  Senatorial  Reform  Bill,  providing  for  the 
election  of  225  Senators  by  the  departments 
and  colonies,  and  75  by  the  Senate.  The  term 
of  service  of  Senatorships  is  fixed  at  nine 
years  instead  of  for  life.  The  pretenders  to  the 
throne  are  declared  ineligible  to  seats  in  the 
Senate. 

The  Belgian  Educational  Bill  was  signed  and 
published  September  21. 

General  Diaz  was  declared  President  of  Mex- 
ico September  25,  for  four  years,  beginning 
December  1, 1884. 

General  Gordon,  after  bombarding  Berber, 
recaptured  the  town. — The  whole  of  Colonel 
Stewart’s  party  were  murdered  by  the  trea- 
cherous Arabs  near  Meraweh. 

The  Chinese  were  defeated  by  the  French  at 
Chu,  October  11,  and  3000  were  killed. 

The  Franchise  Bill  passed  the  British  House 
of  Commons  November  11,  and  two  days  later 
passed  to  a first  reading  in  the  House  of  Lords. 


DISASTERS. 

September  11. — Terrific  hurricane  in  Iceland, 
wrecking  many  vessels  and  causing  great  loss 
of  life. 

September  23, — British  gun-boat  Wasp  wreck- 
ed on  northwest  coast  of  Ireland.  Fifty-two 
men  drowned,  including  all  the  officers. 

September  27. — Cloud-burst  at  Pachuca  killed 
thirty  persons. 

O^ber  3. — ^The  royal  palace  at  Copenhagen 
burned.  Ten  lives  were  lost. 

October  8 and  12. — Hurricanes  at  Catania, 
Sicily.  Many  houses  destroyed  and  sixty  per- 
sons killed. 

October  9. — Twenty  men  killed  by  a fire- 
damp explosion  in  the  mines  at  Ostrau,  Mo- 
ravia. 

October  27, — ^News  of  wreck  of  British  ship 
Littlebeck  on  a voyage  to  Rotterdam . Fourteen 
lives  lost. — Explosion  of  fire-damp  in  a mine 
near  Uniontown,  Pennsylvania.  Fourteen  meu 
killed. 

November  1. — ^Panio  at  the  Star  Theatre,  Glas- 
gow. Sixteen  persons  killed. 

November  9. — ^Twenty  men  killed  by  fire- 
damp explosion  at  Wasmes,  Belgium. — Fifteen 
men  killed  by  a colliery  explosion,  near  Trede- 
gar, Wales. 

November  14. — Fifteen  persons  killed  by  a 
railroad  collision  in  Hanau,  Prussia. — Train 
on  the  Houston  and  Texas  Central  Railroad 
wrecked,  and  twelve  persons  killed. 

OBITUARY. 

September  26. — At  Deer  Park,  Maryland,  John 
W.  Garrett,  aged  sixty-four  years. 

September  27, — In  Brooklyn,  New  York,  Com- 
mander T.  S.  Fillebrown,  commandant  at  the 
Navy  Yard,  aged  sixty  years. 

October  2. — In  Jersey  City,  New  Jersey,  Frank 
S.  Chanfrau,  aged  sixty-two  years. 

October  3. — In  Vienna,  Hans  Makart,  aged 
forty-fonr  years. — In  Berlin,  Gustav  Reichart, 
aged  eighty-seven  years. 

October  16. — In  Washington,  D.C.,  Brigadier- 
General  Benjamin  Alvord,  U.8.A.,  aged  seventy- 
one  years. 

October  17. — In  Paris,  Paul  Lacroix  (“  Bibli- 
ophile Jacob”),  aged  seventy-eight  years. — In 
Dublin,  Ireland,  Alexander  M.  Sullivan,  aged 
fifty-four  years. 

October  18. — Wilhelm  L,  Duke  of  Brunswick, 
aged  seventy-eight  years. 

October  27, — In  Chicago,  Wilbur  F.  Storey, 
aged  sixty-five  years. 

October  30. — In  New  York,  PasquUino  Bri- 
gnoli,  aged  fifty-seven  years. 

Novembers, — In  London,  England,  Right  Hon. 
Henry  Fawcett,  Postmaster-General,  aged  fifty- 
one  years. 

November  10. — In  Washington,  D.  C.,  Rear- 
Admiral  Alexander  Murray,  aged  sixty -six 
years. 
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The  influence  of  climate  on  sports  is  as  lit- 
tle understood  as  that  of  climate  on  char- 
acter. The  notion  that  people  in  the  latitudes 
of  extreme  frost  have  invented  vigorous  amuse- 
ments merely  to  keep  warm  is  a Southern  one. 
1£  this  idea  had  been  the  ruling  one  in  our 
Northern  country,  would  the  Pilgrim  fathers 
have  been  so  sot  against  dancing  f If  exercise 
is  a mere  matter  of  climate,  would  it  be  true 
that  when  the  sun  goes  down  all  Africa 
dances  P’  If  ever  there  was  a climatic  excuse 
for  dancing  pretty  much  all  the  year  round, 
surely  New  England  and  Scotland  offer  it. 
And  yet  wo  know  that  the  excellent  inhabit- 
ants of  these  countries  preferred  amusements 
less  graceful  than  dancing,  even  when  they  had 
to  be  enlivened  with  rum  and  usquebaugh. 
We  can  only  say  in  a general  way  that  the 
conquering  and  successful  colonizing  races, 
who  are  accustomed  to  an  aggressive  aud  de- 
fensive warfare  against  frost,  take  naturally 
to  rough  sports.  We  never  hear  of  the  stu- 
dents of  £1  Azliar,  in  Cairo,  playing  at  foot- 
ball, or  taking  a degree  in  rowing.  Base-ball, 
foot-ball,  cricket,  golf,  skating,  curling,  and 
the  like  vigorous  athletics  have  never  been 
popular  in  tropic  aud  semi-tropic  countries. 
Indeed,  wife-beating,  although  occasionally  in- 
dulged in  in  mild  latitudes,  has  never  been 
practiced  anywhere  so  successfully  as  in  cold 
aud  disagreeable  climates.  The  people  at  the 
South  are  no  more  warm-hearted  and  constant 
than  the  people  of  the  North,  but  they  are  less 
vigorous  in  the  physical  expression  of  their 
feelings,  and  they  enjoy  themselves  in  a dif- 
ferent way.  The  Northerner  wants  a sport 
that  brings  out  his  muscle  aud  taxes  all  his 
powers,  and  makes  him  hungry  aud  thirsty. 

A game  peculiarly  adapted  to  do  all  these  is 
the  Scottish  national  game  of  Curling,  which 
is  a passion  with  all  classes  in  Scotland,  but 
has  never  taken  root  anywhere  else,  although 
it  has  been  tried  in  England  and  in  Canada. 
The  idea  that  the  game  was  invented  to  keep 
Scotchmen  from  freezing  to  death  is  conveyed 
in  a poem  written  in  the  last  century,  begin- 
ning: 

Anid  Daddy  Scotland  sat  ae  day 
Bare-legxed  on  a snawy  brae, 

Els  brawny  arms  wl’  canid  were  blae. 

The  wind  was  snelly  blawing; 

As  icicles  froze  at  his  snout. 

He  rowed  his  plaid  his  head  about, 

Sine  raised  to  heaven  a roupet  shout, 

Auld  Albyn's  Jove  misca'ing. 

Chortu, 

O for  a cheery,  heartsome  game. 

To  send  through  a'  the  soul  a flame. 

Pit  birr  and  smedden  in  the  frame, 

And  set  the  bluid  a-dinling! 

That  may  have  been  the  reason  of  its  ancient 
origin — for  it  is  a very  old  game,  played  by 
James  IV.  before  1531,  and  by  Damley  in  1565 


— but  we  infer  from  a large  and  very  enter- 
taining volume  on  Curling,  by  James  Taylor, 
D.D.  (William  Paterson,  Edinburgh,  1884),  that 
it  has  been  sustained  by  hunger  as  well  as  by 
cold.  The  doughty  game  of  curling,  as  we 
read,  is  nothing  unless  it  is  followed  by  a hnge 
supper  of  **  beef  and  greens”  aud  whiskey 
toddy.  These  are  essentials  of  the  game,  and 
the  praise  of  beef  aud  greens  and  whiskey  Is 
dwelt  on  in  this  volume  with  an  enthusiasm 
that  is  given  to  nothing  else  in  literature  ex- 
cept the  Homeric  fodder  of  ambrosia  and.  nec- 
tar. We  can  understand  that  in  order  to  en- 
joy beef  and  greens  and  whiskey  it  may  be 
necessary  to  bring  one’s  self  to  the  famine 
point  by  curling,  but  it  passes  belief  that  any- 
where else  than  in  the  land  of  Scott  and  hag- 
gis could  such  viands  be  an  inducement  to 
sport.  The  game  is  a passion  with  the  Scotch 
— ^a  passion  for  which  the  minister  will  shirk 
his  preparations  for  the  pulpit,  the  judge  de- 
sert the  bench,  the  lawyer  neglect  his  client, 
the  blacksmith  quit  his  forge,  the  navvy  drop 
bis  spade,  and  the  laborer  let  the  cupboard  of 
his  wife  and  children  go  empty.  The  game  is 
a passion,  but  the  sapper  only  is  worthy  of  the 
pean  of  the  poet : “ The  table  is  all  alive  with 
hot  animal  food.  A stream  of  rich  distilled 
perfume  reaches  the  roof,  at  the  lowest  mea- 
surement of  seven  feet  high.  A savory  vapor! 
The  feast  takes  all  its  name  and  most  of  its 
nature  from  beef  and  greens;  the  one  corn- 
ed, the  other  crisp;  the  two  combined  the 
glory  of  Martinmas.  The  beef  consists  almost 
entirely  of  lean  fat  rather  than  of  fat  lean,  and 
the  same  may  be  said  of  that  bacon.  See! 
how  the  beef  cuts  longwise  with  the  bone,  if 
it  be  not,  indeed,  a sort  of  sappy  gristle.  Along 
the  edges  of  each  plate,  as  it  falls  over  fh>m 
the  knife  edge  among  the  gravy’^-greens,  yonr 
mouth  waters  at  the  fringe  of  fat,  and  you 
look  for  the  mustard.  Of  such  beef  and  greens 
there  are  four  trenchers,  each  like  a tea-tray, 
and  yet  you  hope  that  there  is  a corps  de  rJ- 
sei've  in  the  kitchen.”  And  then  the  whiskey, 
a bumper  for  each  of  the  twenty-nine  toasts! 
Oh,  St.  J ohn ! From  snch  a feast  even  the  cler- 
gyman curler  found  it  difflcnlt  to  tear  himself 
away,  though  it  might  be  late  Saturday  night. 
Dr.  Wotherspoon,  minister  of  Beith,  in  the  last 
century,  was  supping  with  his  fellow-curlers  at 
Shand’s  Iim  one  Saturday  night  os  late  as 
eleven  o’clock.  The  innkeeper’s  wife,  a douos 
and  pions  matron,  afraid  that  the  minister’s 
good  name  might  be  evil  spoken  of,  patted  his 
shoulder  aud  whisx>ered  in  his  ear  a hint  about 
Lis  public  duty,  the  next  day  being  the  Lord’s 
day.  He  replied  aloud,  A minister  who  could 
not  shake  a sermon  out  of  his  coat  sleeve  is  a 
silly  cnif.”  The  late  Dr.  Adamson,  of  Cnpar- 
Fife,  colleague  to  Dr.  Campbell,  father  of  the 
Lord -Chancellor,  at  a similar  late  Saturday 
night  sapper  was  about  to  d^art^  alleging 
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innet  imposswl  l>y  tlife^rnnning  if  Jiaf,  it 

fit-  frt>m  the  rinfe  liel<l 

for  tb«  F«er  {VU^fj^w  /«riu  a 

isiifie,  h^aiis?*!  by  a fi^kip,  i>r 
Tbi>  pTiUdpl&  the  |»;)»tiJi5  « TbO 

stiV/ije«  of  eitb^r  pATiy  plfiytul  tf« 

tlie  tvthcf,  and  f«(uid  at  tli«  cdn«dMi»)ii  bf 
fQatid  t<>  1^  nisax^rsfe  Uhv  Hnbt 
Tla*j  *i*lp  tliat.  fiiret  ^ri>rcav  twowry-^tiw  ia^ 
lrtctqri^tm» ; A pla.ttfir  *>■«  one  W4l«  *«  follOwijd 
allv^naate jy  by  a pbiycr  .on  tbo  of H<?r<  uiiiil 
all  the  \^i^bt>  plfly.ew  Jmvfe  tjit*Tr  ^tiVnes. 
Tlifi  livbject  ji*  tq  pbine  a fttitiio  wvar  and  »d  front 
>d' thfe.  aud  tiaiii  pbavd  it  from 

knocked  oat  of  place,  And  bcn»  i$ 

tl»‘f  ^>kt}l  4»f  ♦hq  gauiie  cou)e4»  iii.  . Tii^?!! 
<t:scif4i0U>nt  a^tiifiding  tUo  and  tl»^^ 

nitatioaxd'n  tr!itbd»)i.  ili  it  caa  bu  approclut^d. 
t^uly  by  fboMi  fautiijar  ^itU 
la  Ibc  c<>«rse  of  thoo  a ^reat  innny  anw:^ 
dVtc^  TQ  b ered  abon  t t Ue  gain  alid 

itipor  rep4}iite«l  ilUiJtttxftting  iu  biAdua* 

tipia,  its  yl«yolopmiWtA^^^  and  it^ 

sn  I>erIor  ftit.riic.tipa  d vor  Mi ytbijn  a fcte  in  1 1(^<, 

except  betisfr  tw^r 

tbat  the  pri‘^^!aPe  bf  tbia  bunbjtc r tthfl  gW)  tip- 
TiMsu  ill  thW  toma-  pni^pity,^  A 

player  who  cbidd  ddfe  jp»  in^ 

diijnatiaa  afc  ft  ^iiliitl  o»>inrailc,  and  Vlid  iidt 


OnirA:!^jib%  CtlBlSTlMAS  ADVENTTIRE, 

T.  OrHibP'  .|i4^pdodt  pamvtftl  counsel  to 

irtlf^,  bftt  ¥bt<,*tfv  lii  tlie  »♦hltnuey corner  and  poretb 


O.ier  this  l<^ud 


that  hfr  fttUHt  prPpftrn  ftrr  the  Suoday*  sertrlce, 
For  two  jovvioust  ^^rmdayft  he  hod  been  hPM-^ 
if  jir  forlU  Alt  .l-tadMO  lif?c;arh>t;  and  a tnenihor  of 
Ui^  coDi^tegb  tibit  vr  bd  dot  at  the  talde  dVtakied 
iiim  wiVli*  *"<16  do doctor,  dpwn  r I Ucre> 
^^tfd  for  to  gang  ftwa^  ? J'l^t  gip  Jndfte 

ftnpthpr  .vrftlhtp  iTi  the 

commeiid 

tA  itA  ic  -tMmjid  teudOTft  ivrtli  on  alwi lenient 
4>f  h • J i ug  gtpeii.%.  low  t»eeu  Home AVhftt 

taodMied  4 n th^  conts^i  of  thr^^ 

nVtK'illy  phiYed  m navy  he  htveiiy  4^^ 
»C5ilteHh  JlacdV^^nioptU  ice  is  the  de)d,  T” 
thi^  th^^  endcrH  repair;  four  pn  a sUle,  each  pcfi^ 
Tided  f*rtth  tTiunpeti?  ip  ottbidy  the  pers^iii  Jti 
t lip  aft t of  ptfvyinipl'^  A hroonf  Uk  ss  vroep  th^  ;i<y% 
j*rut  t v*  ♦>  ^tuhoei.  Tbe  dti#tie$»  are^gt^kU- 

r^pfii-vieo}  m IbTro^  ilnelr  polished  ihP 

nadew-  HidCr  ohd  ^Ith  ft  hBivdic 

ihfowmg  <vti  the  npin?rv  l!he  Cftcti 

fchxm  u tVom  fiiirfy-thr«V5  trji  forty  ppihHlA  <sc 

itmto.  A ^w'dahi^  »p»ce  ow:  ihv?  loe  Jijt  vlenred 
ofiT.  A hirtT4v<<f  ten 

yaxth  lnv>M  w umrUed  rfv  at 
eight  apai t,  Are  eat  mark#  cA^ied  te«<#  or 

-wilier^  Thi#  portion  </f  the  ieVy.i#  th#  ripky 
aivl  witli  cffcieb  ah  a 

eeiUrn  lo  thiv<rye  ta  fawi- 

tonin  /if  iV^v^litOe*  wben  plftyad.,  wiih  niie  line 
drawn  atrwft  the  taiddlA  add  one  «ev^ti  yanis 
l»e/or*^  *>atrh  it  brow  ^br  play- 

ing. Th^f  itrip  in  the  ibiddlp  of  the  rink  ftrarki? 
the  phH<i«  vdierP  a Wiping  begin— that  i<i, 

^clearing  the  way  heforo  ft  #iii4ing>tpno;^ 

liheo  before  each  iee  arn  iUe  hPg  kehreoj  which 


^ntA^wa  cnHtBTMAd. 

; 2,  pouHh»«  Uic  Aisiorn  or.iiu.'5r»eudlr*p  hl^  iFtookirnc 
sicrroonr  of  iTAvnxO.TiHandr*  iflTi<>r<f'ih  die  c civcrt- 
iloijiil  l»ose*4kt>fl  finftf  li  TO  cidmo^fp  the 
pr  bw  NTlit^  To*>  i-id'lr.  r givetrii  w*i^  i.and  OrUnihr. 
Ui  cc.n’\cp)it^nre,  Ut;Comiii|f  hioiAelt  a dYtDre-  djrtfajtti- 
Qih  i hU9W|j!sd::  . 
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“ Obvfi0  JcjfajQ  J «Iium<i  ? Kae*  sp^^ik- 

necreoiiionti/^  ■ . 

paaoifiiMj  prot^I 

s«rxi  j*lei&  of 
about  to  cotf  r the 
of  t Vi  tbtti^h  audilenly^^  w 

rotu:POi?4  to  iho  who  wfts  0013^;  ^ 

At  the  phtte  fti  (lie  lohhy,  anil  whi^x^^  hY^ 
VAr,  *‘Bnt  wliauVthe  liumv  Johuf  1*11  b<? 
uiid  bei  tliore^^  — 

Le  t u&  all 

That  nto^o  dear  to  a carJer’fe  ^at, 

, by  Him  (iIodi?—  . 

Tlj^  jii^ry  clink  o the  fUirlioir  i?f«k 
\j  And  the  Xioom  of  rbu  ttmtOflf  . 

exm/  to  tef  ^ 

y^vke&inia'i^^  W|ie»>  thaji  xiiki  iifti- 

a^xink  toiWm 

It-  t.abo  to  he  ud  vjekbOTtV 

tolgeil  toTtPjPt^i^  the  3^  r 
the  iifixieVixiX  Jubuhe^^^  o*t$t»ios  ^ctvioe  <yft»  tto 
wioat 

;' ; 3Co^v'  diul  therj;  totdi.f . 
' ^ : |>ec^ljaf Ou^  to  f^igaeioni;  jtiocoedh'iic:  ou 

A fto  jJdrf  of  tto 

CHEIS'fMAS  APXTSTrrait.  hut  t^it<  ^tvtof  ciao 

l^at VhJra  i Jtmralny-^he Vx!Pei)t^.^  fo^r  that  tbo  iw  jruJ^olued  pari- 

mbHh  the  ohiiiaay  with  d mlhd  1* AVii . ho Ver  yet  thex^hhHe.Jty; 

ttoy  ao 

like  to  hefar©  ilip  minister  'ivhero  fur  tli©  bother-  ! . , 

ho  waB  j^oiiigy  ©icTaiinerfr  geutlomaa  ro^iihug;  Su 

yeVtV  gaW '^"hcro  ?/»rr/U  to 
thmiualic  jEiluiaruOcIf  ratier>  ab'^^  iw  t}io 
grtino  froin  iJay  lo 

tbto,  eyptessed : ftbfto  tbA|  h te.  ‘^y  tfOi 

who  wnii;  ti^ j to  t i> to  pato'  ft 

t]ia^%  fbir  0 able  tb 

tehiV  her  bon  al  /f  ■ ^ f ^‘atlrt  aer v an  t h 

fidw  iho  jtoh^' 

too  of  theni  orit tbai  i«- 
8%0d  erery  Jay  he  \Vr»]i|lit  lt»  lift  taak-r 

)to  ftjifiubhJ'ivtoi  it)«  tl»a 

fit Ito to ito  tboogbr  ho  ■^iouhl 

hto^hjdgtoftt  torlitig  tto 
’«i^jrto  f J ktfif,  ftiid  tb^ro 

fbtoW  Asid  ttoftt  hto^  hnoidto^^ 

tofAritototo 

it  i«i  lads,  i Wail i^f  fiimjui^  at  tKf  siU'pi^H^tJ* 

.The  llev-  ^<iliiia  Wa<^lUe;>Moej^  towto^ 

riathgate,  w’aa  soi  etoeYleut  to 
who  Ylied  iri  17^0^;  to  bue,feattoh^  :^%ht 
one  of  liiijj  ft 

poop)©  of  ^^liort e to  t h©  inirlei*©  of  Ba^hg to  ti» 
cMifotr^  tbeut  d*hf toig  I ’iiid  aftnf 

toj^hig  to'wt  liftif  tho  tiigbt  At  a loan  liovv*  u> 
cba>W  tto  ttei''a  fo  tho  miulater^ho 

Oeitoftlb<>d  to  tftJl  hi  hto^b  he  cilterOd  tho 
;|»ulpit.’^'  ‘ ■'■'■'■  '■  A'---‘r^'  ; ■ 

Wbeu  iXlr>  hdto  ihioiliOHosfifMu 

tinuto  tho  to  iisibl  ib  n low'  tuaO,  ^ 

rve  ahuiethiog  4o  toi  io  ho  a x»at^ 

isb  play  wiiU  the  Shot t«  ff>ik  tho 

Whist,  Ulan,  whfeii’f.  waa , the  to>ihdef^ 


T^h^-*:| . 


/ OBt CTiaBTKAS  AX’TE^rri’XtE. 

4.  OrJondo  ftainetb  the  cLlmnoy-iOj*.  *‘.OnM  of  l; 
boid  la  vain.  On  ward  ^•e»fdeth  tb«? 

aleklx:,'-  ‘ ;‘-  • '-■.  '■.  . ; 


EDITOR’S 


ORLANDO’S  CHRISTMAS  ADVENTURE. 

6.  Orlando  shinneth  down  the  Ihfhtning-rod,  and 
pnrsueth  the  fleeting  sleigh.  Being  swift  of  foot,  he 
overtaketh  it,  and  cntteth  on  behind.  **  Can’t  fool 
this  chicken !” 

Shanghai  received  a large  consignment  of  in- 
digenous Japanese  plants.  The  gentleman  in 
question  was  a bit  of  a botanist,  and  a horti- 
culturist of  considerable  ability.  But,  do  what 
he  conld,  he  failed  to  make  the  Japanese  plants 
thrive  in  the  nncongouial  soil  and  climate  of 
Shanghai.  After  some  consideration  he  re- 
solved to  send  to  Japan  for  enough  soil  to  cover 
all  the  flower  beds  in  his  garden,  and  wrote  to 
a friend  in  Yokohama  for  a suflBcient  number 
of  bags  of  earth.  The  Yokohama  correspondent 
promptly  attended  to  this  request,  first  asking 
the  customs  offlcials  whether  the  soil  w'cre  du- 
tiable or  not.  Being  answered  in  the  negative, 
he  had  some  four  hundred  bags  flUed  with  rich 
Japanese  earth,  and  then  sent  them  to  the 
custom-house,  from  whence  they  had  to  be 
shipped.  Blit  the  customs  officials  evinced 
great  unwillingness  to  let  the  bags  pass 
through,  and  dually  flatly  refused  to  do  so. 
The  sender,  naturally  rather  indignant,  asked 
the  reashn  of  their  refusal. 

**  Why,  doii^t  you  see,”  said  one  of  the  offi- 
cers, “ w^e  fear  that  if  any  one  commences  ex- 
porting Japanese  soil,  and  foreigners  And  out 
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how  good  it  is,  in  a few  years  toe  shall  not  have 
anything  left  of  Japan  /” 

Ridiculous  as  it  may  appear,  the  bags  couldn’t 
and  didn’t  get  off.  After  lying  on  the  pier  for 
several  days,  the  authorities  requested  the 
sender  to  remove  them,  stating  that  they  were 
very  much  in  the  way.  But  our  friend  w'as 
equal  to  the  occasion,  and  smilingly  remarked 
that,  as  it  was  Japanese  soil,  perhaps  the  Jap- 
anese government  had  better  see  to  its  being 
removed.  And  so  they  did. 

The  same  Yokohaniaite  (or  should  it  be  To- 
kohamiote  f ) had,  some  time  later  on,  another 
equally  vexatious  experience.  In  those  days 
there  was  no  ice  factory  in  Yokohama,  and  all 
the  ice  consumed  during  the  summer  months 
had  to  be  brought  from  Hakodate.  A cargo — 
some  four  hundred  tons — of  this  precious  com- 
modity had  just  been  received  by  our  friend, 
and,  like  all  else,  had  to  pass  through  the  cus- 
tom-house before  being  stored  away  in  the  go- 
downs.  On  the  day  the  ice  was  to  be  landed, 
one  of  our  friend’s  clerks  came  to  him  and  said 
that  there  was  some  trouble  about  the  ice  on 
foot.  He  at  once  repaired  to  the  landing-place, 
took  in  the  scene  at  a glance,  and  then  rode  to 
the  superintendent’s  office  at  a full  gallop. 
One  of  the  Japanese  customs  officials  w ho  had 
been  overseeing  the  landing  of  the  ice  followed 
on  foot  as  quickly  as  possible,  justly  expecting 
that  our  friend  was  about  to  lodge  a complaint 
with  the  superintendent.  Breathless  and  per- 
spiring, he  managed  to  reach  the  head  office 
a few  minutes  after  our  friend,  but  only  to 
meet  with  a stem  frown  on  his  superior’s  ex- 
pressive countenance.  When  commanded  to 
explain  his  conduct,  the  official  said  he  knew 


ORLANDO’S  CHRISTMAS  ADVENTURE. 

6.  Santa  Claus  descendeth.  Orlando  mounteth. 
**  Yes,  reckon  I’ll  try  ’em.  Qlt !” 
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HATFIELD  HOUSE  AND  THE  MARQUIS  OF  SALISBURY. 


Hatfield  house,  one  of  tue  most 

famous  and  most  magnificent  Jaco- 
bean mansions  in  England,  has  in  strik- 
ing fashion  acknowledged  the  supremacy 
of  the  times.  When,  in  1611,  the  build- 
ing was  finished,  it  faced  to  the  south,  and 
Sir  Robert  Cecil,  younger  son  of  the  great 
Dol’d  Burleigh,  standing  on  his  door  step 
and  looking  down  through  the  broad  ave- 
nue of  trees,  could  see  ‘ ‘ the  way  to  Lon- 
don.’’ The  Cecils  have  from  the  founda- 
tion of  their  house  always  had  their  eye 
on  London  as  the  focus  of  political  and 
SQcial  life.  They  lived  in  the  country,  as 
became  persons  of  quality,  but  they  liked 
to  have  the  way  to  London  right  under 
their  eyes  and  convenient  to  their  feet. 

The  house,  of  course,  still  has  one  side 
of  it  set  south,  and  the  broad  avenue  of 
trees  still  leads  to  London;  but  of  late 
years  a quicker  and  straighter  way  to 
the  great  heart  of  English  life  has  been 
found.  The  railway  coming  along  has 
skirted  another  side  of  the  house,  and  the 
noble  owners  of  the  mansion,  quick  to 
profit  by  this  new  convenience,  have  ad- 
justed their  gateway  accordingly.  The 
principal  entrance  to  Hatfield  House  is 
now  by  the  railway  station.  The  trav- 
eller can  almost  step  out  of  the  railway 
carriage  into  the  park.  At  most  he  has 
but  to  cross  the  road  and  claim  admission 
at  the  lofty  iron  gates  that  instantly  at- 
tract attention.  Hatfield  makes  a strong 
point  of  its  gates.  When,  in  1846,  Queen 
Victoria  visited  the  place,  one  of  the  first 
things  done  was  to  set  up  two  new  and 
splendid  iron  gates. 

Hatfield  House  is  most  closely  connect- 
ed with  the  time  and  name  of  Elizabeth, 
and  it  is  generally  supposed  that  the  man- 
sion now  inhabited  by  the  Mai’quis  of 
Salisbury  was  the  building  in  which  she 
spent  so  many  years  of  her  life.  This  il- 
lusion is  fostered  by  many  circumstances. 
From  the  walls  of  more  than  one  room  in 


the  house  her  portrait  looks  down.  In 
the  park  is  the  oak  under  which  she  was 
seated  at  her  studies  when  the  messenger, 
hastening  down  the  way  from  London” 
from  the  death-bed  of  Queen  Mary,  dropped 
on  his  knees  and  hailed  the  young  princess 
Queen  of  England.  In  a cabinet  in  the 
library  is  the  identical  broad- brimmed 
hat  she  wore  when  the  news  reached  her. 
Not  less  interesting  is  the  cradle  in  which 
she  was  rocked  when  brought  to  Hatfield 
a puling  infant  three  months  old. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  the  present 
house,  but  the  older  palace,  one  wing  of 
which  yet  remains,  that  was  the  habitation 
of  Henry  the  Eighth's  daughter.  Hatfield 
was  first  made  a residence  by  the  bishops 
of  Ely,  who  in  the  twelfth  century  built 
themselves  a sumptuous  palace.  In  1534 
the  manor  was  conveyed  to  Henry  the 
Eighth  in  exchange  for  certain  lands  in 
Cambridge,  Essex,  and  Norfolk,  which 
may  or  may  not  have  been  equivalent  to 
the  value  of  the  palace  and  its  broad  lands. 
But  Henry  the  Eighth's  dealings  with  the 
Church,  especially  in  matters  of  property, 
were  summary,  and  the  Bishop  of  Ely  was 
doubtless  thankful  for  any  small  mercy 
in  the  way  of  value  received. 

Henry  the  Eighth  made  the  palace  one 
of  his  country  houses,  and  his  son.  Prince 
Edward,  often  lived  there.  When  the 
young  prince  came  to  the  throne  he  gave 
Hatfield  to  his  favorite  sister,  Elizabeth, 
who,  as  already  mentioned,  had  been  there 
in  earlier  days,  when  a cradle  was  a ne- 
cessary part  of  her  belongings.  When 
EM  ward  died  and  Mary  reigned  in  his 
stead,  Hatfield  became  a sort  of  prison- 
residence  for  the  young  princess.  She 
had  Roger  Ascham  for  tutor,  and  made 
the  most  of  her  opportunities.  Her  keep- 
er was  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  who,  according 
to  a manuscript  letter  now  in  possession 
of  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  “made  the 
Ladie  Elizabeth,  all  at  his  own  costes,  a 
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Room,  thoiigli  is  no 
evidence  tliat  the  Lord 
Protector  ever  visited 
this  Jacol)eaii  nmnsioiK 
/ ’ In  this  room  is  a ruagnif- 

^ i.,  ' iceiit  wardmlie  covciHid 

with  Spunisli  leather, 
one  of  sev*^(:‘ral  scattej  ed 
; about  the  house.  Weir 

lingtoirs  Roijm  was  more 
than  once,  and  for  ccni^ 
peri  Oils,  oecii* 
pied  by  the  great  Duke, 
I who  Was  an  iiitinialo 
i I i‘iei kI  of  the  1 a te  Marq u is 

of  Balishurv.  Thm' are 
%:  at  Jeust  two  valuable 

portraits  of  the  Duke, 
mmMi  one  taken  w ben  he  was 

1 plain  Sir  A\rthurWelles- 

1 looms  <)f  Hatfield  aj*e 

'i  : four  flags  taken  at  Wa- 

jy|  ' terluo.  and  j)resenled  by 

I j the  Duke  to  the  late  Mar- 

qiiis.  Charles  (lie  First 
L i t .s<  )tne  j)or tion  o f h ivS 

I captivity  at  Hatlicld . but 

. does  not  seem  to  have 

/ l>equeathed  hLs  iiauie  to 

' a b«'dr<;K>rn.  Nor  did 

I : George  the  Third  and 

! Queen  Cimrlotte.wiio  ill 

I tlic  year  of  the  pix's- 
5 ent  eentuiy  w^*ni  enter- 

tai  nod  at  Hatfield  House, 
the  King  hold ing  a gran d 
*^  ^7^  ' ^ review  of  troops  in  the 

})ark. 

One  of  the  most  strik* 
ing  apartments  at  Hat' 
held  ivN  the  Armory,  a long  gallery  on  the 
5>i*«>vmk1  tiuor  On  the  outer  .side,  facing 
lb*  l>urh,  v.all  prtUUly  moulded  in  inn 
ilat  v»>H  '.'I  lace  work.  In  lho.se  far  oti*  days 
of  tlw^  K!>g]i*j,h  climate  when  young  ladies 
^vt  <.)iu  urnhu*  '>ak-tree.s  in  November,  this 
<i^peu  yv^a  k vra>  absolutely  unquaUfied,  and 
vv:  1 1 a I L A t r vv  viU  her  w as  w i tl  lout  bl  e w^  i n oi  i 
ttit  Vrutfif  v In  liiese  days,  eitlier  of 
gri  aLtr  Jegeiu-mcy  of  weather  or  greater 
eirerninacy  of  |)eople,  the  inconvenience 
of  thi.s  was  reeogniml,  and  iheojien  spaces 
were  111  led  with  glass  Along  the  inner 
ivull  stand  complete  .suits  of  armor,  with 
swords  and  shields  grouped  overhead. 
i.)ne  mailed  iiand  of  each  t1gui*e  grasps  »a 
lauce  w’ith  a lantern  stuck  on  it,  which  is 
both  strikingly  ornanjeuUil  and  liseful. 
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dressing  and  bath  room  occupied  by 
Prince  Albert  on  this  same  visit. 

Otlier  sULe  bedrooms  are  the  Cromwell 


■ JKmo  ^C*  u^^t;tni^.Vi K»ipvi^<\ 
onVifcjoii  ;;*(  tjifv ; 

lai^.  *^y ^H^»  f«*C<(^^ 

^ jtkv  Pv^^'^.;jiyii^ 

ii^Uo?- 1 : •j/r:^\Yit«?MtV^’ is 
vit**!;!;;  ^^>j<;(:  tat*v 


|^^t^  ) rcls  GL' 

- ^hiy  l^K\  Vi^ . ■ .'life  i'i  1'r; , » • * t|  il 

• i'lV  -l^-'f  < »,*;  j^i-ilV'*^ 

fei4;ir  :li^ ' h ii  :•  ,y u<4; 

TIm^J  nr^ 
tvv  Hi3i\l 

a i3t>ilc;il  4>)r  Ite  M , 

f itn*^*  ( Ija  t ilun  priJt.v 

Kni^}  t ViJlfr  }i i\ t hi’t'CA 


1 Q ♦ » * ]i»  ur : U:V’a  n f v^ 

A i t <?V " 

feat  li%li  ami  if>3  fj^i 
TJliie  w O'  snleurlif} 
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Elizabeth,  preserved  in  a carved  oak  cab- 
inet. This  stupendous  work  of  art  is 
twelve  or  fifteen  yai*ds  long — proportions 
not  too  swelling  when  it  is  discovered 
that  the  chart  carries  tlie  genealogy  of 
^ueen  Elizabeth  straight  back  to  Adam 
and  Eve.  As  far  as  the  nobility  and 
gentry  of  England  have  concern  in  the 
family  tree  the  coat  of  arms  is  in  every 
case  given,  with  full  particulars  of  the 
name,  date  of  birth  and  of  death.  But, 
going  backward,  long  before  Methuselah 
is  reached  this  labor  is  necessarily  aban- 
doned, and  the  tree  grows  apace  by 
branches  on  which  are  simply  written 
the  names  of  the  more  immediate  descend- 
ants of  Adam  and  Eve.  All  the  coats  of 
arms  are  hand-painted.  It  is  curious  to 
note  that  the  royal  coat  of  arms,  which 
is  the  pendant  of  this  long  list  of  person- 
ages, is  filled  up  only  on  one  side.  The 
other  lialf  is  left  blank  for  the  quarter- 
ings  of  the  arms  of  the  husband  whom  it 
was  believed  the  Queen  would  at  some 
not  distant  time  deign  to  accept.  It  is 
probable  that  Lord  Burleigh,  who  had  a 
great  fancy  for  tracing  genealogies,  had 
this  work  of  art  prepared  under  his  own 
supervision,  and  presented  it  to  the  Queen. 

There  are  two  dining-rooms,  one  for 
summer  and  the  other  for  winter  use. 
The  latter  is  the  handsomer.  It  is  flank- 
ed at  one  end  by  a fine  music  gallery, 
from  which  float  the  Waterloo  flags,  stud- 
ded with  imperial  bees,  and  bountifully 
imprinted  with  the  Napoleonic  initial. 
In  this  room  on  rent-day  a hundred  and 
fifty  guests  sit  down.  Here  as  elsewhere 
ai*e  many  portraits  either  of  host  or  guest 
at  Hatfield.  In  King  James’s  Room  are 
portraits  of  all  the  Marquises  of  Salisbury 
from  the  first  to  the  last.  In  the  Yew 
Room  is  a portrait  of  Queen  Elizabeth  by 
Zucchero,  which  is  held  to  be  the  gem  of 
the  collection.  There  are  two  jx)rtraits 
of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  neither  sliowing 
any  trace  of  that  fatal  beauty  which  made 
existence  so  lively  for  herself  and  others. 
Queen  Elizabeth’s  cradle,  already  referred 
to,  stands  in  the  North  Gallery.  It  is  a 
curious  heavy  construction  of  oak.  Con- 
sidering its  age,  it  is  in  remarkable  pre- 
servation, chipped  a bit  here  and  there, 
and  on  one  of  the  upriglits  curiously 
marked  at  the  top,  as  if  the  infant  i)rin- 
ceas  (India-rubl>er  rings  and  other  infan- 
tile luxuries  not  then  invented)  liad  been 
practicing  upon  it  during  teething.  An- 
other curiosity  is  Queen  Anne’s  corona- 


tion chair,  which  stands  in  the  Chapel, 
over  the  Gallery.  No  one  is  able  to  ex- 
plain how  it  got  there.  But  there  it  is,  a 
light  blue  and  gilt  construction,  uncom- 
fortable to  sit  in,  and  not  attractive  to  the 
eye. 

The  Library  is  at  the  west  end  of  the 
Long  Gallery.  There  are  many  houses 
of  less  pretension  that  have  a larger  and 
a better-stocked  library.  But  in  one  re- 
si>ect  the  collection  at  Hatfield  House  is 
unique.  The  pillars  which  divide  the 
book -cases  into  compartments  are  hol- 
low, the  contents  being  protected,  without 
being  concealed,  by  a metal  trellis- work. 
Whilst  the  other  books  are  within  reach, 
and  may  be  taken  down  at  pleasure,  the 
contents  of  these  pillars  are  jealously 
kept  under  lock  and  key,  for  they  con- 
tain the  famous  Cecil  papers,  and  consist 
of  more  than  thirteen  thousand  letters 
written  by  more  or  less  illustrious  per- 
sons in  the  time  of  the  first  Cecils.  They 
have  l>een  arranged,  classified,  and  strong- 
ly bound  in  calf,  forming  a collection  of 
priceless  value.  To  the  uninitiated  the 
unfamiliar  handwriting  and  the  unac- 
customed spelling  make  it  hard  reading; 
but  it  is  plain  enough  to  the  practiced 
eye.  Here  are  letters  from  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots  in  large,  unequal,  but  not  un- 
graceful handwriting.  There  are  several 
letters  from  Edward  VI.,  some  in  his  own 
handwriting,  others  only  signed  in  bold 
letters  “ EDWARD.” 

Most  interesting  of  all  is  the  correspond- 
ence of  Queen  Elizabeth,  which  supplies 
remarkable  evidence  of  the  possibility  of 
deterioration  of  handwriting.  A letter 
dated  from  Hatfield  28th  January,  1649, 
written  in  the  young  princess’s  own  hand, 
would  take  the  prize  in  any  exhibition  of 
chirography.  The  writing  is  equal  to  the 
finest  copperplate,  done  in  the  stately  Ital- 
ian style  tiiught  Elizabeth  by  her  tutor, 
Roger  Ascham.  The  signature,  according 
to  the  wholesome  custom  of  those  days,  is 
written  with  exceptional  legibility,  where- 
in it  directly  differs  from  our  epistolary 
habit.  It  is  curious  to  note  that  Elizabeth, 
having  signed  her  name,  put  underneath 
a flourish  singularly  like  that  elaborate 
one  adopted  by  Charles  Dickens,  and  which 
in  later  years  became  an  actual  part  of  his 
signature. 

When  the  young  princess  had  grown 
into  the  mighty  Queen,  burdened  with  af- 
fairs of  state,  all  attempts  at  the  formation 
of  letters  is  hastily  abandoned.  The  hand 
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ft  it-ijsnwr*  •nd  CJiS, 


I^rtfkvn; 


lias  i>v^r  ihff  SM  wUv  t wo  J^^fev  :TH^^  » 

wilfi;  ii,  h^uJ  ht^r^v  wffiwite^  ilm  ful^l^^^^^U^  tl^uvc 
fmn.  'Hyiil'-  .2^  ;%!’'  a 

Mtu  ; Imi]  T1h»  l>ir^vir^^  WIojii 

verse,  ^>1  im  i aiig^  ii  *1h  ul ) lim  y« m ri^  Diikc  of : Moti VtKjiuBi  «v^ , io  fa- 

t M l Jo/H'  Vi  an,  j.i4  het’  ii  aW  i*  lutifc e vny  at  b hi  ^ Sa  l r v - ♦ »f 

Bie  thaV. 

Oitqiti i>>^»r>i) , w li€>  iire  tii>vy  i* |R?h  • limi  bf:H  p»Ji4niiY 

t^|>pTe/  wini  tUiis  wtxiiw^^iih;?i>v  au  muy  pJaiGl>^i>iljk>)ife 

Vt  Jm*  Vhe  w<>f‘ltl  Iti  hJi\fti)i  VitviL'  i*J 

Iti^irTr it  «i  r taifMil,  ort  iryll x^riai^e  pa'  feeji  ti pi[>ii  Ij ^val V’s  a ^•»;bi^l. 

i^i^.  uIkoi i t h t(>< >1  ^ajK  i ti  fail  eA  ink,  Tt4p  iJfikif  miLd M d 

oA^i"  »Ji\wu  liA'  ton 

At»?^.  i#  Uesimuiy  vA  mak-  pf  Ui  Imy^ 

^ l»v^  <>wTi  jk>i’ip;iVt  p/aiiiiA,  cUfi  Viii^a:  a 

XuwH  ; i the  p6ein 

^rnitfMy  ip  df  h il 

tUnonti^I  rti<VuV.v^i/(4^^  iM  )ia?J  tif*ep  fpiiiid  iu  n !ii«vV^i^J!S:k*^^>. 

the  Earh  lA  Ipe:  tffiltypii  TB*^  iivvi) 

luini,  ttr  K<in  J4>ril  TK^a»=*ui'e4^  tiirrfefj^h^  xViUT^mlinj^iy  paifttiy^  ihot^dM; , ilalf  a 

• * sit  up.*’’  ijXvkin^  u|k>n  iljr*!  iad^A  I4tey.  tUfe  |»r»rtyr(i^  itAA*  |h<? 

even  v }tlii;>ilt  ednipretienvlihjf  itaiiS  xhiflj , hao  tlnV 

<)iie  ?5.t?erto  ifi  Miucli  iTe^in-i  Fijix-  df  ih^  l*>Pk 

aheth  ^ ^ ' 

ordinary)?' bvitik^  , ■ ■/;;.,  .jdjjrid^dA'tk 

L^vsiigAfe  lyhi^ry.'^e  he  ■ 

Ada  (Ti  v^Wl  :«»>.  i"£i  AeA  ,f  wtV  ftit  ^^>4ee>r  ti  A f Ad 


Adam  v^ipl  :«»>  ,fWtV  1^'  AAl^ik^  ai 

th&  pirtoiv  lA  Q>*tou  Eri^jdietliV  fuvTh^Mr  , TilVur;^  Fxjrt, 

arw'f5s??t<ir»;TCjucji'  u^fii’As'; Af . . BMff ’■  are 
marc  a eufiiA^^hh*^kVfig  nti^  r;in}fivf>t;(\  tA  thy  ihleiior  pif  ^ 

t\iTe  which  at-  H rat  Vk)irw.  i(W  Gar- 


84i5  HARPKES JSEW 

the'  Mniil^ 

irt  to 

J4ir>sf  llu^  ■ 

}Vh4>  --^tli;^  iti  .'..cvmtnj'iml  'fe^i;--  .' ' 

; Nviri  far 

park,  vvflir  i a« 

‘ft  RvijiWrP  ftiirfirKf w(Uni%sy 

tii^t  tvhUt^  JV(rffts4i^»h  ;^UrlC' >.F3^1^:s  ;^ujir 

j«ir}<Dise,v^^thi . H(X%' 

arttl  df  il<>c*r;  C'lus^  \j^  wwf^  |J<Vv:fefe;  ftf)i?ri  . 

th(^,.;th>\ti^  iNrtht^i  rHrt^fii>>(^-' nrf ' \ tf<^.;;  ^t4;jbr^  lu-jchemi^^  . , >. 

tli^^  j3ab)^<vXviif4^i  Q'uW.nr  E(ixat>rtiv  It*!?  11*^  with  , 

Tb0:^r*^t  bat  Avlholt  M<i5  army 

lidhl  laa*  Rrsl  bail  tii^il  i'^  bUAV  '^tahlt^  Aud  of  a jM>  a' 


li^r^P«  oiiibc'h  iibOr  hay  T^h*?r«f 
«caj  0^]  li^il 

%'d  tr»^^i»m^^>^4;MV^v•  V;v-^■:■■X^■'•■"X'■'  ,';■ 

PaifeWy  tybMi4i^;t^iroiy  htii 
h^Daidotiy 

; CiV  f titv  1^1  ^31  tht*  ei 


1 ^aiatfmr  ]3h(>ti^^l»nii)l|y/^^^^^  'i‘- 

■ fMlt  br  )*r«r tiP4?  ht'^ 

hv}dAVitMh;ij^iiVr  HaUU'14  ‘ 

rby  ■•  •^\\i^yx^  .Ml  a-'  ,y  f 

; thimii4fi;h  jiMii  vvcxricf »uMM li h3>  ^ 

the  tl) 1 1 i lib' tOHni . t lju*  h;:  1 f t:j? ; hu 

rfrmn  Vlib  ceit iMiz:  liJazt*  u 


■■■  I ’,  f (.’'  " ■ (?  H (.■■-  •] 
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is  only  the  sharpest  eyesight  that  can  dis-  He  was  born  a younger  son,  and,  it  is 
cern  the  wires  by  which  they  are  pendent,  said,  with  sofiiething  lesvS  than  the  ordina- 
To  others  tiie  lights  shine  as  stars  in  the  ry  ]K>rlion  of  the  younger  son  of  a great 
lofty  donicfl  Lord  Baiishury  has  family.  However  tiiat  lx*.  Ijord  Rol»eri 

the  electric  light  tt.xetl  in  all  tho reception-  Ce<nl,  as  he  was  tiieii  known,  atUiched 
roomSj  and  Hmls  the  ex {mri merit  very  sat-  lurnself  to  journalism,  and  showed  that 
isfactory.  He  works  in  |>eculiarly  fortu-  the  accident  of  liirlli  liad  lost  a vigorous 
nate  circumstances*  .seeing  that  the  river  writer  to  the  Englisli  press.  Both  as  Lord 
Lea  runs  through  the  park,  and  is  util-  Robert  Cecil  and  as  Ixnxl  CranV>ourne, 
ized  for  motive  ]fK>w‘er.  thus  saving  the  which  court e.sy  title  he  assumed  on  the 
cost  and  inconvenience  of  a stcam-eugine.  death  of  his  elder  ]>rother  nuexpectedly 
There  was  a tinie  when  it  seemed  the  making  him  heir  to  the  marqiiisate,  he 
unlikeiicst  thing  in  tin*  wt ♦rid  that  Rol)ert  rufHed  the  level  flow  of  the  Quarfer/y 
Arthur  Talipot  Gascoigne  CVcil  sliould  ever  Review  with  some  exceedingly  trenchant 
come  to  be  the  thiiHl  Marqum  of  Salisbury,  writing.  Even  to  this  day,  when  some 


HARPERS  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


thk  vtarblk  hall. 


disquisiiioii  on  the  f>olitical  constitution 
imusually  simn]?  ap|K*ars  in  the  Quartan'' 
If/,  the  knowiiijx  ones  always  discover  the 
hand  of  I^ord  Salisl^ury.  In  another  liiie 
of  1 i terait lr<^  the  ci  re u tar  to  t he  foreign 
courts  on  Uie  Treaty  of  Sjim  Btefano*  witli 
wliich  Lord  Salishnry  inangumted  his 
direction  of  the  Foreign  Office  in  187^, 
will  retnain  as  a model  of  clear  and  vigor- 
ous writing. 

As  a Parliaineiitarj  orator  tlie  Mai^inis 
of  Salisbury  is  unquestioualdv  the? M'liieL 
est  Hgure  in  the  House  of  Ixu-ds.  He  pos- 
sesses almost  in  equal  ilegriMj*  with  the 
late  Lord  Beac4)nslield  the  quality  of  being" 
per-sonally  interesting,  of  which  lie  is  novv 
the  only  renmining  example  in  either 
House  of  Parliament.  Perhajisau  excep- 
tion should  l>e  made  in  favor  of  Lord  Ran* 


dolph  Churclnll,  the  inclusion  of  wliose 
name  assists  in  giving  an  insight  into  the 
hearing  of  this  peculiar  quality.  Mr, 
Gladstone  does  not  possess  nor  doe.s 
Mr.  Bright,  except  in  the  faintest  degj'ee. 
Every  one  know-s^  when  Mr,  Gladstone 
rises,  that  his  speech  will  lie  wiiliin  cer* 
tain  we] bonlered  limits.  It  will  be  more 
or  less  eloquent,  and  more  or  less  convin- 
cing. But  the  orator  is  not  likely  to  sur- 
prise and  <lelight  the  Hmise  by  some  quip, 
or  crank,  or  ffash  of  [lersonal  audacity. 
The  certainly  the  other  Way  was  one  of 
the  attractions  of  Lowl  Beacoiislield's  Par- 
liamentary spet^rh-inaking.  The  audience 
\vei*e  always  on  the  qui  ture  for  some 
smart  ]iers6nal  thrust  at  some  mutual  ac- 
quaintance. and  they  were  rarely  disap- 
pointed. This  is  why  the  House  of  Com- 
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rtllsvtip  to  hear  th^ 

I:^h-ci.'',  RaniJolpti, 

k>rd;  m ;rv^  j;<kV  II  par^?^ 

yd>*ct  hfe  ; Liork  Sa  I i iihxi  ry  ^ pdi  1 li 

iv  W 

^h^Oiy lati  oht  ^lail 

n^pre-^vntaWri^nf  k t>{‘ 

li^htt‘4  iri  l#i?Ji.r-)miiiagv^iiII  thjn^  of  Eii^rislV  pdlitir?;  Ure  KMiiaVkahk', 

;fnll^\-  r»f  Ht*eiia>k  a>i<l  foa4iW1ly;^  coursi^  fortii«  dire  i>f  fja* 

aUc'iiHli  rpaioH  of'  thk  rLO"v 

SuHwkory 

’ r.a n tJjiK  ajgi)kratldii;  ■ mo^i  ktr^kini^  fij^nrr  iir  i ti^  )H?VrraV^> 

grmibc  fuIliJVHS  fjiak  SiiJbhurV;  tbe  mmkira 

H i^'  U ih.  thV^  iLia^e  of  IwoHi-s • :))&!’h;iii  of  tluf  r^jpable.  hea^ltsirung’.  aiul  un-. 

twak;^ 
the;  nmt'P 
ing:;:!  KaJf  Ipaii  iijjc;' 
op  (hy  Uvbt^^  HOd 
iiip/SO;kjU^.'  ixx  WMWy 

if  h is  b^J  p-  ^ 

' :■&.  ^ -kk  flte*  dti  t 

3wp:ir^^;-v%U'li#r 
•tiftd  '■  dV  •'.  ' 

lijdzk, ' hh:'  •■'l^'; 

. tfe- 

"«diicij(  it  posa- 
ble lo  iknhtkw  W 
ti^e  Eiiurli^jr  Jdk; 

t^0- 
ted  ih^ 

■'oi.  '■  .Sails-- 

lAirjf hiit 
i^hifh  pia  iiii  if  h at 

■:fmm’  ;'v' 

lyheii . 

finite  kcmn  of 
^rdv : Saliftbory  ^ 

iiprih 

~a  presohal  atihvidd  -tniiel!;  e^ier  pt^riuus 

|:)r«heM>iiok  tliau  tbui  of  j£tk^p;yt?a^,yilUvp/  jxfte^ 

liei^  «rt  thfc; ^ mi h . ^d5i  rc»  ah^  } , ;^y 

iitemry  trait!  itig  woiild  '6f  it<e3f  1^':^  AiVfB  oil  ^ 


liiliffilSlII 


0*»  ',t4vr-^-'  -'<’■'><♦ 
-».  w‘.‘>-^,  ^<}f  itWA  v- ' - - . ■ 

r>i!^  r' .^v 
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GENERAL  RICHARD  MONTGOMERY. 


A MONO  that  small  banU  of  military 
JL  X Iftulery  who  sbanHl  the  perils  of  our 
early  struj^j^le  for  indepeiulenee,  tlie  name 
ami  fame  of  Richard  Motitgomery  should 
be  held  especially  dear  by  the  people  of 
New  York/  He  has  Ix^en  dead  more  than  a 
hundred  yeai*s,  and  altliouj^li  his  memory 
is  i*evered  by  the  American  people^  little 
is  generally  known  of  his  personal  his- 
topv. 

Sparks  s Americaii  Biogrnpfn/ 
a niemoi r of  Montgomery.  This  was  w rit* 
leu  by  lu.s  brother  r in  ^ law  John  Arms 
strotjg,  who  was  Secretary  of  War  in  live 
cabinet  of  President  Madison,  and  was 
known  as  a man  of  distinguished  talents, 
wel  I ipial  i fied  as  a mil  i I ary  cri  tic.  T h Is  hi  - 
ography,  however,  is  wanliug  in  such  per* 
sonal  details  as  the  flight  of  time  and  the 
ci rciirnstanees  of  Mon tgomeiw *s  c h aractf  r^ 
no  less  than  his  untimely  fate,  liave  reii- 
dered  of  uncommon  intere.st  to  the  leader 
of  American  liistory.  AmUJicr  sketch  of 
MoMtgorijer\%  by  Brevet  Major  - General 
Cullum, U.B.  A,,  ap[>eared  in  187(1.  W^hile 
this  is  ri(i»  doubt  very  valuable,  owing  to 
the  Jiiililary  reputation  of  tlie  author^  and 
the  pndessional  view  which  be  lakes  of 
the  services  of  Muutgomery,  it  is  largely 
indebted  to  the  tirst  memoir  already  nu' 
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ticed.  It  also  is  wanting  in  particulars 
of  his  private  life. 

It  i.s  not  my  province  to  discuss  the 
professional  merit^^  of  General  Montgom- 
ery, or  even  to  attempt  any  consecutive 
narration  of  bis  campaign  in  Canada. 
My  ])urpo.se  is  to  string  together  the  a<* 
counts  that  have  been  furnishwl  by  tho 
letters  and  nuiniiseripts  preserved  at  Mon  t- 
goinery  Place,  and  to  bring  my  readei*8 
into  closer  acquaintance  with  the  Imro  of 
QuclxHr. 

Getieral  Montgofuery  was  liorn  on  tlie 
2d  of  December,  lT#i(5.  He  wii,s  by  birth 
an  Irishman,  In  his  youth  he  served  in 
tlie  British  army  during  the  FiHuielt  and 
Indian  war.  On  his  return  to  England, 
after  the  close  of  the  Seven  Years' con  tlict, 
he  is  said  to  ha  ve  forme4}  friendships  with 
Fox,  Burke,  and  Barre,  liccoming  deeply 
imbued  with  their  viewa  of  the  rights  of 
the  colonies.  Su|>ersexied  and  dis^ippoinP 
ed  in  the  purchase  of  a majority,  he  left 
Engl  arid  forever. 

While  still  a captain  in  the  British 
army.  Montgomory  luid  met  Janet  Liv- 
ingston, Uie  tiaughier  of  Hol»eH  R.  LiV- 
ing-st/m.  one  of  the  Ju dg»?s  of  the  King's 
Bench.  He  was  on  lii$  way  to  a distant 
post,  and  had  come  on  shore  witli  all  the 
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h^yK^h^en  Ci>ntrastiT)^  tl>e  them  all,  i%fid 

i|Utet  joi  ih«^  Ijfe  lio  held  iu  ^as|>  vcitfi  not  rnu^ih, 
the  tutijrhlMiuiLd  (if '^Uich  h«>  Tlih  /olloSv 
Uiid  i<v  ;Ki>e)cv^lh9u^^  li^  focu 

J>ehiud.  of  whii 

Tl o I ; 1 ie()  r<l  (ry^pti  eoald;  it ffer t i 
Ij]*  if p;?,  -^id  I iievtiP  ^ ‘ Tiujs  e> 

1.  turn  heaf^t  to.  (h^.  fetter^  written:  hy  Oainp  jSt.  Job 
iji^oertU  Moul^o>nefy  hl^  ivife  duriiig  uehi^  ielteiS  to 
hiis  ]a^b  hiriiUaid^^^h  liic^iorablo  eane  bi*in(r  ni»i  tlui* 
^Ue ; €<|«r]i'e?^pohde’i)ce'  wa$5  ool  ^6-  t>$>Vei^3' . I b 

I umi iir>u?.;  M ykmtijjuoicatiou  epiin I of  you 

hetvfehr*’  C^aiiadat  H)ht  "vvlitasts  health 

and  difFicuVtv  J>i  the  loo^t  fav'opaUe  ineif  4ee|/l,v  in 
weather  plied  the  Hud-  1 ind^t  eeftai 

son  retfuired  a ATeek 'to  Al- 

}rMy  to  New  Yot%.  On  eompiOuifGn  - ' 

of  j^ntie  of  . the  better's  |_|||||||||||^ 
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Thit^  leueis  ^hnw  Jiinx  ici|;bay^  he^^w 
bluut  and  \Mrai^hiFprvvaad,^^  \ 

ItoiiaUv  mid  oil  oeeaiunii 

y*  If  y ^^IJ  lYie^y  im  Ue  >vr^tev  -;  . ^ 

Jti  Uf^  and  i5^b  t oni>iivr  af ri  jr-t  nNev^  :v  ?i\ 

mfkyoi^ M rliftiif^  t 

' 1 dare  «a'f ■■  •-; 

KHly  fl^b^  ^ vU  i4^t.:iii^kh  y ; 

Ffinv 

* I i I u VO  ir^c^ t ved  yiXnm  from  A Iba u y a i)  j 
tbe  of  1 ask.  Tit\f.hideVn«^  vei’f 

well  W i tb  m%'  I baye  a tUnd  xkt exyr* 
ri^ic  betli  erf  liotiy  /^uT  hw  New 

EiiglaiulerH  mid  I Ain  V 
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to  t (re  indui  a inniy:renf«t  iba t fnr  a 
few  am  iu  i^tiunuhutb  tbnifgh  wt^ 

ont  the  liitbuuVtie^  lie  iiati  'i:" 
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Hirin'  to  fnajiirity.  DisitUei^^d 
^t‘nwnu'4  iHotiveK  will  forever,  J 
preyent  me  frenn  i^vuig 
wt  tbe  yv penile  of  the  pnh]i<'.  Thao^i  jv 
5d)irilVil  ftdiowf  he  ha>  not  expKpiyhvbvdAiy 
eueh  jjri  itripoxiftru;  t dhhv 

re  , (p  t v».'r?i  Iviv I dad  ^ ‘md 

uiA  dhi nif  riot'  • y.dii . t hp  vy  i>-  a 
oli  niy  c^.h)Ai?leh^eu'7;  ';  - 

‘ ■ Tii'^  Ufn><>rioorip:  sty  niphy^ 

(lef^nA^u  hr^  y,  h 

s(j['iUiUe  finpiire  of,  thi^^.  ^In^rt  e<n 
e;ne.iy  TheiT^  ary^  >;,tai<.hi  hb  fOesjyi^  of  i‘e- 
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meiiibrance  for  tliem,  all  iriterwovcu  witli  <ka1  alannctl  iu  town,  and  witli  some 

tlio  news  from  the  camp,  and  in  tlie  mhist  rt'iison.  The  garrij>on  is  little  io  1>e  rlepeniU?<l 
of  the  luost  Imrassiug  events  and  ci>v»in-  :»'d  very  ,vc»k  iu  imv,>.M  tiou  to  tl.e 

stances  works.  I wish  it  were  well  oviTj,  with  all  my 

‘ , V , r heart,  aii<j  siffli  for  home,  like  a Nr  w-Encchinder. 

1 have  no  Ume  to  write  h>  your  fa-  „ ^ siuM,>t  forRet  your  Iveaver  bhn.ket  if  I 
ther,  ’ he  wrote  Irom  Montmil  on  Die  eve  .safe  uiit  of  this  atfair,  nor  yanr  mothers 
of  departure*  for  Quelx?c.  “My  m«»st  marfin-skins.  ITesent  my  affect ionaU*  duty 
alFectionate  res|Ktcts  attend  the  old  g't  n"  t9  hciy  and  injike  ber  eftsy  rcKpeidinj^  Harry, 
tlernan  and  lady.  My  love  to  the  girk.  I Jc  has  hy  iiu  ineans  given  any  offejme,  though 
Do  they  go  to  town  l " No  huslmnds  this  ^oinc  uneasiness,  hy  some  little  iinpriulcnce. 
winter V Alas’.  I live  in  hoxH\s  to  sec  ^ 

von  in  ^iv  weeks  " warduoss.  May  I hare  the  plensiire  of  seeing 

^ Mst  1 \ i At  c i\  n 4*  I ii  you  in  it  ssoon  1 Till  thtni, ndicn !’’ 

The  Inst  Iciler  of  the  collection  bears  u 10  ’ 

date  of  the  5th  of  December,  ITro.  It  was  General  Schuyler  s health  did  not  i>cr‘ 
written  just  a fortriight  hefore  his  death,  mit  him  to  conduct  this  campaign,  as  had 
ami  is  as  follows;  been  inUotded.  He  i*elinquished  the  com- 

mand of  the  forces  to  Genentl  Montgom- 
ery at  We  aux  Noix.  There  w'as  iijsulx)!*- 
di nation  among  the  troops.  Montgorn- 
ery^s  energy  and  dauntless  will  w^ei*e  more 
tliau  equal  to  tlie  emergency.  He  Uml 
great  trouble with  the  New-Englaiidei^. 
All  scenuMl  thoroughly  demoraiized,  the 
New-Yorkers  tis  well  as  the  others.  ‘'0 
fortunate  liusbandnien wrote  Monigora- 
cry,  ‘’  would  I were  at  my  plough  again 
He  wo-s  thoroughly  disgusted  with  them 
iilK  However,  his  course  through  Can- 
ada was  a triumphant  one,  and  not- 
withstanding all  his  difficulties,  success 


“ IImllaxu  tloi’SK,  Nr.Au  Qi  Kin.c,  Dvmnher  th 
‘fMv  OKAn  Janet,— -Tliirf  duy  I had  t bo 
pkarture  of  yonrs  of  the  13th  of  (Irloher.  I 
think  your  Ictterf*  are  a hum  time  on  the  road. 
1 believe  I have  uow  llie  iiKht  to  emupbiiu,  as 
I uui  Hiiiv  YOU  douh  write  ««  ofieti  I do. 

‘*1  MUppose  long  ere  tliiM  wo  have  furui.died 
the  folks  Die  uniteil  eohuii^‘s  w itli  ^vildoet- 
iiiiitter  of  couverHatitui.  1 should  like  to  .Hec 
the  long  iUevs  of  uiy  Tory  frieiuhs.  I faiu  y 
they  look  a little  cast  down,  und  that  ibo 
Wiiig  ladies  triumph  moat  unmeroi fully. 

**The  weather  eoutiuuvs  ao  geutle  that  wo 
have  been  able,  at  thia  late  aeaaou,  to  gel  down 
by  water  with  our  artillery, el Tlmy  are  a 
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followed  in  his  footsteps.  “ I have  court- 
ed fortune,”  he  wrote  in  another  let- 
ter, “and  found  her  kind.  I have  one 
more  favor  to  solicit,  and  then  I have 
done;  till  Quebec  is  taken,  Canada  is  un- 
conquered. ” Chief  J ustice  Marshall  states 
that  Montgomery  “had  determined  to 
withdraw  from  the  army,  and  had  signi- 
fied, before  marching  from  Montreal,  his 
resolution  to  resign  the  commission  which 
had  been  conferred  upon  him. ” Marshall 
adds,  as  a probable  incentive  to  the  storm- 
ing of  Quebec,  that  he  had  “the  desire  of 
closing  his  military  career  with  a degree 
of  brilliancy  suited  to  the  elevation  of  his 
mind  by  the  conquest  of  Canada  to  the 
United  States.”  “Fortune,”  he  said,  “ fa- 
vors the  brave.”  Little  had  he  then  con- 
templated failure,  or  his  own  approaching 
end!  In  a conversation  which  he  had 
with  one  of  his  aides-de-camp  shortly  be- 
fore the  storming  of  Quebec,  he  had  in- 
dulged in  meditations  on  his  own  life,  and 
spoke  of  his  loss  of  ambition,  a sense  of 
duty  being  alone  left  as  his  spring  of  ac- 
tion. He  longed  to  return  to  the  retire- 
ment of  his  country  life,  though  he  said 
he  “would  always  be  ready  to  contribute 
to  the  public  safety,  should  the  scene 
change  and  his  services  be  again  required.” 
He  was  convinced  that  there  was,  as  he 
said,  “ a fair  prospect  of  success,”  and  not- 
withstanding the  perils  of  his  situation 
his  hopes  ran  high  and  his  soul  was  un- 
daunted. It  has  been  said  that  he  knew 
the  fortiQcations  well,  because  he  had 
been  with  Wolfe  at  the  taking  of  Quebec. 
This  is  a mistake.  He  was  in  the  British 
army  in  Canada  at  the  time,  but  not  with 
Wolfe,  having  been  ordered  to  follow 
Amherst  with  his  regiment.  This  error 
probably  originated  from  the  fact  that 
Alexander  Montgomery,  the  General’s  eld- 
est brother,  was  with  Wolfe  at  Quebec. 

It  was  at  four  o’clock  in  the  morning 
of  December  31,  1776,  during  a violent 
snow-storm,  that  the  attack  on  Quebec  was 
made.  The  little  American  army  had  un- 
dergone inexpressible  hardships  during 
the  campaign,  and  the  soldiers  were  half 
starved  and  half  naked.  It  took  all  the 
magnetic  power  of  Montgomery  to  stir 
them  into  renewed  action.  “Men  of  New 
York,”  he  exclaimed,  “you  will  not  fear 
to  follow  where  j^our  General  leads ; march 
on  1”  Then  placing  himself  in  the  front, 
he  almost  immediately  received  the  mortal 
wound  which  suddenly  closed  his  career. 

Thus  fell  Richard  Montgomery,  at  the 
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early  age  of  thirty-seven.  Three  weeks 
before  his  death  he  was  promoted  to  the 
rank  of  Major-General.  Young,  gifted, 
and  brave,  he  was  mourned  throughout  the 
country,  at  whose  altar  he  had  offered  up 
his  life — apparently  in  vain ; for  his  fate 
decided  the  battle  in  favor  of  the  British. 

The  story  that  he  was  borne  from  the 
field  of  battle  by  Aaron  Burr,  under  the 
continued  fire  of  the  enemy,  has  always 
been  received  with  doubt.  It  may  now, 
upon  the  highest  authority,  be  pronounced 
to  be  without  foundation. 

It  was  rumored,  but  not  ascertained  by 
the  British  for  some  hours,  that  the  Amer- 
ican General  had  been  killed.  Anxious 
to  ascertain,  General  Carleton  sent  an  aide- 
de-camp  to  the  seminary,  where  the  Amer- 
ican prisoners  were,  to  inquire  if  any  of 
them  would  identify  the  body.  A field- 
officer  of  Arnold’s  division,  who  had  been 
made  prisoner  near  Sault  au  Matelot  bar- 
rier, accompanied  the  aide-de-camp  to  the 
Prfes  de  Ville  guai*d,  and  pointed  it  out 
among  the  other  bodies,  at  the  same  time 
pronouncing  in  accents  of  grief  a glowing 
eulogium  on  Montgomery’s  bravery  and 
worth.  Besides  that  of  the  General,  the 
bodies  of  his  two  aides-de-camp  were  rec- 
ognized among  the  slain.  All  were  fro- 
zen stiff.  General  Montgomery  was  shot 
through  the  thigh  and  through  the  head. 
When  his  body  was  taken  up  his  features 
were  not  in  the  least  distorted,  his  counte- 
nance appeared  serene  and  placid,  like  the 
soul  that  had  animated  it.  His  sword, 
the  symbol  of  his  martial  honor,  lay  close 
beside  him  on  the  snow.  It  was  picked 
up  by  a drummer -boy,  but  immediately 
afterward  was  given  up  to  James  Thomp- 
son, Overseer  of  Public  Works  and  Assist- 
ant Engineer  during  the  siege,  who  had 
been  intrusted  by  General  Carleton  with 
the  interment  of  the  body.  Through  the 
courtesy  of  the  British  General,  Montgom- 
ery was  buried  within  the  walls  of  Que- 
bec, with  the  honors  of  war. 

General  Montgomery’s  will  had  been 
made  at  Crown  Point  on  the  30th  of  Au- 
gust, soon  after  the  commencement  of  his 
last  campaign.  The  authenticity  of  this 
document  is  attested  by  the  signature  of 
Benedict  Arnold.  It  is  still  in  existence, 
and  reads  as  follows : 

The  last  Will  and  Testament  of  Bichard 
Montgomet'y. 

I give  to  my  sister  Lady  Kauelagb,  of  the 
kingdom  of  Ireland,  all  my  personal  fortune 
for  her  sole  use,  to  be  disposed  of  as  she  pleases. 
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except  such  legacies  as  shall  be  hereafter  men- 
tiooed.  All  my  just  debts  must  first  be  paid. 
Also  I give  my  said  sister  my  estate  at  Kings- 
bridge,  near  New  York,  fur  her  sole  use,  to  be 
disposed  of  as  she  thiuks  fit.  To  my  dear  wife, 
Janet  Montgomery,  I give  my  furniture,  farm 
utensils,  carriages  of  all  sorts,  horses,  cattle, 
shares,  books  (to  this  watch,  mathematical  and 
philosophical  instruments  and  apparatus). 

I also  leave  to  my  said  wife  the  farm  I pur- 
chased from  Shares  at  Rhyubeok,  with  horses 
and  everything  upon  it. 


The  ample  fortune  which  my  wife  will  suc- 
ceed to  makes  it  unnecessary  to  provide  for 
her  in  a manner  suitable  to  her  situation  in 
life  and  adequate  to  the  warm  afiection  1 bear 
her. 

My  dear  sister’s  large  family  want  all  I can 
spare.  I could  wish  to  recommend  one  or  two 
of  her  younger  children  to  my  Janet’s  protec- 
tion. 

I must  request  the  Honorable  Robert  Liv- 
ingston, my  much-esteemed  father-in-law,  and 
my  brother-in-law^,  Robert,  his  son  ( whose  good 
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sense  and  integrity  I have  all  confidence  in), 
to  see  this  my  lost  Will  and  Testament  exe- 
cuted. Tho’  the  Lurry  of  public  business  and 
want  of  knowledge  in  the  law  may  have  ren- 
dered this  instrument  incorrect,  yet  I believe 
my  intention  is  plain.  I therefore  hope  no 
advantage  will  be  taken  of  any  inaccuracy. 

My  brothers,  whom  I greatly  esteem  and  re- 
spect, will  accept  of  what  alone  I have  in  my 
power  to  give — my  warmest  wishes  for  their 
happiness. 

(Signed)  Richard  Montgomery. 
i Robert  Walkin. 

Witnesses  \ Edward  Mott. 

( J.  P.  T6tard. 

Aug.  30,  1775,  Ceown  Point. 

This  may  certify  that  the  foregoing  Will 
and  Testament  of  the  late  General  Montgom- 
ery was  found  by  us  among  bis  papers  a few 
days  after  his  death,  and  immediately  sealed 
up.  Benedict  Arnold. 

Donald  Campbell. 

This  certification  is  in  the  handwriting 
of  Arnold. 

General  Montgomery  left  no  descend- 
ants. By  his  will  it  appears  that  he  be- 
queathed the  greater  part  of  his  fortune 
to  his  relatives  in  Ireland.  The  farm  at 
Kingsbridge  would  now  be  of  enormous 
value  from  its  proximity  to  New  York. 

A cunous  inventory  of  his  effects  was 
taken  and  forwarded  to  New  York.  The 
greater  part  of  his  wardrobe  was  pur- 
chased by  General  Aimold.  An  account 
was  also  sent  to  Mrs.  Montgomery  of  the 
manner  in  which  his  effects  had  been  dis- 
posed of,  and  a list  of  the  articles  marked 
on  the  inventory  as  sold  to  General  Ar- 
nold. Governor  Carleton  sent  General 
Montgomery’s  gold  watch  and  seal  to 
General  Wooster,  at  Montreal,  who  sent 
them  to  Mrs.  Montgomery. 

The  body  of  General  Montgomery  re- 
mained in  Quebec  for  forty-three  years. 
It  was  then  brought  to  New  York,  in  com- 
pliance with  a special  act  of  the  Legisla- 
ture. 

At  Mrs.  Montgomery’s  request.  Gov- 
ernor Clinton  commissioned  her  nephew, 
Lewis  Livingston,  to  superintend  the  re- 
moval of  the  remains  to  New  York.  From 
a minute  report  which  he  wrote  to  his  fa- 
ther, Edward  Livingston,  then  in  Louisi- 
ana, we  gather  many  details  of  interest 
hitherto  unknown  to  the  public.  On  ac- 
count of  tlie  great  lapse  of  time  since  the 
death  of  General  Montgomery,  apprehen- 
sions were  entertained  that  there  would 
be  difficulty  in  ascertaining  the  exact  spot 
where  he  was  interred.  Such  apprehen- 


sions were,  however,  groundless.  Mrs. 
Montgomery  had  been  some  time  pre- 
viously informed  by  Mr.  William  Smith 
(the  son  of  the  Chief  Justice,  then  de- 
ceased) that  the  person  who  had  buried 
her  husband  was  still  living,  and  had  in 
his  possession  the  sword  the  General  wore 
when  he  was  so  unfortunately  slain. 
Shortly  after  the  arrival  of  Colonel  Liv- 
ingston in  Quebec,  James  Thompson,  then 
eighty-nine  yeai’s  of  age,  was  pointed  out 
to  him  as  the  very  person  who  had  been 
intrusted  with  the  superintendence  of  the 
General’s  burial,  and  who  had  served  in 
the  British  army  during  the  siege.  He 
was  ordered  to  explore  the  place  of  in- 
terment and  dig  up  the  remains.  This 
he  accordingly  did,  in  the  presence  of 
one  of  his  EJxcellency  Governor  Sher- 
brooke’s aides-de-camp.  Captain  Freer. 
As  Thompson  still  possessed  all  his  fac- 
ulties, Colonel  Livingston  obtained  from 
him  full  information.  Owing  to  the  al- 
teration that  had  taken  place  in  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  ground,  he  could  not  indi- 
cate exactly  where  the  body  lay.  It  was 
found,  however,  within  a few  feet  of  the 
place  he  fixed  upon;  and  there  was  so 
much  circumstantial  evidence  to  corrobo- 
rate all  he  said,  that  not  a doubt  could  be 
entertained  of  his  veracity.  He  mention- 
ed a number  of  details  respecting  the  in- 
terment, and  gave  a particular  description 
of  the  coffin  in  which  the  body  was  placed, 
which  corresponded  perfectly  with  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  one  taken  up.  The  coffin 
was  kept  exactly  in  the  state  in  which  it 
was  found,  and  placed  in  a strong  wooden 
case. 

Sir  John  Sherbrooke  pursued  a very 
liberal  course  of  action.  He  did  not  hesi- 
tate one  instant  to  deliver  up  the  remains; 
he  only  expressed  a desire  that  the  affair 
should  be  considered  a private  rather  than 
a public  transaction.  Mr.  William  Smith 
was  extremely  useful  in  furthering  the 
views  of  Colonel  Livingston ; he  was  in- 
timate with  the  Governor,  and  used  his 
influence  to  obtain  a compliance  with  the 
request  of  which  he  w'as  the  bearer. 

Governor  Clinton  had  directed  the  Ad- 
jutant-General, with  Colonel  Van  Rens- 
selaer and  a detachment  of  cavalry,  to  ac- 
company the  remains  to  New  York.  They 
left  Whitehall  on  the  2d  of  July,  arriving 
at  Albany  on  the  4th.  Great  preparations 
had  been  made  to  receive  the  I’emains  with 
all  possible  splendor  and  iclat.  The  pro- 
cession moved  through  all  the  principal 
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streets  of  Albany,  escorted  by  the  military 
under  arms,  joined  by  an  immense  con- 
course of  citizens.  The  remains  were  laid 
in  state  in  the  Capitol.  In  every  village 
on  the  route  similar  honors  had  been  paid 
to  the  memory  of  the  gallant  Montgomery. 
The  skeleton  had  been  placed  in  a mag- 
nificent coffin,  which  had  been  sent  by 
the  Governor.  On  the  6th  of  July,  at 
nine  o’clock  in  the  morning,  a procession, 
perhaps  still  larger  than  the  first,  accom- 
panied the  coffin  to  the  steamer  Richmond, 
on  board  of  which  it  was  put  with  a large 
military  escort.  The  boat  floated  down 
for  several  miles  under  the  discharge  of 
minute-guns  from  both  shores.  It  was 
astonishing  to  observe  the  strong  sympa- 
thies which  were  everywhere  evoked  by 
the  arrival  of  these  sacred  remains.  The 
degree  of  enthusiasm  that  prevailed  and 
the  patriotic  feeling  that  evinced  itself  re- 
flected credit  upon  the  State  of  New  York, 
and  not  a voice  was  heard  in  disapproval 
of  the  tributes  of  respect  thus  paid  to  the 
memory  of  this  hero  of  the  Revolution. 

Governor  Clinton  had  informed  Mrs. 
Montgomery  that  the  body  of  the  General 
would  pass  down  the  Hudson ; by  the  aid 
of  a glass  she  could  see  the  boat  pass  Mont- 
gomery Place,  her  estate  near  Barrytown. 
I give  her  own  quaint  and  touching  terms 
as  she  describes  the  mournful  pageant  in 
a letter  to  her  niece.  “At  length,”  she 
wrote,  “they  came  by,  with  all  that  re- 
mained of  a beloved  husband,  who  left 
me  in  the  bloom  of  manhood,  a perfect  be- 
ing. Alasl  how  did  he  return!  How- 
ever gratifying  to  my  heart,  yet  to  my 
feelings  every  pang  I felt  was  renewed. 
The  pomp  with  which  it  was  conducted 
added  to  my  woe;  when  the  steamboat 
passed  with  slow  and  solemn  movement, 
stopping  before  my  house,  the  troops  under 
arms,  the  Dead  March  from  the  muffled 
drum,  the  mournful  music,  the  splendid 
coffin  canopied  with  crape  and  crowned 
by  plumes,  you  may  conceive  my  anguish ; 
I can  not  describe  it.” 

At  Mrs.  Montgomery’s  own  request  she 
was  left  alone  upon  the  porch  when  the 
Richmond  went  by.  Forty -three  years 
had  elapsed  since  she  parted  with  her  hus- 
band at  Saratoga,  Emotions  too  agita- 
ting for  her  advanced  years  overcame  her 
at  this  trying  moment.  She  fainted,  and 
was  found  in  an  insensible  condition  aft- 
er the  boat  had  passed  on  its  way.  Yet 
the  first  wish  of  her  heart  was  realized, 
after  years  of  deferred  hope,  and  she  wrote 


to  her  brother  in  New  Orleans,  “I  am  sat- 
isfied. What  more  could  I wish  than  the 
high  honor  that  has  been  conferred  on  the 
ashes  of  my  poor  soldier  ?” 

The  remains  were  finally  interred  in 
New  York  on  the  8th  of  July,  1818,  be- 
neath the  monument  in  front  of  St.  Paul’s 
Church.  This  monument  was  designed 
and  executed  in  France,  ordered  by  Ben- 
jamin Franklin. 

The  Quebec  Morning  Chroriicle  of  De- 
cember 30,  1876,  contains  a very  interest- 
ing account  of  the  Centennial  Fete  which 
the  Literary  and  Historical  Society  of  Que- 
bec held  in  their  rooms  on  the  evening  of 
the  29th : 

<<The  lecture- room  of  Morrin  College  was 
bung  with  the  flags  of  many  nations.  Ad- 
dresses were  delivered  by  several  persons  of 
mark  in  the  Dominion,  some  of  whom  were 
lineal  descendants  of  those  who  had  partici- 
pated a hundred  years  before  in  the  defense 
of  Quebec. 

“ Lieutenant-Colonel  Strange,  Commandant 
of  the  Quebec  garrison,  and  Dominion  Inspector 
of  Artillery,  exhaustively  treated  that  portion 
of  the  events  of  the  Slst  of  December,  1775, 
which  referred  to  the  attack  and  defense  at 
Pr^  de  Ville.  Many  incidents  of  the  siege, 
utterly  unknown  to  ordinary  readers  of  his- 
tory, were  brought  to  light,  and  many  things 
that  have  been  considered  doubtful  were  ex- 
plained. The  story  of  the  finding  of  the  frozen 
bodies  of  the  American  Greneral  and  his  aide- 
de-camp  was  told  with  much  pathos,  as  were 
the  details  of  his  burial. 

“ At  the  conclusion  of  Colonel  Strange’s  nar- 
rative, J.  M.  Le  Moine,  the  Quebec  historian, 
made  an  address  on  Arnold’s  assault  on  Sault 
an  Matclots  barriers.  Remarks  were  also  made 
by  the  vice-president  and  others,  after  which 
the  audience  was  invited  to  visit  the  library. 
Here  flags  draped  and  covered  the  book- 
shelves. A splendid  stand  of  arms  reached  from 
floor  to  ceiling.  Behind  it  fell  in  long  festoons 
the  Dominion  standard.  In  the  centre  of  a 
diamond -shaped  figure,  made  up  of  sabres 
pointing  upward,  was  a large  glittering  star 
of  bayonets.  In  chronological  order  were  tab- 
lets containing  each  one  of  the  nam^  of  the 
Lieutenant-Governors  of  Canada,  commencing 
with  Carletou  in  1775.  On  the  opposite  side 
of  the  room,  under  a similar  star  of  bayonets, 
was  hung,  suspended  with  crape,  the  sword  of 
General  Moutgoinery.  The  company  were  in- 
vited to  view  it,  the  band  played  the  funeral 
march  of  Montgornerj’,  and  music  continued 
until  the  company  dispersed.” 

This  celebration  was  followed  by  a sim- 
ilar demonstration  at  the  Institut  Cana- 
dien  on  the  30th,  and  by  a ball  at  the  Cit- 
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adel  on  the  31st,  given  by  the  Command- 
er, Colonel  Strange,  E.  A.,  and  Mrs. 
Strange,  who  entertained  a large  number 
of  guests  in  the  costume  of  1775.  Some 
of  the  identical  uniforms  worn  at  the  time 
of  the  siege  now  re-appeared  in  the  old 
fortress.  The  staircase  was  draped  with 
royal  standards,  intermingled  with  the 
white  and  golden  lilies  of  France,  the  Do- 
minion ensign,  and  the  American  flag. 
On  either  side  of  the  steps  were  stands  of 
arms  and  warlike  implements.  There, 
too,  was  the  trophy.  Huge  banners  fell 
in  graceful  folds  about  the  stacks  of  mus- 
ketry piled  on  the  right  and  left  above 
the  drums  and  trumpets.  Immediately 
underneath  was  the  escutcheon  of  the  Unit- 
ed States,  on  which,  heavily  cmped,  was 
hung  the  sword  with  which  Montgomery 
had  beckoned  on  his  men  to  action.  Un- 
derneath this  kindly  tribute  were  the 
words  “Requiescat  in  pace.” 

At  the  foot  of  the  trophy  were  piled  sets 
of  old  flint  muskets  and  accoutrements, 
and  in  the  centre  a brass  cannon  captured 
from  the  Americans  in  1775,  which  bears 
the  arms  of  the  State  of  Massachusetts. 
On  either  side  of  this  historical  tableau 
gigantic  flgures  from  the  ranks  were  sta- 
tioned as  sentries.  Dancing  commenced* 
Dance  succeeded  dance  till  midnight.  All 
of  a sudden  sounded  the  clear  clarion 
notes  of  a trumpet.  A panel  in  the  wains- 
coting at  the  lower  dancing-room  open- 
ed as  if  by  magic,  and  out  jumped  a 
jaunty  little  trumpeter,  with  the  slashed 
and  decorated  jacket  and  busby  of  a hus- 
sar. The  blast  he  blew  rang  far  and  wide. 
A second  later  weii*d  piping  and  drum- 
ming were  heard  in  a remote  part  of  the 
barracks.  Nearer  and  nearer  every  mo- 
ment came  the  sharp  shrill  notes  of  the 
fifes  and  the  quick  detonation  of  the 
drum-stick  taps.  Silence  came  upon  the 
gay  company  who  clustered  in  pictur- 
esque groups  around  the  stairs,  where  was 
placed  the  steel  blade  whose  hilt  was 
warmed  one  century  before  by  the  hand 
of  a hero. 


“The  Phantom  Guard,”  led  by  the  in- 
trepid Sergeant  Hugh  McQuarters,  passed 
through  the  assemblage,  looking  neither 
to  the  right  nor  left;  on  through  saloon 
and  passage,  past  ball-room  and  conversa- 
tion parlor,  they  glided  past  with  mea- 
sured steps,  and  halted  in  front  of  the  Mont- 
gomery trophy,  and  paid  to  it  military 
honors.  The  bombardier  who  imperson- 
ated the  dead  sergeant  actually  wore  the 
sword  and  belt  of  a man  who  was  killed 
in  the  action  of  1775. 

The  old  house  in  St.  Louis  Street,  in 
which  the  body  of  General  Montgomery 
was  laid  out  on  the  1st  of  January,  1776, 
was  decorated  with  the  American  flag, 
and  brilliantly  illuminated  that  night. 

The  British  charg6  d’affaires  ad  in- 
terim  to  the  United  States,  Victor  Drum- 
mond, Esq.,  having  recently  obtained 
Q^eral  Montgomery’s  sword,  presented 
it  to  me  on  the  3d  of  September,  1881,  at 
Montgomery  Place,  where  it  has  been 
added  to  the  other  relics  of  the  General. 
When  it  was  unpacked  a piece  of  crape 
lay  in  the  case,  a token  of  the  still  fresh 
and  pathetic  honors  of  the  Quebec  cen- 
tennial. 

There  are  but  few  relics  of  General 
Montgomery  in  existence  besides  the 
sword,  the  papers  I have  alluded  to,  his 
letters  preserved  at  Washington,  and  his 
letters  to  General  Schuyler.  His  watch  and 
seal,  removed  from  his  person  on  the  field 
of  battle,  and  forwarded  to  Mrs.  Mont- 
gomery, are  carefully  preserved.  The 
trunk  which  he  used  when  in  the  British 
Army,  as  a <;aptain  in  the  Seventeenth 
Regiment  foot,  is  at  Montgomery  Place, 
and  has  his  name  on  it.  The  only  origi- 
nal portrait  of  him  is  also  at  Montgomery 
Place.  It  was  sent  to  Mrs.  Montgomery 
by  Lady  Ranelagh,  after  the  death  of  the 
General,  and  represents  him  as  a young 
man  of  about  twenty-five  years,  the  age 
at  which  he  first  left  Ireland.  The  coun- 
tenance is  frank,  gallant,  and  handsome, 
and  indicates  a generous  and  amiable  dis- 
position. 


THE  BUST  OF  NEPTUNE. 

{In  the  Vatican  Afueeum.) 

Ahead  that  ruled  the  mysteries  of  the  main — 
Tumultuous  anger  or  impassioned  pain — 
Unfathomed  eyes,  with  chest  and  shoulders  bare. 
And  the  salt  sea-wind  ambushed  in  his  hair. 
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I.._NOW  WE  SHALL  KNOW. 

ES.  We  were  really  married. 

The  minister  had  said  we  were  one, 
and  he  had  given  us  his  blessing.  He 
had  taken  my  hand,  and  the  tears  were  in 
his  eyes  as  he  wished  me  all  happiness. 
He  kissed  Eleanor,  whom  he  had  christen- 
ed twenty  years  before,  and  he  blessed  her 
again.  “Gk)d  bless  you,  my  child!”  he 
said.  Then  we  turned  round,  so  that  the 
other  people  in  the  room  could  see  us,  and 
the  procession  of  sympathizing  friends 
came  up  and  wished  us  well. 

The  sixth  person  in  the  procession  was 
Aunt  Caroline.  She  is  Eleanor’s  aunt,  but 
I like  her  quite  as  much  as  Eleanor  does: 
the  kindest,  sweetest,  most  loving  aunt 
that  ever  came  in  when  she  was  wanted, 
and  staid  away  when  she  was  not  want- 
ed ; that  ever  sent  ice-cream  across  to  your 
house  on  a summer’s  evening,  or  called  to 
take  your  Southern  cousins  to  ride  when 
she  knew  they  bored  you  to  death.  Aunt 
Caroline  was  sixth  in  the  procession  of 
welcome. 

“Dear  Felix,”  she  said  at  once,  “dear 
Eleanor,  my  present — well,  it  is  too  big  to 
be  carried  about  much,  and  so — well,  I 
have  told  the  man  to  carry  it  to  your  new 
house,  and  when  you  come  it  will  be  there 
before  you  to  welcome  you.  I do  hope 
you  will  like  it.” 

“Like  it! — of  course  we  shall  like  it, 
Aunt  Caroline.  We  should  like  it  if  it 
were  only  a lump  of  coal.”  And  in  her 
tenderness  Eleanor  kissed  her  aunt  again 
and  again. 

Fifty  times  on  the  wedding  journey 
did  we  go  back  to  the  present,  and  won- 
der what  it  was  which  was  so  large.  I 
was  sure  it  was  a cast  of  the  Laocoon. 
Eleanor  was  quite  sure  it  was  a library 
book-case.  Sometimes  I thought  it  was 
the  Cyclopcedia  Britannica  up  to  Mar- 
plot, which  was  as  far  as  that  Cyclopm- 
dia  had  then  gone.  Sometimes  I hoped 
it  was  La  Rousse,  which  would  be  better 
still.  At  last,  after  such  a fortnight  of 
October  and  red  maples,  and  purple  tupe- 
los  and  glorious  sunsets,  and  cozy  read- 
ing of  Browning  by  the  firesides  of  com- 
fortable inns — after  fourteen  days  of  ex- 
quisite life  and  happy  love,  we  drove  up  to 
the  pretty  little  house  which  was  to  be  our 
happy  liome,  and  I lifted  Eleanor  from  the 
buggy,  and  I said,  “Welcome  home, 
sweetheart  and  darling.” 


And  she  kissed  me,  and  she  ran  before 
me  into  the  house,  and  she  said,  “Now  we 
shall  know.” 

n.— WHAT  WE  FOUND. 

Alas ! we  did  know,  only  too  soon. 

Bridget  had  lighted  up  the  new  parlor 
for  our  reception  with  the  effulgence  of 
her  own  enthusiasm.  There  was  a large 
carcel  burning  on  the  centre  table.  This 
lamp  was  a present  from  Uncle  Tristram. 
On  the  mantel  wei*e  two  bronze  branches 
in  which  she  had  placed  four  red  wax 
candles,  and  she  had  lighted  them  all. 
These  branches  were  a present  from  my 
cousin  Jotham.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
room,  on  the  piano -forte,  were  two  stu- 
dent-lamps of  different  patterns.  These 
were  presents  from  Ernest  Gabler  and 
Submit  Shattuck,  and  Bridget  had  lighted 
both  of  them. 

All  this  light  and  sweetness  were  to  do 
fit  honor  to  Aunt  Caroline’s  present,  which 
was  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  as  we 
entered,  and  obtruded  itself  from  the  very 
first  instant.  Indeed,  it  was  impossible  to 
escape  it  at  any  moment  while  you  were 
in  that  room.  It  was  a thoroughly  horri- 
ble picture  from  the  parable  of  the  Prod- 
igal Son.  It  had  escaped  by  misfortune 
from  some  “chamber  of  horrors.”  I do 
not  know  its  real  history,  though  I have, 
alas!  had  time  enough  to  study  it  since 
those  days.  But  I can  not  think  calmly 
on  its  history;  it  even  makes  me  sick; 
and  excepting  that  the  name  “ Melgrum” 
appears  rather  prominently  under  the  feet 
of  one  of  the  swine,  I have  no  olew  to  its 
origin.  I can  only  suppose,  as  I do,  that 
“Melgrum”  was  some  overgrown  oaf  in 
some  high  school,  who  made  himself  dis- 
gusting by  caricaturing  the  boys  and  the 
masters.  I think  the  masters,  in  the  hope 
to  be  rid  of  him,  reported  that  he  was  a 
genius,  and  persuad^  some  kind  brewer 
to  give  him  money  enough  to  go  to  Mu 
nidi  to  “study  art.”  Arrived  there,  1 
think  he  had  just  learned  what  ai*e  the 
crudest,  the  most  fiery  and  piercing  pig- 
ments concocted,  when  he  painted  this 
picture,  before  his  studies  in  anatomy, 
composition,  or  perspective  had  begun.  I 
think  the  Bavarian  government  forbade 
its  public  exhibition,  and  that  it  was  then 
surreptitiously  sent  to  tliis  country  for 
sale.  I think  dear  Aunt  Caroline  was  en- 
trapped or  lured  into  the  warehouse  where 
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it  was  exhibited  just  when  the  thousand 
dollars  was  burning  in  her  pocket-book 
which  she  meant  to  spend  for  Eleanor^s 
present.  I think  she  told  her  companion, 
Mrs.  Jabez  Flynn,  how  much  she  meant 
to  spend,  that  Mrs.  Flynn  privately  told 
this  to  the  perjured  villain  who  is  the 
master  of  the  picture  shop,  and  that  he, 
with  an  awful  audacity,  bade  the  attendant 
bring  this  picture  forward  and  place  it 
under  the  lights  for  exhibition.  I think 
he  mentioned  twelve  hundred  dollars  as 
the  price,  but  consented  to  be  forced  down 
to  one  thousand.  And  then  and  thus  I 
think  our  fate  was  sealed. 

The  size  of  the  picture  was  eight  feet  by 
six.  The  frame  was  enormous,  and  very 
costly.  The  conception  is  absurd.  In  the 
middle  of  the  picture  you  saw  a large  group 
intended  to  represent  a company  of  people 
feasting,  who  were  the  Prodigal  Son,  his 
father  and  mother,  and  other  guests  called 
in  on  the  occasion  of  his  return.  A gal- 
lery above  them  in  the  background  was 
filled  with  people  singing,  and  under  the 
gallery,  but  beyond  the  guests,  you  could 
dimly  discern  other  people  dancing,  with 
tamlwurines  over  their  heads.  All  this 
transpired  under  certain  columns  and 
arches,  but  all  in  the  open  air.  * On  the 
right  hand,  in  what  would  be  the  distance 
had  Melgrum  known  how  to  represent  dis- 
tance, stood  a man  in  his  shirt  sleeves  feed- 
ing hogs  with  Indian  com.  On  the  other 
side,  of  the  same  size  and  character,  was  a 
butcher  cutting  the  throat  of  a calf.  Prom 
something  Aunt  Caroline  dropped,  I be- 
lieve it  was  the  happy  union  of  three  sub- 
jects on  one  canvas  which  determined  her 
to  buy  the  picture.  As  she  said,  with  real 
enthusiasm,  “ It  does  not  represent  a part 
of  the  parable ; the  whole  parable  is  there.” 

III.— HOW  PEOPLE  LIKED  IT. 

Here  was  the  picture,  occupying  prac- 
tically the  whole  of  one  wall  of  our  par- 
lor, which  was  to  have  been  so  pretty,  the 
room  in  which,  as  our  plans  were  made, 
dear  Eleanor  was  to  spend  the  greater  part 
of  her  life.  We  looked  at  it  a little,  we 
received  silently  Bridget’s  enthusiastic 
admiration  of  it,  but  we  passed  as  quickly 
as  we  could  to  see  how  the  dining-room 
was  arranged,  and  how  my  workshop 
looked.  And  it  ended  in  my  putting 
Eleanor  into  my  own  easy-chair  there, 
going  back  into  her  parlor  for  one  of  the 
reading  lamps,  and  bidding  Bridget  extin- 
guish the  others  and  the  candles.  Elea- 


nor spent  the  evening  with  me  in  my  den, 
and  I read  Coventry  Patmore’s  Betrothal 
to  her. 

But  we  could  not  do  that  all  the  time. 
She  could  not  be  in  my  room  when  I had 
men  there  on  business.  She  had  a feel- 
ing of  pride,  indeed,  which  for  a long  time 
made  her  keep  up  a gallant  struggle  for 
the  parlor,  which  was  her  own  room,  she 
said.  ‘ ‘ Why  should  I go  upstairs  and  sit  in 
a bed-chamber,  when  I have  such  a pretty 
room  of  my  own  ?”  She  would  say  this. 
She  would  say,  ‘ ‘ I am  sure  dear  Aunt  Car- 
oline did  not  mean  to  make  me  to  be  a 
vagrant  in  my  own  house,  with  no  place 
from  the  hair  of  my  head  to  the  sole  of 
my  feet.”  Queer,  that  sense  of  pride.  I 
have  known  men  who  had  it.  I have 
known  men  who  really  thought  that 
when  they  had  done  a gallant  eight  hours’ 
work  down -town,  they  had  a right  at 
home  to  the  things  home  was  made  for. 
Philanthropists  and  politicians  and 
tramps,  map  peddlers  and  others,  would 
follow  them  to  their  homes,  and  these  men 
would  actually  refuse  to  grind  their  axes 
for  them  there.  So  poor  Eleanor  said  she 
would  stand  for  her  rights  in  her  pretty 
parlor.  She  would  not  be  driven  out  from 
it  by  that  hateful  butcher;  she  would 
not  have  those  dirty  pigs  trampling  over 
her  carpet,  she  said ; she  would  not  hear 
those  tambourine  women  clinking  their 
old  parchment  things. 

But  she  overestimated  her  own  abilities. 
I have  noticed  that  most  men  do  who 
think  they  can  keep  bores  out  of  their 
houses.  I have  a large  circle  of  friends 
in  and  near  Netherstone,  and  so  has  Elea- 
nor. They  were  making  their  wedding 
calls,  and  they  always  found  the  Prodi- 
gals— as  Eleanor  called  all  the  people  in 
the  picture,  quadrupeds  and  bipeds — had 
stepped  in  before  them.  Eleanor  had  not 
simply  to  keep  the  odious  creatures  out  of 
her  own  mind  and  heart;  she  had  to  keep 
them  out  of  her  visitors’. 

“I  could  bear  it,”  she  said,  “if  I were 
alone.  I can  turn  my  back  to  it.  See,  I 
have  my  work-table  and  my  things  here, 
and  here  is  my  writing-desk.  I look  ex- 
actly the  other  way.  But  it  is  the  callera. 
Everybody  looks  at  the  Prodigals  first  and 
last;  and  in  spite  of  all  my  skill  it  is  the 
central  and  chief  subject  of  convei’sation.” 

In  truth,  visitors  might  be  divided  into 
three  classes  as  regarded  the  pictui*e. 
These  were,  first,  the  frank,  unpretend- 
ing people,  who  did  not  value  their  own 
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opinions  highly,  but  still  had  opinions. 
These  people  said — how  could  they  do 
otherwise?  — that  they  disliked  the  pic- 
ture very  much.  Some  of  them  asked 
Eleanor  how  she  could  have  such  an 
absurd  thing  there.  Most  of  them,  it  is 
true,  thought  this  was  not  kind.  But 
even  of  this  set  there  were  but  few  who 
had  sense  enough  and  self-control  enough 
to  say  nothing.  Had  it  been  an  ugly  fig- 
ure on  the  paper-hanging,  I do  not  think 
they  would  have  spoken  of  it.  Had  the 
room  been  inconveniently  low,  I do  not 
think  many  of  these  people  would  have 
said,  “How  low  this  ceiling  is  I”  But  a 
mistaken  etiquette  has  come  in,  and  peo- 
ple think  they  must  speak  of  pictures  as 
you  must  speak  of  the  weather,  of  the 
election,  of  health,  and  of  the  opera.  So 
was  it  that  even  judicious  people  asked 
if  it  were  painted  in  Munich,  or  they  were 
reminded  by  it  of  a picture  tliey  had  seen 
in  Antwerp,  or  they  said  the  subject  had 
not  been  often  treated,  or  said  it  had.  The 
most  carefully  trained  of  this  class  said 
it  was  “very  instructive.”  Other  some 
said  that  it  must  have  taken  a great  deal 
of  pains  and  study.  And  my  poor  wife — 
as  the  various  nice  people  of  the  town  and 
the  nighborliood  called  upon  her — came  to 
know  all  the  possible  changes  of  these  ju- 
dicious remarks,  as  you  know  the  changes 
on  the  nearest  chime  of  bells.  She  said 
she  could  tell  what  they  were  going  to  say 
before  they  opened  their  mouths. 

The  second  class  was  larger.  It  was 
the  body  of  people,  quite  uninstructed  in 
fine  art,  who  wanted  to  be  instructed, 
wanted  to  think  right,  and  wanted  to  say 
right,  if  they  could  only  find  out  what 
right  was.  Well,  I have  a right  to  say 
that  there  was  nobody  in  Netherstone 
whose  opinion  on  such  matters  was  re- 
garded more  highly  than  mine.  I had 
shown  my  photographs  at  the  “Lend  a 
Hand  Club”  one  winter.  I was  president 
of  the  Reading  Club,  and  we  had  read  Mrs. 
Jameson,  and  all  the  people  who  could 
had  brought  pictures.  So  long  as  there 
were  art  unions,  the  book-store  men  al- 
ways sent  the  art  union  agents  first  of  all 
to  me.  Indeed,  if  anybody  in  that  neigh- 
borhood knew  what  was  good  in  art,  I did. 
Class  number  two  consisted  of  people  who, 
of  themselves,  would  have  detested  the  pic- 
ture, but,  seeing  it  in  my  house,  knew  they 
ought  to  like  it.  They  made  horrible  at- 
tempts to  like  it.  ‘ ‘ How  very  natural  that 
pigs  tail  is!”  “How  red  the  sunset  isl” 


“See  how  angry  his  face  is!”  “It  is  so 
interesting  to  see  the  costume!  I never 
understood  before  about  the  coat  of  many 
colors;”  and  so  on.  They  would  keep  my 
poor  wife  standing  before  the  abomination 
all  through  the  wedding  call.  When  I 
came  home  from  the  office  she  would  be 
dead  with  fatigue,  and  when  I soothed  her, 
and  asked  the  reason,  she  would  sigh  out, 
“ Oh,  it  was  the  Prodigals  again.” 

Smallest  of  all,  yet  I ought  to  say  most 
disagreeable  of  all,  the  three  classes  of  vis- 
itors were  those  who  abused  it  up  and 
down.  Smallest  because,  as  I have  hint- 
ed, it  required  courage  in  my  house  to 
say  that  one  of  my  pictures  was  hope- 
lessly bad,  and  had  no  redeeming  point  in 
it.  But  this  the  thoroughly  disagreeable 
people  of  our  acquaintance,  the  people  we 
lec^t  liked,  sometimes  had  courage  enough 
to  say,  or  what  Mr.  Ward  calls  “cussed- 
ness” enough.  These  people,  thei*efore, 
were  the  only  people  of  all  who  made 
wedding  calls  on  us  in  the  month  after 
our  return  who  said  what  we  ourselves 
said  to  each  other.  Yet  such  is  the  per- 
versity of  human  nature  that  we  were  not 
pleased  when  they  did  say  it;  for  they 
seemed  to  say  it  because  they  thought  it 
would  displease  us.  When  we  assented 
moderately,  they  were  not  satisfied  with 
such  assent.  They  required  stronger  lan- 
guage or  none.  But  who  would,  who 
could,  gratify  such  cynical  and  hateful 
wretches  ? Were  we  to  give  up  dear,  kind 
Aunt  Caroline  to  their  gossip  and  brutal 
jeers  ? No,  indeed ! The  unfriendly  crit- 
icism was  as  bad  as  the  friendly. 

“ It  is  all  horrid,  perfectly  horrid  I”  This 
was  my  wife’s  exclamation  to  me  almost 
every  day. 

Yet  Aunt  Caroline  looked  in  on  us  her- 
self so  often  and  so  kindly  that  it  was 
impossible  to  carry  the  dreadful  thing  to 
the  attic,  to  the  cellar,  or  to  the  furnace. 
And  when  she  came — without  saying  much 
about  her  own  present — she  still  brooded 
over  it  with  an  eye  so  loving  and  tender, 
her  whole  great  heart  went  out  to  it  with 
such  delight,  that  for  the  moment  my 
poor  Eleanor  would  be  rewarded  for  the 
struggle  she  had  made.  Now  she  was 
glad  she  had  not  dashed  at  that  little  pig 
with  her  scissors  to  cut  out  his  “natural 
tail”  ; now  she  was  glad  she  had  not 
brought  “Morning  Sun  Stove  Polish” 
from  the  kitchen  to  rub  it  over  the  face 
of  the  butcher  who  killed  the  fatted  calf. 
So  much  occasional  reward  had  she  for  a 
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moment  as  the  recompense  for  days  of 
wretchedness. 

After  the  various  wedding  calls  on  us 
were  over,  and  after  we  had  returned  them, 
there  came  a certain  lull.  In  the  midst 
of  it  Eleanor  made  a little  visit  of  forty- 
eight  hours  to  Miss  Stearns,  her  dear  old 
school-mistress.  I improved  the  occasion, 
and  sent  for  Copperhead,  the  village  up- 
holsterer, and  with  his  aid  I moved  the 
Prodigals  into  the  dining-room.  The  first 
time  Aunt  Caroline  called  she  looked  for 
it  in  its  usual  place,  and  her  face  fell. 
But  I told  her  boldly  that  the  light  was 
better  in  the  dining-room,  and  that  I 
thought  the  festivity  which  was  suggest- 
ed by  the  picture  was  appropriate  to  that 
altar  of  the  appetites.  Dear  Aunt  Caro- 
line! she  also  had  perfect  confidence  in 
my  good  taste  in  fine  art,  and  she  abjectly 
and  modestly  assented.  So  that  when  my 
dear  wife  came  home  she  could  receive  a 
morning  visit  without  terror. 

But  when  one  saves  at  the  spigot,  one 
may  lose  at  the  bung.  Tour  skirmishers 
are  successful,  hut  just  in  their  flush  of 
victory  your  centre  is  forced,  and  the  bat- 
tle is  lost.  While  we  triumphed  in  the 
serenity  of  morning  calls  it  happened  that 
I had  to  give  a little  dinner  party  to  Sir 
William  Hartley,  the  distinguished  bota- 
nist, who  had  brought  me  letters  from  Pro- 
fessor Sabbati.  I had  sent  to  Cincinnati 
for  the  L’Elstranges  to  come  up  and  meet 
him,  Armstrong  had  been  very  good  and 
had  ridden  over  from  the  college,  Elea- 
nor’s pretty  sister  Grace  was  staying  with 
us,  and  we  had  the  two  Carter  girls,  Felix 
Carter’s  twin  daughters. 

I do  not  say  that  Eleanor  and  I had  for- 
gotten. That  is  impossible.  But  I always 
sat  with  my  back  to  it,  and  she  with  her 
right  side  to  it,  and  we  had  fallen  into  the 
habit  of  leaving  the  room  without  looking 
at  it.  In  summer  we  had  a light  gauze 
hung  over  it,  to  keep  off  the  flies. 

But  it  was  just  before  Christmas  that 
Sir  William  came  with  the  letter  of  intro- 
duction. No  flies  then.  The  most  agree- 
able of  travellers  was  he.  And  all  the 
others  came,  as  nice  as  they  could  be.  He 
took  Eleanor  in  to  dinner,  I took  in  Sarah 
Carter,  and  the  others  were  arranged  just 
as  they  liked.  He  was  telling  a very  mer- 
ry story  about  the  Ameer  of  Cabool  as  he 
ate  his  soup,  and  he  had  just  come  to  the 
point  when  Bridget  took  his  plate  away, 
and  as  he  looked  up  he  saw  the  pigs  and 
the  forlorn  Prodigal. 


Well-bred  as  he  was,  he  lost  command 
of  himself.  He  faltered,  and  for  a mo- 
ment said  nothing.  Then  he  turned  to 
Eleanor  with  an  agonized  smile,  and  said, 
“I  beg  your  pardon,  I was  saying — oh 
yes,  it  was  the  officinalis,  not  the  mari- 
tima,  but  the  two  resemble  each  other 
closely.” 

All  the  other  people  stared.  Of  course 
every  one  on  his  side  looked  up  at  the 
wall  to  see  what  had  dashed  him  so. 

Eleanor  declared,  as  she  cried  about  it 
afterward,  that  from  that  moment  he  talk- 
ed to  her  as  if  she  were  an  idiot.  And 
when  he  went  away  from  Netherstone 
without  so  much  as  calling  on  her,  she 
said:  “I  should  not  think  he  would.  I 
should  not  think  he  would  want  to  see 
anybody  that  had  such  abominations  on 
her  walls.” 

So,  when  Eleanor  went  to  her  mother’s 
at  Christmas,  I had  Copperhead  again. 
This  time  we  moved  the  hateful  thing  into 
my  study.  I packed  up  some  hundred 
and  fifty  boolre,  took  down  one  set  of 
shelves,  moved  all  the  encyclopaedias  into 
the  closet,  and  old  Copperhead  and  I hung 
the  Prodigals  on  the  vacant  wall  I thus 
gained.  There  was  an  awful  cross  light, 
but  this  was  so  much  the  better.  I turn- 
ed my  own  desk  so  that  my  back  should 
see  it  as  I wrote.  As  for  the  visitors,  I 
hoped  their  good  angels  would  be  with 
them. 

Aunt  Caroline  came  in  to  see  Eleanor 
on  her  return.  It  was  New-Year’s  Day. 
She  went  in  to  lunch  with  us.  It  was 
so  lately  that  I had  told  her  how  good  the 
light  was  in  the  dining-room  that  my 
heart  sank  with  my  mortification  when,  as 
she  sat  at  Eleanor's  right,  just  where  Sir 
William  Hartley  had  sat,  I ‘saw  her  look 
up  at  the  wall,  where  we  had  hung  Ver- 
net’s  “Gideon,”  in  place  of  the  Prodigals. 

The  surprise  on  her  face  was  very  dis- 
tinct, but  the  good  woman  said  nothing. 

“We  have  moved  the  picture — your 
picture — the  ‘Prodigal,’  into  my  study,” 
I said.  And  then,  with  the  audacity  of 
despair,  I added,  by  a sudden  impulse,  “I 
am  going  to  have  my  Bible  class  there  to 
see  it.” 

Aunt  Caroline  said  nothing,  but  I hoped 
she  was  not  displeased. 

Before  I slept  I atoned  for  that  awful 
lie.  I wrote  a note  to  each  of  the  Bible 
class,  and  asked  them  to  take  tea  with  us 
Thursday  evening,  and  they  came. 

I received  them  in  the  parlor.  I am 
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always  afraid  of  them  on  Sunday,  when 
I have  prepared  the  lesson.  How  much 
more  afraid  was  I now  ! But  I asked 
after  their  fathers  and  their  mothers.  Mr. 
Clarkson,  the  superintendent,  was  most 
cordial  and  aflfable.  Eleanor,  dear  soul, 
showed  photographs,  and  at  last  the  wel- 
come announcement  of  supper  took  us  all 
to  the  table.  Meat  and  drink  warm  all 
hearts.  I loitered  at  the  meal  as  long  as 
I dared.  But  when  the  last  boy  had  eat- 
en the  last  bonbon  a warning  look  across 
the  table  from  my  wife  compelled  me  to 
act. 

“ Would  you  not  like  to  come  into  my 
work-room,  and — and  see  my  great  pic- 
ture of  the  ‘Prodigal  Son’?”  Thus  far  I 
had  not  lied. 

* * Oh  yes,  sir.  ” ‘ ‘ Oh  yes,  sir.  ” ‘ ‘ Mrs. 

Ames  told  me  all  about  it.”  “ Mrs.  Wen- 
ceslaus  was  speaking  of  it.” 

I knew  that  these  two  people  reprint- 
ed two  classes  of  critics.  Woe  is  me! 

We  filed  through  the  hall  into  my  li- 
brary. The  picture  was  well  lighted.  The 
young  people  arranged  themselves.  Mr. 
Clarkson  happened  to  be  at  one  end  of  the 
platoon,  and  I was  at  the  other.  I think 
two  girls  giggled,  but  I shall  never  know. 

I cleared  my  throat.  “The  picture  is 
partly  what  is  called  realistic  and  partly 
allegorical.  In  the  middle  you  see  the 
great  columns  divide  what  may  be  called 
the  picture  of  the  present  from  the  other 
pictures,  which  may  be  called  the  pictures 
of  the  past.  In  the  right-hand  picture  of 
the  past  you  see  the  poor  young  prodigal, 
pale  to  show  he  is  hungry,  looking  eager- 
ly at  the  husks.  You  see  how  the  swine 
are  eating  them,  just  as  the  Bible  says. 
Then  in  the  background,  in  the  picture  of 
the  present,  you  see  the  dancers;  those 
persons  in  the  gallery  are  the  band  of 
music.” 

I thought  I should  die  as  I went  through 
with  this  galimatias.  Mr.  Clarkson  with 
a rod  pointed  out  the  different  figures  as 
I alluded  to  them. 

No  boy  spoke,  and  no  girl. 

“There  was  silence  deep  as  death 
As  I drifted  on  my  path, 

And  the  boldest  held  his  breath 
For  a time.” 

It  became  oppressive.  Even  the  boys  and 
girls  felt  that  something  must  be  said, 
and  Jabez  Proctor,  invariably  silent  in 
the  Sabbath-school  when  any  subject  of 
ethics  or  of  faith  was  discussed,  with  one 
great  effort  asked:  “Be  them  hogs  Berk- 


shires  or  natives  ? The  tails  is  too  tight 
twisted  for  natives,  and  the  legs  is  long 
for  Berkshires.” 

Mr.  Clarkson,  with  a bold  invention,  of 
which  I was  not  guilty,  said,  “ These  are 
the  hogs  of  the  breed  of  Ekiom,”but  he 
was  hardly  heard.  A loud  guffaw  burst 
through  all  the  ranks,  and  but  little  that 
was  edifying  came  from  the  study  of 
Aunt  Caroline’s  picture  that  evening. 

The  slow  world  turned  still  on  its  axis. 
At  last  nine  o’clock  came,  and  the  chil- 
dren went  away. 

IV.— WHAT  THEY  DID  THEN. 

This  is  only  one  instance  in  a hundred 
of  the  annoyance  given  me,  and  more  oft- 
en given  Eleanor,  by  a pi*esent  meant 
most  kindly.  It  is  provoking  to  have 
such  a presence  in  the  house  asserting  it- 
self almost  every  hour  of  every  day.  You 
may  say  one  should  be  philosophical  and 
forget  it.  I only  wish  you  would  try. 
Fortunately  for  Eleanor  and  me.  March 
was  a very  warm  month,  and  I really 
saw,  on  the  10th,  two  large  flies  on  my 
window-pane.  Any  other  year  I should 
have  killed  them.  But  not  now.  I ran 
to  the  linen  closet.  With  my  own  hands 
I brought  out  the  lace  with  which  we  pro- 
tected the  “Prodigal.”  In  a few  minutes 
it  was  screened  from  all  danger,  and 
for  a little  a weight  was  lifted  from  me. 
Aunt  Caroline  called  the  next  day,  and 
came  into  my  work-room.  I said,  with  a 
sense  of  guilt,  “Have  you  noticed  how 
early  the  flies  come,  and  how  annoying 
they  are  ?”  Aunt  Caroline  said  nothing. 

It  would  be  absurd  to  say  we  did  not 
enjoy  life  in  that  house.  We  did  enjoy 
it,  though  not  long.  At  the  end  of  the 
winter  we  enjoyed  it  much  more  than  at 
the  beginning.  We  understood  life  more, 
and  of  course  we  enjoyed  it  more.  Elea- 
nor knew  me  better,  I knew  her  better, 
and  we  both  knew  better  what  mutual  life 
or  double  life  is— call  it  what  you  will,  so 
you  know  that  it  is  real  life.  But  I do 
say  there  was  not  a foi*enoon,  nor  an  aft- 
ernoon, nor  an  evening,  when  the  Prodi- 
gal Son,  or  hLs  father,  or  his  elder  brother, 
or  the  butcher,  or  some  dancer,  or  perhaps 
one  of  the  pigs,  did  not  walk  out  of  that 
horrid  picture  and  interfere  with  our  en- 
joyment or  profit  in  the  day. 

I will  not  say  that  this  was  the  reason 
why  in  the  end  of  the  spring  we  gave  up 
housekeeping  for  a little.  It  was  ray  rea- 
son, but  it  may  not  have  been  Eleanor’s. 
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We  dismissed  Bridget  and  Delia.  I box- 
ed up  a few  books,  and  we  took  lodgings 
for  the  summer  on  Tower  Hill,  that  most 
charming  and  cool  of  hill-tops,  which  over- 
looks Narragansett  Pier  so  prettily.  Here 
we  spent  a pleasant  summer.  Eleanor 
sewed  arid  sketched  and  read  to  her 
hearts’  content.  I earned  my  daily  bread 
with  my  good-natured  old  brain  and  my 
diligent  pen.  I took  my  bath  in  the  surf 
every  morning,  and  we  sat  in  the  shade  to 
see  the  others  bathe.  And  in  the  after- 
noon I read  aloud  the  best  novels  of  the  day. 
So  pleasantly  the  summer  ran  by,  without 
husks  or  swine,  without  penitent  Prodi- 
gals or  jealous  brothers,  till  September 
closed  in,  when  one  morning  I was  a lit- 
tle late  at  breakfast.  Eleanor  was  sitting 
after  breakfast  on  the  hotel  piazza  with 
Mrs.  Partelow,  and  I was  talking  grand 
politics  with  Julius  Tucker,  when  Vander- 
dyke,  one  of  those  disagreeable  fellows 
who  like  to  tell  bad  news,  came  up  to  me 
and  said, 

“ Are  not  you  Mr.  Throop  ?” 

I said  I was. 

“ From  Netherstone  ?” 

I said  yes,  I was  from  Netherstone. 

“Then  I suppose  that  means  you,”  he 
said,  and  with  a certain  satisfaction  he 
thrust  a morning  paper  into  my  hand, 
pointing  out  to  me  a short  telegraphic 
paragraph,  under  the  head, 

‘‘FIRE  IN  NETHERSTONE,  OHIO. 

“A  fire  in  Netherstone,  Ohio,  yesterday,  de- 
stroyed the  honses  of  Mr.  Felix  Throop  and 
Mrs.  William  Jackson.  Loss  $15,000.” 

I called  my  poor  little  wife,  and  told 
her  the  disastrous  news.  We  escaped  our 
sympathetic  friends  at  once,  and  rushed 


home  to  the  cottage  to  pack  for  our  return. 
In  less  than  an  hour  came  a dispatch 
from  John  Bradford  confirming  the  story. 
“ So  late  that  we  saved  hardly  anything.” 

Eleanor  had  borne  the  news  most  brave- 
ly up  till  now.  But  when  this  dispatch 
came  she  fairly  laughed  with  joy.  She 
crossed  from  her  trunk  and  sat  on  my 
knee,  and  said,  “ I can  bear  anything,  now 
I know  that ; I am  sure  we  shall  be  happy, 
wherever  we  begin.” 

By  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day  we 
were  at  Netherstone.  As  we  came  to  the 
last  stop,  Eleanor,  who  had  been  resting  her 
head  on  my  shoulder,  looked  up  and  smiled. 

“ Felix,  there  is  one  comfort,”  said  she. 

“ Indeed  there  is,”  said  I. 

“We  shall  never  see  those  horrid  pigs 
again.” 

“ Never,”  said  I.  “ It’s  an  ill  wind  that 
blows  nobody  any  good.” 

I had  telegraphed  Bradford  to  meet  us, 
and  he  and  many  of  my  friends  were  at 
the  station. 

“It  was  so  late,”  said  Bradford,  “and 
so  sudden.  The  wind  was  hard  from  the 
northwest.” 

“ But,”  said  Mr.  Clarkson,  “there  is  one 
thing,  Mrs.  Throop,  which  will  delight 
you.” 

“Yes  ?”  said  Eleanor,  cheerfully ; ‘ ‘ what 
is  that  ?” 

* ‘ It  was  the  courage  and  pluck  of  young 
Proctor,  of  the  Bible  class,  you  know. 
When  things  were  at  the  w^orst  he  got 
three  or  four  of  his  mates  together,  they 
dashed  in  the  blinds  and  windows  of  the 
library,  and  entered  it  by  laddei*s.  With 
his  own  knife  he  cut  the  great  picture 
from  the  frame,  and  that  is  saved!” 


REMINDED. 

All  heedless  of  the  world,  in  its  own  ill 

Absorbed  and  dumb,  the  heart  lies,  while  the  day 
And  dark  seem  but  alike,  no  single  ray 
Of  hopeful  light  breaks  through,  its  grief  to  still. 

It  lies  alone  and  helpless;  every  thrill 
Of  bitter  pain  which  holds  in  it  such  sway 
Seems  a sweet  sign  that  death  will  not  delay ; 

But  life  holds  strong,  and  with  unconscious  skill 
The  mind  takes  note  of  all.  Keenly  the  ear 
Hears  every  slightest  noise,  the  half-closed  eye 
Sees  every  pattern  on  the  wall,  each  line 
Is  cut  upon  the  brain  in  figures  fine. 

Long  years  elapse,  one  thinks  the  grief  laid  by, 

A sight,  a sound,  the  old  hard  pain  is  here. 
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WHILE  striving  to  unravel  the  mys- 
tery which  clung  to  the  Doctor’s 
house  I came  across  many  old  legends 
and  traditions  of  the  former  inhabitants 
of  our  little  village,  none  of  which  inter- 
ested me  more  than  the  story  of  a singular 
man  who  made  his  appearance  in  the  com- 
munity during  the  first  half  of  the  present 
century. 

“There’s  a power  of  queer  people,”  said 
Aunt  Debby,  “ who  have  been  nursed  back 
to  health  and  who  have  died  in  that  house, 
first  and  last.  I don’t  suppose  any  of  ’em, 
or  all  of  ’em  together,  was  as  queer  as  Pro- 
fessor Sarcophagus.” 

“ Sarcophagus  I what  a name!  Who 
was  he.  Aunt  Debby  ?” 

‘ ‘ His  right  name  was  CoflBn,but  he  used 
such  big  words,  principally  Greek  and 
Latin,  that  the  scholars  at  the  academy 
gave  him  the  nickname,  and  it  suited  him 
so  well  that  it  stuck.  He  heard  it  one 
day,  and  instead  of  being  mad,  I really  be- 
lieve he  was  tickled.  He  was  monstrous 
fond  of  anything  high-sounding  and  clas- 
sical. I remember  the  autumn  he  came  to 
teach  at  the  academy.  The  principal  had 
more'n  his  hands  full,  and  Dr.  Pillsbury 
he  came  to  see  him,  and  said  that  he  had 
a patient  boarding  with  him,  a Mr.  Cof- 
fin, a young  minister,  and  that  it  would  do 
him  good  to  have  some  occupation  part 
of  the  time.  Our  principal  was  only  too 
glad  of  the  chance,  and  engaged  him  to 
take  the  classes  in  Greek  and  Latin.  The 
classes  were  arranged  to  recite  on  alter- 
nate days  in  rather  a queer  way : one  week 
the  recitations  would  come  Monday, 
Wednesday,  Friday,  and  the  next  week 
they  would  be  on  Tuesday,  Thursday,  and 
Saturday  morning;  but  he  was  a clever 
teacher,  and  if  we  only  recited  every  other 
day,  he  gave  us  enough  to  study  for  a week 
with  ten  days  in  it.  We  liked  him,  though, 
for  he  was  as  gentle  and  soft-spoken  as  he 
was  queer.  We  used  to  wonder  what  he 
did  on  his  off  days ; he  was  never  seen  then 
on  the  street,  and  by  talking  the  matter 
over  amongst  ourselves  at  noonings  we 
managed  to  make  quite  a mystery  of  it.  I 
remember  that  Lutitia  Flavilla  Babcock 
took  on  specially  about  it.  Lutitia  Fla- 
villa was  a favorite  with  Professor  Sar- 
cophagus. Her  name  attracted  him  the 
very  first  time  he  put  it  down  on  his  class 
roll.  He  said  that  Flavilla  was  a Latin 
word,  and  that  it  was  in  somebody’s  diary.  ” 


Dies  irce,  you  mean,  Aunt  Debby.” 

“Well,  mebby  so.  Her  father  was  a 
master-hand  at  giving  his  children  names. 
Lutitia  Flavilla  was  my  particular  friend; 
she  was  as  pretty  a creetur  as  yoh  ever  see, 
with  fady  blue  eyes,  and  hair  that  was  so 
light  it  was  near  about  white.  Well,  she 
was  appointed  a committee  of  investiga- 
tion to  find  out  what  the  Professor  was  do- 
ing on  the  odd  days. 

“‘I’ll  go  to-morrow,’  says  Flavilla, 
quiet  like,  but  with  her  eyes  shining  sharp, 
like  two  steel  carving-knives — ‘ I’ll  go  to- 
morrow, and  ask  him  to  help  me  with  my 
Latin  lesson.’ 

“ ‘Dr.  Pillsbury  won’t  let  you  in,’  says 
Experience  Barnes.  ‘ He  don’t  encour- 
age the  towns-people  calling  on  his  pa- 
tients.’ 

“ ‘ I’ll  wait,’  says  Flavilla,  ‘ till  I see  the 
Doctor  rolling  off  in  his  chaise  to  visit  his 
country  patients.  Mrs.  Pillsbury  won't 
hinder  me.  ’ 

“Mrs.  Pillsbury  was  stone-deaf,  but  she 
could  make  out  a little  of  what  was  said 
by  watching  the  motion  of  your  lips;  the 
mischief  of  it  was  she  most  generally  made 
it  out  wrong. 

“ When  Flavilla  said  she  was  going  to 
call  on  the  Professor,  I made  up  my  mind 
that  I would  go  with  her,  but  I was  doubt- 
ful enough  of  what  kind  of  a reception  we 
would  get  from  Mrs.  Pillsbury.  She  came 
to  the  door,  however,  as  smiling  as  a bas- 
ket of  chips.  Flavilla  mustered  up  cour- 
age, and  says  she,  ‘ We  have  come  to  see 
Professor  Sarcophagus.’  You  see,  she  was 
that  fiustered  that  she  never  thought  this 
was  a nickname,  and  she’d  ought  to  have 
asked  for  Professor  Coffin.  Mrs.  Pills- 
bury she  studied  a spell,  and  then  there 
came  a look  across  her  face  as  if  she  un- 
derstood. 

“ ‘ Oh,’  says  she,  ‘you  want  to  see  that 
German  lady  that  has  the  liver-complaint. 
She’s  up  in  the  south  chamber,  but  the 
poor  thing  isn’t  able  to  make  hair  flowers 
now.  It  will  do  her  good,  though,  to  see 
company.  Go  right  upstairs.’ 

“We  went  up  the  broad  staircase  as  she 
insisted,  but  when  we  reached  the  first 
landing  we  stopped,  and  Flavilla  says, 

‘ What  shall  we  do  ?’ 

“‘Go  right  ahead,’  says  I.  ‘We’ll 
find  him,  never  fear.’ 

‘ ‘ Well,  we  went  knocking  around  at  all 
the  doors,  and  finally  we  came  to  that  lit- 
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tie  entry,  and  Flavilla  pushed  me  ahead. 
I rapped,  and  the  Professor  called  out, 
‘Open  the  wicket.’  I opened  the  little 
window  in  the  door,  and  there  we  saw 
him  sitting  at  a little  table,  writing  away 
like  mad,  but  with  a heavy  chain  fasten- 
ed to  a leather  belt  which  strapped  his 
arms  to  his  body,  and  made  his  move- 
ments sort  of  awkward.  As  quick  as  he 
saw  me  he  sent  his  inkstand  flying  right 
at  my  face  with  one  hand,  and  bis  sand- 
box with  the  other.  I tumbled  right  over 
Flavilla,  who  was  behind  me,  down  the 
stairs,  out  of  the  garden,  and  down  the 
lane  pretty  lively,  I can  tell  you.” 

Aunt  Debby  chuckled  away  to  herself 
at  the  retrospect  of  her  own  fugacious  fig- 
ure, and  it  was  a long  time  before  I could 
bring  her  back  to  the  thread  of  the  story. 
It  seemed  that  Flavilla  had  been  more 
courageous,  had  approached  the  door,  and 
asked  the  Professor’s  help  with  her  Latin 
lesson.  “ Read  the  sentence,”  was  the  re- 
ply; and  Flavilla  read.  It  was  that  part 
of  Virgil’s  .^neid  which  describes  Priam 
sending  away  his  son  Polydorus. 

“‘Polydorus  went  across  the  gulf,’” 
read  Flavilla,  “ ‘ponctere  atiri.’  What 
does  that  mean  ?” 

“By  the  equilibrium  of  his  ears,”  re- 
plied the  Professor,  promptly. 

“I  do  not  exactly  understand,”  stam- 
mered Flavilla,  who  knew  perfectly  well 
that  the  words  meant  “with  a weight  of 
gold.”  , 

“Why,  you  see,”  replied  the  Professor, 
blandly,  “Polydorus  was  blessed  with 
ears  of  extraordinary  dimensions.  By 
gently  vibrating  them,  as  birds  do  their 
wings,  he  was  enabled  to  mount  into  the 
air  and  to  fiy  across  the  .^Egean.” 

Flavilla  turned  away,  blinding  tears 
falling  upon  her  Virgil : her  Professor 
had  lost  his  wits.  As  she  left  the  house 
she  met  Dr.  Pillsbury,  who  had  just  re- 
turned. He  led  the  weeping  girl  into  his 
office,  and  she  told  him  her  .errand  and  its 
result. 

“You  have  discovered  the  Professor’s 
secret,”  replied  the  Doctor,  kindly.  “ Mr. 
Coffin  is  affiicted  with  intermittent  insan- 
ity. On  alternate  days  he  is  perfectly 
well,  but  the  next  twenty-four  hours  he  is 
as  you  see  him.” 

“Can  he  not  be  cured  ?”  Flavilla  asked, 
eagerly. 

“ It  is  very  doubtful.  Even  should  the 
malady  leave  him  for  a time,  it  would  be 
liable  to  return  again.  He  is  generally 


harmless,  spending  his  time  in  writing 
out  translations  of  Greek  and  Latin  au- 
thors, but  he  carries  no  thread  of  con- 
sciousness from  one  day  to  the  other.  If 
I could  make  him  pursue  the  same  train 
of  thought  on  successive  days,  I would 
have  hope  of  his  recovery.  As  it  is,  he 
leads  two  distinct  and  separate  existences. 
He  can  not  remember  as  a translator  that 
he  has  ever  taught;  as  your  professor  he 
does  not  concern  himself  in  the  least  about 
translating  the  ancient  authors.  Do  not 
reveal  his  condition  to  the  other  pupils,  but 
come  again  if  you  care  to  do  so.  If  he  can 
be  brought  to  recognize  you  as  one  of  his 
scholars  there  will  be  a point  gained.” 

Flavilla  pondered  the  matter  over  as 
she  joined  her  friend.  “We  must  never 
lisp  a word  of  this  to  the  others,”  she  said. 

‘ ‘ No,  ” replied  Debby ; ‘ ‘ we’ll  pretend  he 
helped  us  with  our  translation,  and  that 
we  didn’t  see  anything  queer  about  him.” 

At  the  recitation  the  next  morning  it 
might  have  been  observed  that  Debby  took 
the  seat  nearest  the  door,  ready  to  beat  a 
hasty  retreat  in  case  of  any  manifestation 
of  insanity.  Flavilla,  however,  placed  her- 
self in  the  front  row  directly  before  the 
Professor.  She  had  shrewdly  guessed 
what  part  of  the  lesson  would  come  to  the 
one  occupying  that  chair,  and  had  chosen 
it  for  that  reason.  Her  lines  were  the  ones 
referring  to  Polydorus.  ‘ ‘ He  came  across 
the  gulf,”  she  read,  in  clear,  confident 
tones,  “by  the  equilibrium  of  his  ears.” 

The  class  screamed  with  laughter.  The 
Professor  looked  at  her  in  mild  bewilder- 
ment. 

“What  idea  do  you  get  from  such  an 
absurd  rendering  as  that  ?”  he  asked. 

“ I thought,”  replied  Flavilla,  using  his 
own  explanation,  “that  Polydorus  had 
such  large  ears  that  he  fiapped  them,  and 
so  flew  across.” 

Debby  stared  until  her  eyes  nearly  start- 
ed from  their  sockets.  What  could  Fla- 
villa mean?  Was  she  too  going  crazy? 
The  troubled  look  in  the  Professor’s  face 
deepened. 

“Manifestly  incorrect,”  he  said  at  last, 
and  then  he  gave  the  true  translation. 

Flavilla  remained  after  the  other  schol- 
ars had  left,  and  Debby  heard  her  ask  the 
Professor  if  she  might  sometimes  come  to 
him  for  assistance  with  her  lessons.  ‘ ‘ Cer- 
tainly,” he  replied,  smiling  upon  her  be- 
nignly. If  Flavilla  had  intended  this  as 
an  experiment  to  ascertain  whether  any 
memory  of  the  occurrences  of  the  previous 
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day  could  be  evoked,  it  was  an  utter  fail- 
ure. 

This  was  Friday ; the  next  Sabbath  the 
Professor  appeared  at  church.  Their  reg- 
ular Bible-class  teacher  was  absent,  and 
Flavilla whispered  to  Debby,  “I am  going 
to  ask  him  to  teach  our  class.” 

He  complied  graciously,  and  taking  a 
small  Greek  Testament  from  his  pocket, 
gave  them  his  own  version  of  the  lesson, 
complaining  bitterly  of  the  obscurities  and 
inelegancies  of  King  James’s  translation. 
“ In  a word,”  he  said — and  when  the  Pro- 
fessor prefaced  his  remarks  in  this  wa^ 
the  girls  knew  that  an  unusually  verbose 
sentence  would  follow — “in  a word,  by 
its  interpolations,  omissions,  mistransla- 
tions, factious  perversions,  pernicious  ob- 
scurities, terms  of  technical  cant  and 
mummery,  and  numerous  other  fallacies 
of  various  descriptions,  this  accepted  ver- 
sion has  become  in  the  aggregate  one  of 
the  most  infamously  successful  examples 
of  theological  legerdemain  ever  practiced 
for  so  long  a period  upon  such  an  enlight- 
ened and  extensive  portion  of  mankind.” 

The  girls  looked  at  one  another  aghast, 
some  of  them  at  the  Professor’s  boldness  in 
assailing  the  Scriptures,  and  others,  who 
trusted  his  words,  struck  with  sudden  fear 
lest  the  Bread  of  Life  had  indeed  been  poi- 
soned in  the  breaking. 

“Why,”  suggested  Flavilla,  with  that 
audacity  of  which  only  very  timid  people 
are  capable  in  a nervous  reaction  produced 
by  intense  excitement — “why,  if  the  pre- 
sent translation  is  so  unworthy,  do  you 
not  prepare  a version  of  your  own  which 
shall  correct  these  errors  ?” 

“ There  is  no  demand  for  such  a book,” 
he  replied ; ‘ * and  yet” — and  as  he  spoke  an 
expression  akin  to  that  of  inspiration  illu- 
mined his  countenance — “it  would  be  a 
life  task  worthy  of  the  greatest  mind.” 

That  night  the  Professor  and  Flavilla 
wandered  down  to  the  old  burying-ground. 
It  was  the  favorite  walk  on  Sabbath  even- 
ings. 

He  opened  his  Greek  Testament  again, 
and  began  to  discussthe  feasibility  of  trans- 
lating the  Gospel  in  an  improved  form. 
He  gave  examples  of  the  antiquated  ex- 
pressions of  the  accepted  version,  and 
showed  how  he  would  have  improved 
upon  it.  Some  of  these  changes  would 
not  have  been  accepted  as  improvements 
by  most  of  us.  They  consisted  chiefly  in 
the  substitution  of  grandiloquent  terms 
and  involved  sentences  for  the  simplicity 


of  the  Scripture.  “ What  could  be  more 
uncouth,”  a^ked  the  Professor,  “than  the 
phraseology  of  the  following  verses  ? ‘ For 
this  is  he  that  was  spoken  of  by  the  proph- 
et E^ias,  saying,  The  voice  of  one  crying 
in  the  wilderness.  . . .And  the  same  John 
had  his  raiment  of  camel’s  hair,  and  a 
leathern  girdle  about  his  loins.’  I should 
render  it:  ‘Now  this  is  he  who  was  thus 
alluded  to  by  the  prophet  Isaiah,  A voice 
of  one  exclaiming  in  solitary  regions.  . . . 
And  this  John  was  clad  in  a vestment  of 
camel’s  hair,  and  wore  a girdle  of  leather 
encircling  his  waist.’  ” 

To  Flavilla  this  had  the  ring  of  real  elo- 
quence. She  saw,  too,  that  he  was  deeply 
interested.  If  only  the  scheme  of  trans- 
lating theTestament  could  take  such  a hold 
upon  his  mind  as  to  form  the  lacking 
bridge  over  the  fearful  chasm  which  sep- 
arated his  days  of  sanity  1 Suddenly  she 
took  a hazardous  resolution. 

“If  I could  help  you,  Professor,  as 
amanuensis  in  this  great  work,  I would  be 
so  happy !”  and  she  looked  up  at  him  with 
a tender  pleading  which  the  Professor  had 
it  not  in  his  heart  to  resist. 

“You  can  help  me,”  he  replied,  “by 
simply  writing  down  as  I dictate.  Shall 
we  begin  to-night  ?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Flavilla;  “come  home 
with  me,  and  we  will  set  right  to  work.” 

The  village  clock  struck  eleven  as  they 
entered  the  house.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Babcock 
had  retired  an  hour  before;  three  of  the 
daughters  had  also  gone  to  their  rooms. 
Only  Philinda  Evelina  still  lingered  at 
the  front  gate  with  a rustic  adorer.  Fla- 
villa lit  the  great  whale-oil  lamp  in  the 
best  room,  brought  goose-quills,  blue  fools- 
cap, and  ink,  and  sat  down  patiently  to  her 
task.  The  Professor  ran  hisfingers  through 
his  hair,  and  walked  the  floor,  dictating  to 
her  from  time  to  time. 

“A  register  of  the  lineage  of  Jesus 
Christ,  the  descendant  of  Abraham  and  of 
David.” 

Flavilla  wrote  on.  For  a time  the  con- 
sciousness of  the  presence  of  the  burly 
young  farmer  at  the  gate  was  a consola- 
tion, but  after  a little  while  PhUinda  Eve- 
lina tiptoed  into  the  house,  and  casting 
one  curious  glance  at  the  two  so  busily 
engaged  in  the  keeping-room,  passed  on 
up  the  staircase.  Flavilla  heard  her  mov- 
ing about  above  her  head  for  a few  mo- 
ments ; then  the  clock  struck  the  half-hour, 
and  all  was  still.  She  was  alone  with  a 
man  who  in  half  an  hour  would  be  trans- 
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formed  to  a maniac.  W ould  it  not  be  best 
to  suggest  now  that  they  defer  their  work 
for  another  time?  But  no:  her  coura- 
geous little  soul  rejected  the  temptation. 
She  must  tide  over  the  midnight  hour,  and 
see  that  he  entered  upon  his  day  of  dark- 
ness with  the  same  controlling  impulse 
governing  his  mind.  She  had  put  her 
hand  to  the  plough,  and  she  would  not 
turn  back.  As  the  minutes  crept  near  to 
twelve  the  childish  face  assumed  the  ashy 
color  of  her  hair,  and  she  listened  with 
painful  intensity  for  the  first  stroke  of  the 
clock.  It  came,  and  her  heart  stood  still ; 
her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  Professor 
with  absolute  terror — not  alarm  for  her  per- 
sonal safety,  but  solicitude  for  him.  There 
was  no  change ; he  went  on  with  his  trans- 
lation. The  wording  was,  perhaps,  more 
bombastic  and  incoherent,  but  the  bridge 
held,  and  the  chasm  was  passed.  She 
wrote  on  and  on,  not  daring  to  stop,  a glad 
triumph  making  her  oblivious  of  weari- 
ness, until  at  last  she  heard  the  rumble  of 
wheels  that  stopped  in  front  of  the  house. 

The  moment  after.  Dr.  Pillsbury  opened 
the  door,  immediately  after  ringing,  and 
stood  before  them,  regarding  both  the  Pro- 
.fessor  and  Flavilla  with  intense  anxiety. 

The  Professor  had  chosen  to  disregard 
the  regular  order,  and  was  now  dictating 
from  Luke’s  Gospel.  He  looked  up  plea- 
santly at  the  Doctor  and  went  on  with  his 
translation. 

“And  the  inhabitants  went  out  to  see 
what  had  transpired,  and  found  the  man 
from  whom  the  demons  had  gone  re- 
clining at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  clad  and  com- 
posed, and  they  were  in  dismay.  Then 
those  who  saw  it  informed  them  how  the 
demoniac  was  restored.  Moreover,  the 
man  from  whom  the  fiends  had  been  ex- 
pelled besought  Jesus  that  he  might  ac- 
company him.  But  Jesus  dismissed  him, 
saying.  Return  to  your  house,  and  relate 
how  much  God  has  done  for  you.” 

‘ ‘ Amen !”  said  the  Doctor,  softly.  ‘ ‘ Glo- 
ria tibi,  Domine.” 

Flavilla  explained  their  occupation, and 
the  Doctor  1 istened,  approving.  ‘ ‘ But  you 
hardly  realize,  Professor  CoflSn,  how  late 
we  are  keeping  this  young  lady  up.  Per- 
haps she  will  come  to  my  house  to-morrow 
morning,  and  you  can  then  proceed  with 
your  important  scheme.” 

The  Professor  suffered  himself  to  be  led 
away  with  perfect  docility;  but  scarcely 
had  they  left  the  room  when  Flavilla’s 
overstrung  courage  gave  way,  and  she 


sank  upon  her  knees  in  a nervous  parox- 
ysm. 

The  Doctor  welcomed  Flavilla  the  next 
morning  with  almost  paternal  tenderness. 
“You  have  cured  my  patient,  child,”  he 
said,  gravely.  “Professor  Coffin  woke 
this  morning  to  all  appearances  sane,  and 
animated  by  a desire  to  push  forward  the 
work  in  which  you  have  interested  him. 
I will  call  him  down,  and  you  can  write 
here  in  my  office.” 

As  the  days  went  by,  the  improvement 
in  the  Professor’s  mental  condition  be- 
came settled  and  perfected.  He  was  en- 
abled to  give  daily  lessons  at  the  acad- 
emy, the  suspicions  which  had  been  ex- 
cited at  one  time  gradually  disappeared, 
and  he  took  an  honored  and  trusted  place 
in  the  community.  For  a year  Flavilla 
went  every  afternoon  to  the  Doctor’s  house 
to  write  upon  the  new  translation. 

No  one  was  surprised  when  the  Pro- 
fessor married  the  gentle  girl,  and  took 
her  to  live  in  a tiny  white  cottage  beside 
the  academy. 

“They  had  a poor  setting  out,”  my 
aunt  Debby  said,  ‘ ‘ for  the  Professor  wa’n’t 
noways  forehanded,” 

Their  front  room  was  his  study.  One 
side  of  the  room  was  covered  with  book- 
shelves, which  held  the  Professor’s  libra- 
ry and  a choice  collection  of  novels,  the 
gift  of  Flavilla’s  father.  They  would 
have  had  little  else  with  which  to  begin 
their  housekeeping  had  it  not  been  for  the 
kindness  of  Dr.  Pillsbury  and  his  good 
wife. 

“And  did  they  live  ever  afterward  in 
peace  and  happiness.  Aunt  Debby  ?” 

“ Yes,  as  long  as  they  could  rightly  be 
said  to  live  at  all.  People  used  to  say 
they  set  more  store  by  one  another  than 
any  other  couple  that  had  lived  in  town 
since  Dr.  Pillsbury’s  father  and  mother. 
But  you  see  Flavilla  wa’n’t  of  the  strongest. 
All  of  those  Babcock  girls  reminded  me  of 
taller  candles — just  about  that  shade  of 
complexion,  and  they’d  hold  out  just  as 
long  under  a briling  sun.  Flavilla  she 
had  her  own  work  to  do,  and  I’ve  seen  her 
chopping  kindling  and  drawing  water. 

“I  used  to  say  to  her,  ‘Why  don’t  the 
Professor  do  the  chores  ?’ 

“ And  she’d  answer  back,  ‘ He  would  if  I 
was  to  ask  him;  but  as  soon  as  he  gets 
through  hearing  his  classes  at  the  acad- 
emy he  is  so  eager  to  get  to  his  transla- 
tion that  I couldn’t  bear  to  hinder  him,  so 
I hurry  as  fast  as  I can  to  get  everything 
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done,  and  be  ready  to  write  for  him  as 
soon  as  we  are  through  dinner.’ 

‘ * Says  I,  ‘ Flavilla,  you  are  killing  your- 
self, and  the  Professor  won't  consider  that 
a kindness.’ 

‘*But  she  just  smiled  patient  like,  and 
didn’t  do  noways  different.  They  finish- 
ed translating  the  Testament,  and  then 
the  misery  of  it  was  to  get  it  printed. 
There  wouldn’t  no  publisher  take  hold  of 
it.  The  worldly  said  there  wa’n’t  any 
call  for  anything  so  pious,  when  Testa- 
ments could  be  bought  anywhere  for  a 
shilling,  let  alone  the  lot  that  people  were 
always  too  glad  to  give  away.  The  godly 
said  that  it  was  flat  blasphemy,  a touching 
of  the  ark  of  the  Lord  as  Uzzah  did  at 
Nachon’s  threshing  floor;  and  they  look- 
ed for  a Providence  to  happen  to  the  Pro- 
fessor. 

“He  began  to  get  low-sperrited,  and  it 
used  to  make  my  heart  ache  to  see  the  way 
Flavilla  looked.  She  had  a little  hack  of 
a cough,  and  her  cheeks  were  hollow ; but 
her  eyes  grew  bigger  and  bigger,  and  there 
came  two  straight  wrinkles  in  her  fore- 
head between.  Dr.  Pillsbury  said  to  me 
one  day,  when  I asked  him  if  he  hadn’t 
better  give  her  some  medicine : ‘ I’m  afraid 
no  physic  of  mine  would  do  her  any  good. 
That  is  the  way  Ophelia  looked  when  Ham- 
let began  to  ti^t  her  unkindly.  It  is  the 
coming  of  a trouble  which  will  prove 
greater  than  she  can  bear.’ 

‘ ‘ ‘ The  land’s  sakes,  Doctor,  ’ says  I,  ‘ you 
don’t  mean  that  Flavilla’s  going  crazy,  or 
that  the  Professor  treats  her  unkindly?’ 

“ ‘ No,’  says  he,  * I don’t  mean  one  nor 
t’other ; she’s  bothered  about  the  Professor, 
that’s  all.’ 

“ ‘ It’s  all  on  account  of  that  pesky  Tes- 
tament,’ says  I.  ‘ Can’t  nothing  be  done  ?’ 

“‘I  am  going  to  try,’  says  he.  ‘The 
Plain  Dealer  advertises  a font  of  worn 
type  for  sale.  I shall  buy  it  and  present 
it  to  the  Professor.  Printing  his  own  book 
will  keep  his  mind  occupied.’ 

“ The  Doctor  was  as  good  as  his  word, 
and  the  Professor  he  puttered  away  with . 
the  type,  making  himself  a press  that  was 
really  ingenious,  and  getting  along  better’n 
you’d  ’a  thought.  Flavilla  she  went  with- 
out proper  clothes  and  took  in  sewing  to 
buy  the  paper;  and  last  of  all  she  served 
an  apprenticeship  at  the  book-bindery  to 
learn  how  to  sew  and  bind  the  books. 
This  was  in  the  winter  and  spring;  and 
she  just  took  her  death  sloppin’  to  and 
from  the  bindery. 


“When  summer  came  she  was  down 
sick.  But  the  book  was  printed.  When 
I went  to  see  her,  there  they  were  piled  up 
in  the  front  room  in  stacte,  hundreds  of 
them,  and  the  Professor  he  was  bustling 
about  as  chipper  and  happy  as  could  be. 

‘ Walk  right  in  and  see  Flavilla,’  says  he. 

‘ She’s  not  very  well  this  morning.  It’s 
a pity,  for  it  puts  back  the  binding.’  I 
went  into  Flavilla’s  room,  and  there  she 
was  propped  up  in  bed,  with  a wooden 
frame  before  her,  sewing  away  at  the 
books.  ‘ Vacation  begins  at  the  academy 
next  week,’  says  she,  ‘and  the  Professor 
wants  a couple  of  dozen  of  the  books  to 
take  with  him.  He  is  going  to  be  his  own 
agent,  and  will  make  a pedestrian  tour 
around  the  country  selling  them.  I shall 
try  to  sell  some  too  when  I get  better.  He 
charges  three  dollars  a copy  for  them.  If 
we  sell  them  all  we  shall  make  quite  a 
fortune.’ 

“ ‘Yes,’  says  the  Professor,  coming  in 
just  then ; ‘ I shall  take  Flavilla  off  for  a 
sea- voyage.  We  are  going  to  the  Mediter- 
ranean, to  follow  Paul’s  voyages,  and  help 
me  write  an  account  of  the  missionary 
tours  of  the  great  apostle.’ 

“Flavilla  looked  up  at  him  as  sweetly 
and  gratefully  as  if  she  believed  it  all, 
but  I could  have  eat  him.” 

Rebellious  tears  stood  in  Aunt  Debby’s 
eyes.  ‘ ‘ Yes,  my  dear,  she  died ; she’d  took 
on  herself  a harder  task  than  she  was  equal 
to.  Dr.  Pillsbury  was  with  her;  he  said 
she  was  only  anxious  about  the  Professor. 
‘You  mustn’t  mind  about  me,  dear,*  she 
said;  ‘but  just  go  on  selling  the  Testa- 
ments until  you  have  enough  money  to 
go  abroad.’ 

‘ ‘ Mrs.  Pillsbury  laid  her  out.  She  was 
as  pretty  a corpse  as  I ever  see— all  the 
worry  gone  out  of  the  face,  and  her  hands 
clasping  one  of  the  Testaments  to  her 
breast.  The  Professor  he  put  it  there,  and 
he  worked  all  Sunday  to  bind  it  in  crape. 
After  she  died  it  seemed  as  if  he  tried 
to  do  as  she  told  him.  He  set  out  tramp- 
ing round  with  the  books,  but  most  gen’r- 
ally  people  banged  the  door  in  his  face 
before  he  had  time  to  explain  what  he’d 
got. 

“Dr.  Pillsbury  found  him  one  morning 
sitting  on  her  grave.  He’d  been  there  all 
night,  and  he  was  jabbering  Greek  out  of 
his  Testament.  He  thought  she  was  there, 
and  that  they  had  just  decided  to  begin 
the  translation.  He  was  as  crazy  as  a 
loon,  and  he  never  recovered.” 
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facade  is  covered  with  sculptures,  among 
which  are  Spaniards  stamping  on  decap- 
ihited  heads  of  Indians,  from  whose  eyes 
teai-s  flow  (sad  sj'inbol  of  the  social  con- 
dition of  these  free  Mexican  citizens  even 
ti>day).  The  building  is  a curious  com- 
bination of  Spanish  and  Indian  art.  The 
invaders  designed,  the  conquered  did,  the 
W'ork. 

The  market-place  of  Merida,  especially 
on  Sundays,  is  au  Interesting  study  for 
an  artist,  owdng  to  the  very  picturesque 


is  not  eatable).  This  institution  is  called 
the  medio  restaurant.  Those  who 
there  dispemse  witli  forks,  and  the  toyii- 
llcw  icorn  pancakes)  are  deftly  doubled  up 
so  as  to  serve  for  spoons,  and  afterward 
eaten  as  bi'ead. 

There  are  several  two-storied  residences 
in  Merida,  but  more  generally  all  the 
rooms  are  on  the  ground  floor.  These 
houvses  ai*e  built  in  the  old  Moorish  style, 
with  the  apartments  opening  into  a large 
court-yard,  generally  adorned  with  trees 


THIS  CALESJl — KNTRiNCK  OF  A MERXDl  UOUSK, 


costumes  worn  by  tlie  natives.  Except  and  flowers.  Some  are  now  building  a 
meat,  ail  articles  are  sold  on  the  ground,  few  houses  that  they  seem  to  believe  are 
spread  on  clemi  cloths,  plantain  leaves,  or  after  the  modem  fashion,  when  in  fact 
in  liaskets.  The  vcndei’S  JHluat,  sometimes  they  are  nothing  but  the  old  slightly 
sit  on  very  low  stools.  To  go  marketing  rncKliflcd. 

one  must  understand  the  mysteries  of  There  is  but  one  theatre;  it  holds  al>out 
rnedios,  cuartiUos,  chicfiH,  and  mintes.  fifteen  hundred  people  conveniently. 
Twenty  lead  veiutes  make  a medio  (fl|  Strolling  troupes  occa.sionally  give  a se- 
cents).  Even  ca<;ao  nibs  a current  coin,  ihes  of  performances,  even  Sliakespeare's 
as  with  the  primitive  inhabitants.  In  one  jiJaYs  ami  iii'st-class  operas, 
part  of  the  market  only  cooked  food  is  The  s(>ciety  of  Merida  is  very  agm^able^ 
sold.  A stick  driven  into  the  ground,  good  nuiUTiers  prevail  even  among  the 
with  Dvo  moix?  that  cro.ss  each  other  on  {morest  and  least  ediioaled.  The  ladies 
the  top,  suppi>rt  a iiiatUngv  Beneath  this  are  particularly  kind  and  amiable,  and 
those  who  wish  to  take  a medio  ineHl  squat  some  are  adinii*able  musicians.  Othei*s 
round  the  vender,  ond  ^1*0  scrveil  tlieir  make  sweetmeats  in  tlie  f<»rm  of  flow^ers, 
share  in  JicaraH  (half  shell  of  a large  frvrits,  and  vegetables,  so  perfect  that  i:nily 
round  fruit  that  grows  on  a tree;  the  fruit  the  Uistc  will  convince  one  that  they  are 
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not  real ; they  are  as  delicious  as  they  are 
pretty. 

The  mestiza  women  are  renowned  for 
their  beauty,  with  good  reason . They  yet 
retain  their  national  costume,  that  recalls  to 
mind  the  “white  linen  garment”  described 
by  Herodotus,  “that  required  no  fasten- 
ing,” used  by  the  Ionian  women.  This  is 
likewise  of  white  linen,  the  under  part  a 
full  skirt,  called  pic,  that  just  escapes  the 
ground ; the  upper,  called  uipil,  falls  over 
it  to  the  knees.  It  is  made  of  a single  piece, 
“ requires  no  fastening,”  and  is  cut  square 
at  the  neck.  N othing  can  be  prettier  than 
a mestiza  in  holiday  attire,  her  pic  and 
uipil  edged  with  colored  embroidery  and 
Yucatecan  lace,  her  feet  incased  in  satin 
slippers,  while  around  her  neck  is  a gold 
rosary,  from  which  depend  coins  of  the 
same  metal  and  ribbons  of  various  hues. 
Her  bearing  is  haughty,  though  modest, 
and  her  charms  are  enhanced  if  she  car- 
ries a basket  of  flowers  gracefully  poised 
on  her  flnger-tips,  the  hand  raised  to  her 
head  that  the  basket  may  serve  as  a sun- 
shade. They  often  wear  a white  lace  veil, 
replaced,  when  they  dance,  by  a hat  with 
flowers  and  ribbons.  Their  hair  is  fasten- 
ed in  a knot,  called  thuch,  at  the  back  of 
the  neck.  They  are  fond  of  baubles,  and 
they  wear  large  ear  ornaments  and  many 
finger  rin^. 

Merida  is  specially  merry  at  Carnival 
time.  Three  days  in  the  latter  part  of 
February  are  completely  given  up  to  fun, 
and  work  is  abandoned.  Cards  are  sent 
a few  days  in  advance  to  invite  all  re- 
spectable people  who  consider  themselves 
white  (though  a large  majority  have  more 
or  less  Indian  blood)  to  attend  balls  given 
by  the  Merida  clubs.  Poverty  is  not  con- 
sidered a reason  to  leave  people  uninvited 
— among  those  asked  some  are  hard  press- 
ed to  obtain  a dress  for  the  occasion;  but 
respectability  is  a sine  qua  non,  even  for 
maskers. 

There  is  a strange  custom  common  to  all 
Spanish  countries.  Ladies  have  chairs 
brought  from  their  homes,  and  sit  in  the 
street  looking  into  the  room  that  they  have 
been  invited  to  enter.  Some  of  the  fam- 
ily are  dancing  in  the  ball-room,  whilst 
others  are  peeping  through  the  windows  to 
catch  a glimpse  of  the  dancers.  Even  the 
wealthy  do  tliis. 

Almost  every  one  who  visits  Yucatan  in- 
quires for  the  ruined  cities;  tliat  of  Ux- 
mal  being  the  most  spoken  of,  and  of  easi- 
est access — fifty-two  miles  from  Merida — 


is,  unhappily,  the  most  visited.  I say  un- 
happily, because  it  seems  as  if  each  visitor 
believes  it  a duty  to  carry  away  some  me- 
morial from  the  old  city,  thus  often  de- 
stroying some  precious  link  in  the  history 
of  its  ancient  inhabitants. 

Although  several  railways  are  project- 
ed and  some  being  constructed,  people 
wishing  to  go  to  Uxmal  must  hire  a tx)lan 
coche.  This  is  a conveyance  peculiar  to 
the  country,  a kind  of  palanquin,  support- 
ed on  leather  straps;  the  covering  is  like 
that  of  emigrants’  carts.  A mattress  is 
spread  in  the  bottom  to  sit  or  lie  on.  It 
accommodates  six  persons  squatting,  or 
two  at  full  length,  which  is  the  way  gen- 
erally preferred  by  the  inhabitants.  The 
volan  is  very  suitable  for  the  roads  of  Yu- 
catan, that,  with  few  exceptions,  are  like  a 
stormy  sea  petrified.  Three  mules  and  a 
driver  make  this  conveyance  go  at  good 
speed. 

Leaving  Merida  at  daybreak  affords  good 
opportunity  for  seeing  picturesque  groups 
of  Indians  on  their  ivay  to  market.  All 
are  loaded  with  eatahles,  sacks  of  charcoal, 
water  jars,  etc.  When  the  load  is  light, 
they  suspend  it  from  their  chest  by  a strap ; 
when  heavy,  the  strap  is  put  across  the 
forehead.  Some  look  like  walking  bushes, 
as  they  go  half  buried  under  a load  of 
ramon.  (The  ramon-tree  serves  as  fodder 
for  horses.)  These  and  the  charcoal-car- 
riers have  often  walked  a long  way  and 
are  tired  before  dawn,  yet  may  perhaps 
tread  the  streets  till  dusk  without  finding 
a purchaser  for  their  goods.  Even  chil- 
dren of  six  or  seven  years  old  carry  bur- 
dens. Only  when  their  load  prevents 
them  from  raising  the  head  do  they  fail  to 
salute  the  white  man  who  passes  them. 

Abala,  a village  on  the  way  to  Uxmal, 
is  twenty-four  miles  from  the  capital. 
It  has  five  hundred  inhabitants,  nearly  all 
poor  field  laborers.  The  central  square^ 
is  overgrown  with  weeds,  and  everything 
has  a neglected  appearance,  but  it  is  just 
the  place  for  a study  of  the  Indians  as  they 
are  at  home. 

The  huts  are  oblong,  and  rounded  at 
the  corners.  Some  are  divided  in  two  by 
a partition.  More  generally  the  whole 
family  crowd  together  in  the  single  apart- 
ment. The  wall  is  formed  by  putting  sticks 
upright  in  the  ground  and  filling  the  in- 
teretices  with  mud,  or  else  with  a mixture 
that  is  afterward  smoothed  and  white- 
washed. The  roofs  are  slanting  and 
thatched,  the  thatch  being  allowed  to 
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pass  shoot,  sometimes  wounding  danger- 
ously or  killing  a companion,  particular- 
ly when,  as  on  some  occasions,  the  circle 
closes  in  to  bring  all  the  game  to  one 
spot.  Owing  to  the  danger  incurred  in 
the  hunt,  it  has  been  prohibited,  but  the 
Indians  are  very  loath  to  give  up  the  cus- 
toms of  their  ancestors,  and  in  the  villages 
no  one  interferes  with  them.  Ten,  twelve, 
and  even  more  deer  are  caught  at  once; 
then  the  hunters  cook  them;  otherwise 
the  meat  would  not  keep  fresh  until  sold. 
The  cooking  is  done  in  the  following  man- 
ner: A hole  two  or  three  feet  deep  is  made 
in  the  ground,  and  large  stones  placed  in 
the  bottom ; on  them  a lire  is  built.  When 
the  stones  are  very  hot,  some  are  taken  out. 
Plantain  leaves  are  spread  over  those  that 
remain,  and  the  animal,  having  been 
stripped  of  its  skin,  is  laid  thereon.  Oth- 
er plantain  leaves  are  put  over  it,  then  the 
hot  stones  that  have  been  taken  out,  and 
over  all,  earth.  In  two  or  three  hours 
the  deer  is  thoroughly  cooked,  and  is  very 
tender  and  juicy.  The  deer-skin  when 
tanned  is  worth  three  or  four  dollars.  It 
is  used  for  making  boots,  large  numbers 
being  exported  to  the  United  States. 

There  is  a public  noria  in  the  square  of 
Muna,  our  next  stopping-place.  A noria 
is  a deep  opening  in  the  earth,  reaching 
to  water.  The  aperture  is  generally  a few 
feet  square.  Above  it  is  rigged  a wooden 
contrivance  composed  of  a vertical  shaft 
sustaining  a horizontal  cog-wheel,  whose 
primitive  cogs,  formed  merely  of  pegs, 
meet  other  similar  cogs  on  a vertical  cyl- 
inder. Over  this  cylinder  a couple  of 
cables,  made  of  henequen  or  withes,  are 
throwji.  The  ends  of  each  are  joined,  so 
as  to  form  an  endless  line.  Attached  to 
them  are  tin  cups  or  bark  bags  that  come 
up  full  of  water,  which  is  discharged  into 
a wooden  trough,  and  from  there  taken  or 
carried  away  in  small  canals;  generally 
to  another  large  stone  trough  wherefrom 
the  cattle  drink.  The  motive  power  that 
moves  this  ponderous  machinery  is  a worn- 
out  horse  or  mule,  or  else  a poor  ill-condi- 
tioned ox. 

The  water  of  the  noria  at  Muna,  as  in 
many  other  places,  is  taxed.  Every  one 
who  takes  of  it  is  bound  to  deposit  for  each 
jar  a handful  of  maize  for  the  mainte- 
nance of  the  lioi*se. 

The  women  who  go  thither  in  their  pic- 
turesque unique  costume,  completed  by  a 
long  white  linen  scarf  thrown  over  their 
head,  with  their  red  earthen  jars,  car- 


ried on  the  hip,  and  sustained  by  the  arm 
encircling  the  neck,  would  not  fail  to  ex- 
cite the  enthusiasm  of  any  artist.  These 
jugs  resemble  those  used  by  the  women  of 
the  Plain  of  Shinar,  and  also  those  now  in 
use  in  the  Grecian  Archipelago,  Cjqjrus, 
and  other  isles  of  the  Levant,  to  store  oils. 

.As  at  Progreso  and  in  other  parts  of 
.Yucatan,  so  at  Muna,  gigantic  skulls  have 
been  disinterred,  and  also  very  large  cups. 

The  hacienda  of  Uxinal  is  fifteen  miles 
from  Muna.  Those  who  go  in  a volan  are 
obliged  to  take  a roundabout  road  to  avoid 
a too  steep  ascent.  But  there  is  a short- 
cut over  the  hills  for  those  who  go  on 
horseback.  This  road  was  opened  express- 
ly for  the  ex-Empress  Carlotta,  who  was 
carried  over  it  in  a palanquin  to  see  the 
ruins. 

Uxmal  hacienda  is  a sugar  plantation. 
The  principal  house — the  residence  of  the 
proprietor — stands  within  a large  inclosure, 
where  the  numerous  cattle  belonging  to 
the  estate  congregate  to  drink  from  stone 
troughs  at  the  base  of  the  house.  There 
also  is  a small  store  where  various  neces- 
sities of  life  are  sold  to  the  people  that 
work  on  the  plantation.  These  number 
about  five  hundred.  They  are  freemen 
by  law,  but  enslave  themselves  by  bor- 
rowing money  from  people,  who  thus 
have  a right  to  their  services.  This  cus- 
tom of  borrowing  money  exists  all  over 
the  country,  owing  to  the  exceedingly 
small  wages  given,  insufficient  for  the 
most  ordinary  comforts.  The  poor  labor- 
ers are  consequently  obliged  to  borrow, 
and  they  live  and  die  in  abject  misery. 

The  famous  ruined  palaces  of  Uxmal, 
about  a mile  from  the  house  of  the  haci- 
enda, are  on  the  estate.  From  afar  is 
seen  the  “Dwarfs  House,”  on  the  sum- 
mit of  an  artificial  mound  one  hundred 
feet  high.  The  ascent  is  on  the  east  side, 
by  a hundred  narrow  stone  steps,  so  per- 
pendicular that  some  of  those  who  go  up, 
when  they  have  to  descend  wonder  how 
they  could  have  been  so  rash,  and  repent 
having  made  the  attempt,  as  Father  Co- 
golludo  did,  according  to  his  own  writ- 
ings. Tlie  ivscent  is  more  tiiH^me  than 
dangerous : when  visitors  think  they  must 
sui'ely  be  near  the  top,  they  look  up  to  find 
that  they  are  only  half-way. 

Except  where  recently  cut  down,  brush 
covers  the  sides  of  the  mound.  The  build- 
ing on  the  top  consists  of  three  rooms, 
very  interesting,  for  they  contain  symbols 
pertaining  to  Masonic  rites.  To  the  west 
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of  these  some  steps  once  existcni  ular— probably  the  people  fawned  on  him, 

thatled  down  to  A sanctuary  of  two  very  to  please  the  formidable  witch— tliat  the 
small  though  lofty  rooihs.  The  outer  king  grew  jealousy  and  sought  iiisdestrue- 
part  of  the  sauctuary  is  rnagnilicently  or-  tion  l>y  giving  him  difficult  tasks,  so  that, 
nameuhxl  with  carved  stones,  and  iiiscrip-  failing,  he  might  be  accused  of  disobe- 
tioiis  that  have  puzzkxl  the  beads  of  more  dience.  But,  thanks  to  his  mollier,  the 
than  one  wise  man,  but  now  have  a fair  boy  always  succmled.  One  day  tlie  king, 
chance  of  being  deciphered,  thanks  to  the  out  of  t>t*^tieucc,  ordeifi'd  the  dwarf  to  build 
{K^rsevei’ancc  Of  Dr.  Le  Plongeon.  in  one  night  a high  mound  and  a house 

The  nf  the  saticUiary  is  the  la r-  on  the  top.  The  youth  was  at  his  wit«’ 

gest  among  all  tlie  ruins.  Tlio  ornaiiumt  eiul^  but  went  as  usual  to  seek  maternal 
al>ove  if  is  an  imimuise  mastodon  bead,  aid.  “ Oh.  motber.  mother,  I shall  surely 
Between  tills  and  the  lintel  of  the  door-  die,  for  the  king  has  ordered  me  to  do 
way  is  a cornice  that  extends  all  round  more  than  I can  possibly  accomplish  ;’- 
the  sanctuary.  On  it  are  Masonic  syUH  and  he  told  her  his  trouble.  Never 
l)o)s,  and  on  the  under  part  of  it  rings  are  mind,  my  child  : don't  lx’*  alarmed.  In 
cut  in  the  stone.  A curtain  was  formerly  the  morning  the  house  will  be  thei'C.” 
suspended  from  them  to  inclose  the  house  It  was,  and  fi^om  that  day  to  this  1ms 
completely,  and  veil  from  public  gaze  the  been  called  the  Dwarf's  Hoa>se.  Tlio 
mysteries  and  ceremonies  tbeivin  per-  king  wjis  enraged.  He  sent  for  the  d warf, 
formed.  The  tradition  of  the  Dwarf  s I am  greatly  pleased  with  the  house. 
House  is  as  follows : Now  I want  to  break  Six  cocoyoles’'  (small 

During  the  n?ign  of  a certain  Maya  and  ivn/ haixl  eocoa  nuts,  about  the  size  of 
king  tliei^  lived  a woman  who  wits  lx>lh  a walnut)  “on  your  head,  and  then  I will 
feared  and  res|xxTted,  for  she  was  a won-  give  yon  my  daughter  in  maiTiuge/' 
derful  sorcerc.ss.  A son  was  born  to  her,  The  dwarf  declined  to  accept  the  honor 
and  he  liecaine  a great  favorite,  for  lie  was  upon  those  conditions.  The  monarch  in- 
good  and  clever,  though  very  small— in  sisied.  I want  you  to  marry  mydaugh- 
fact,  a dwarf.  Finally  ho  bt^ame  so  pop-  ter,  and  you  must  accept  my  conditions.” 
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Again  the  poor  dwarf  sought  his  mo- 
ther in  despair.  “There  is  no  hope  for 
me  now.” 

“Oh  yes,  there  is,”  replied  the  clever 
witch.  ‘ ‘ You  go  back  to  his  Majesty  and 
tell  him  that  you  accede  to  his  request, 
provided  he  afterward  allows  you  to  break 
six  cocoyoles  on  his  own  head.  ” 

And  to  this  the  king  publicly  agreed, 
because  he  was  determined  to  kill  the 
dwarf  with  the  first  cocoyol. 

Then  the  sorceress  rubbed  her  son’s  head 
with  something  that  made  it  so  hard  no- 
thing could  possibly  hurt  it. 

The  king  arrived,  and  the  dwarf,  in 
presehce  of  all  the  people,  laid  his  head 
on  a stone.  With  another  the  king  broke 
the  cocoyol  on  the  head  of  his  intended 
victim — broke  all  six  of  them — but  the 
dwarf  arose  unhurt. 

Then  it  was  the  turn  of  the  monarch  to 
lay  his  proud  head  down,  and  as  his  scalp 
was  not  prepared,  the  dwarf  broke  his 
skull,  and  thus  got  rid  of  his  enemy.  The 
agreement  had  been  faithfully  carried 
out,  so  the  public  had  nothing  to  say.  The 
dwarf  then  married  the  princess,  and  be- 
came king. 

West  of  the  Dwarfs  House  is  the  exten- 
sive and  grand  monument  known  as  Las 
Monjas.  It  was  at  one  time  a family  res- 
idence, and  later,  perhaps,  became  the 
dwelling-place  of  priests.  It  forms  a 
quadrangle,  and  stands  on  the  uppermost 
of  three  terraces  that,  together,  are  six 
metei*s  high.  The  lowest  covers  a space 
of  140  meters  by  32  meters  50  centimeters. 
The  space  within  the  four  wings  of  the 
building  is  58  meters  by  44  metei’S.  There 
are  more  tliaii  one  hundred  i*ooms  in  all, 
some  very  large.  The  entrance  to  the 
centre  court  yard  is  on  the  north  through 
a lofty  triangular  archway.  Except  here 
and  there  the  stucco  lias  fallen,  and  on 
the  walls  are  several  red  imprints  of 
hands,  two  very  distinct;  some  appear  to 
be  hands  of  women.  These  imprints  were 
made  to  remind  the  divinity  of  certain 
tilings  asked  by  the  woi*slnppei*s;  the  same 
custom  exists  to-day  in  Hindostan. 

Where  the  stucco  remains  there  are 
traces  of  red,  blue,  green,  and  yellow 
paint.  It  is  ])robablc  that  the  whole  arch 
was  at  one  time  brilliant  with  colors. 

The  largo  square  yard  was  evidently  at 
one  time  laid  out  as  a garden,  for  there 
are  yet  tnices  of  what  might  be  taken  for 
flower  beds.  Now  it  is  scattered  with 
many  sculptured  stones,  the  patient  labor 


of  people  long  since  passed  away.  There 
is  an  immense  stone  covered  with  signs 
written  in  squares,  made  altogether  ille- 
gible by  long  exposure  to  fire  and  water, 
for  sometimes  the  court  is  completely 
buried  in  brush,  and  at  others  people  of 
the  hacienda  set  fire  to  it  to  prepare  the 
ground  for  planting  there.  Thus  it  is 
that  the  monuments  of  ancient  American 
history  are  destroyed. 

The  east  and  west  wings  of  the  edifice 
are  raised  on  terraces  so  as  to  be  higher 
than  the  south  wing,  and  the  north  is 
higher  yet.  The  general  appearance  from 
a distance  is  grand  and  imposing.  There 
are  no  fewer  than  122  apartments  in  the 
building,  arranged  in  pairs.  Each  door 
leads  to  a front  and  an  inner  room  that 
communicate  with  no  other.  The  floors 
were  cemented  and  polished,  and  the  walls 
thickly  stuccoed.  All  the  roofs  through- 
out the  ruins  are  triangular  arches,  very 
lofty.  There  is  absolutely  nothing  about 
the  doorways  to  lead  us  to  suppose  that 
doors  may  once  have  existed  there,  but 
probably  heavy  curtains  were  used,  for 
on  either  side  of  the  upper  part  of  the 
doorways  there  are  stone  rings  about 
twenty  centimeters  in  diameter.  There 
are  no  interior  ornaments,  except  some 
small  pillars  in  one  room,  but  all  the  ex- 
teriors are  loaded  with  massive  and  showy 
sculptures,  comprising  mastodon  heads, 
figures  of  men,  women,  and  animals,  all 
full  of  meaning. 

On  the  west  wing  are  two  large  feathered 
serpents  that  extend  from  one  end  of  tlie 
facade  to  the  other,  along  the  upper  and 
lower  edge  of  the  ornaments.  At  regular 
intervals  they  entwine  each  other  and 
cross  the  ornamentation,  thus  forming 
with  their  entwined  bodies  panels  upon 
the  wall.  At  each  end  of  the  facade  was 
a serpent’s  liead,  the  tail  of  the  other 
hanging  over  it.  They  have  seven  rat- 
tles, and  just  above  them  is  an  ornament 
that  looks  like  a peculiar -shaped  urn, 
with  a long  plume  dependent  from  it. 
One  head  is  gone;  that  which  remains  is 
adorned  with  a crown.  The  mouth  is 
open,  and  contains  the  face  of  a bat,  also 
with  moutli  open,  inside  of  which  is  a 
woman's  face. 

Not  many  yards  south  of  tlie  Monjas  is 
what  I’emains  of  the  teiniis-court,  where 
games  were  played  befoi'e  the  public.  The 
walls  are  36  meters  80  centimeters  long, 
9 nietei*s  20  centimeters  thick,  and  21 
meters  apart.  Portions  of  two  large  stone 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  NEW  AND  OLD  IN  YUCATAN.  379 


AT  A NOKIA. 


rings  are  on  the  ground^  having  fallen  trees,  placed  all  around  the  house.  Matiy 
from  the  upfier  part  of  the  walls.  One  pillais  and  stone  turtles  are  h-ing  on  the 
of  tlie  historians  tells  iis  of  a game  in  ground  broken.  This  second  terrace  w’as 
which  the  player  had  to  iweive  a l>all  on  atonetime  a garden  with  variously  sliajved 
his  hip,  and  from  thei'C.  by  a |)ecuJiar  flower  b<?ds,  vases,  and  altars,  tmees  of 
movement  of  the  s^iine  hip,  throw  it  up-  wliieh  yet  exist,  though  it  is  hard  work  to 
ward.  He  who  snccced»Kl  in  throwing  it  examirie  them,  ow  ing  to  tlie  almost  ini- 
thnmgli  eitlier  of  the  rings — a diiHcult  penC^trcihle  thicket,  gciieralfy  alive,  with 
tliibg  do,  the  w'alls  being  twenty  feet  goi'geously  plumed  trojiieal  binls. 
high— was  allowed  to  seize  the  cloaks  of  as  The  fdatforni  Is  not  solid ; but  t]ier*e,  as 
many  of  those  present  as  he  could  catch,  in  all  the  ruined  buildinga  of  Uxtoal,  arc 
Tliere  was  a geneml  setitnper  on  sucli  oc-  a numlner  of  well-built,  tell-sliaped  r<x»ms, 
casioas,  none,  being  w illing  to  forfeit  his  heavily  stuccoed  and  water  tight,  that 
cloak.  siU’ved  as  rc?servoirs,  and  alis^>  for  storing 

Fifty  to  seventy  meters  further  south  is  grain.  Their  entrance  is  a little  Ixdow* 
a teri'ace  two  hundr(‘d  and  fifty  five  me-  the  surfm*e  of  the  iorrsioe.  As  these  jar- 
ters  long.  It  i.s  the  first  of  a series  of  ter-  shaped  rooms  iu»c  fully  four  meters^  deep, 
races,  on  which  stands  the  "Governor's  it  is  innch  easier  to  get  into  them  than  o!it 
House/'  of  them,  for  the  circular  mouth  is  only 

A rustic  wooden  ladder  now  serves  a-s  fifty  cCn timet ers  in  diameter, 
the.  mode  of  ascending  to  the  second  ter-  In  the  middle  of  the  terrace  is  a large 
ra<?e.  the  steps  on  the  west  side  being  do  round  monolith,  embraced  and  sustained 
stroved.  Ou  the  northwest  corner  of  the  in  its  lialf-fulleti  position  by  a gnarled 
second  terrace  is  the  “Turlies  Iloust*'"  and  twisud  tree  trunk.  It  wjls  a sy mbed 
<Aac-nd).  Aac  alsc»  means  dwarf,  and  of  diviiiily,  as  the  Pheenieians  represent- 
the  man  wdio  lived  then?  was  small,  and  ed  Baal  under  the  forJti  of  a conical  stone, 
a Isirj  cal  tel  Turtle;  so  the  house  is  doubly  The  upper  piatform  is  eiglit  mete  i^s  high; 
wvll  nanied.  Along  the  cornice  is  the  ascent  to  it  is  by  aKtaircas<?  tbirty-iMUc 

a rv)W  of  stone  turtles  cut  in  the  round,  meters  wide.  It  faces  the  eii.sb  The  build • 
and  tencath  them  a row  of  pillars,  one  iwg  that  crow' ns  th i.s  imniense  artificial 
meter  high,  like  a paling  of  trunks  of  pile  <if  stones,  most  likely  the  arduous 
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themselves  into  it,  and  part  with  life  for  Bishop  I^anda  took  upon  himself  to  destroy 
a di'op.  When  they  feel  the  dark  waves  them,  huildin|r  in  their  place  a church 
closing  over  them  they  doubtless  and  convent  of  Franeiscun  monks.  The 

of  the  rash  deed,  so,  leaving  taken  a drink  convent  is  now  in  a ruinous  condition;  it 
and  a bath^  are  very  grateful  if  any  one  serves  as  haiTacks,  occasionally  as  peni- 
will  ladle  them  out.  Then  they  crawl  tentiary. 

away  like  turtles,  to  repeat  after  a w'hile  Within  the  precincts  of  the  church  is  a 
the  suicidal  attempt.  The  hives  of  these  shrine  containing  an  image  of  the  Virgin 
harmless  bees  are  most  ingenious- 
ly built  of  clay,  held  together  arid 
made  extremely  diiml  by  :t  secre- 


own  way 
kill  though  iguana-skin  is 

sold  for  a fair  price  in  Merida,  ■■ 

where  it  is  used  to  make  8h<:K?.s.  fM 

The  Indians  respect  them  because 
they  believe  that  the  animats  liv-  Sm 
ing  in  those  ancient  walls  may  be 
aniniated  by  tlie  souls  of  those  ^Vj 

who  formerly  dwelt  in  these  build  |H 

ifigs.  @ 

Yucatan  is  so  sti'ewn  with  an-  BP 
cient  ruins  that  there  is  hardly  ap 
a town  or  village  where  some- 
thing  of  the  kind  is  not  flUcovered  W/t 
i n ill e n ei gh l>orliood . Bometirnes 
these  vestiges  of  grandeur  aiv  re*  an 

markable  for  their  size.  This  is 
notably  the  c^nuse  at  Izamal,  a city 
forty-eight  miles  from  Merida. 

Before  the  Spaniard  ever  thought 
of  searching  for  gold  in  America  Wk: 

{ indeed,  from  time  immemorial ) , 

Izamal  was  a place  wliere  people 
from  all  the  countries  round- 
called  now  Guatemala,  Chiapas, 
Talwisco— went  in  pilgrimage  to  worship  at 
its  temjiles.  Four  of  tliC  larg»?st  mounds, 
on  which  temples  formerly  stooil,  yet  sur- 
round the  central  square  of  the  city.  The 
largest  is  a bundrf?d  and  fifty  feel  higl). 
The  temple  on  iXa  summit  was  deilicated 
to  Kin  irh-kctk-moo  (liery  macaw  with 
eyes  like  the  sun).  It  was  sjiid  that  al- 
ways at  mid  day  the  macaw  descended 
from  heaven  and  burned  the  sacri lice  of- 
fered on  her  altar.  It  is  not  at  all  im- 
probable that  the  priests  s^t  fire  to  it  from 
a distance  b\'  means  of  rellecting  mirrors 
with  whicli  they  ctmld  concentrate  tlie 
ra3^s  of  the  sun  thereon.  Tlie  other 
mounds  were  also  dedicated  to  deities. 
The  mound  on  the  south  side  of  the  square 
was  occupied  by  the  ])alaces  of  the  priests. 


aKCHVN'aY  Oh'  Las  monjas. 


Mary  which  is  said  to  perform  miracu- 
lous cures.  Lamia  destroyed  the  imagCvS 
of  the  natives,  then  went  to  Guatenialci 
to  liave  a Mary  made  for  thorn.  Tlie  in»- 
age.s  desti'oyed  were  said  to  iH^rform  niii- 
acles ; so  did  the  new  one  put  in  their 
plfice.  F uther  Gogol  I udo,  i n h is  History 
of  Yucdtan,  says  tliat  vrhcn  the  statue 
was  on  its  way  f 1*010  Guateniala  to  Yuca- 
tan it  raiiUHl  heavily,  but  not  a drop  fell 
on  the  box  wherein  the  Holy  Virgin  lay, 
nor  on  the  men  who  carried  it.  It  was 
not  as  ]iroof  again.sl  for  it  got  burn- 
ed. and  another  wooden  image  of  the  same 
huly,  equally  revered,  occupies  its  phu'c. 

On  tlie  8th  of  December  the  festival  of 
Our  I^dy  of  Izamal  is  celebrated  with 
great  pomp.  A large  fair  is  also  held  in 
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the  city  during  those  days  in  her  honor,  imlisade  sustaining  sheds  covered  with 
Even  merchants  from  neighlx>ring  States  palm  leaves,  t)j at  are  divided  into  boxes, 
flock  there,^  if  not  to  kneel  at  the  shrine  Every  one  provides  his  own  seat.  The  best 
of  the  Virgin,  to  worship  at  tlie  altar  of  and  the  worst,  big  and  .small,  all  attend 
Mercury.  Devotees  on  tlmso  occasions  thohulMight.  Those  who,  on  foot,  uiere- 
crowd  the  private  apartment  of  the  doll,  ly  play  with  the  hulLonly  have  a hene- 
which  is  also  carried  in  solemn  proces-  quen  Siick  to  serve  as  sliield.  Others, 
slou,  do<*ked  in  gorgeous  array,  and  fol-  also  on  fcKit;  are  provided  vvith  poles  about 
lowed  l)y  a long  train  of  \voi‘shi}>|K^rs.  three  long,  having  a sharp  iron  head. 
After  church  service  is  ov  er,  all  leave  in  like  that  of  an  arrow,  called  rffjon.  When 
a hurry  mid  rush  to  the  bull-hglit.  Many  the  people  are  tired  of  seeing  the  bull 
of  the  Indians,  who  know  absolutely  no-  played  with,  they  call  for  the  rejoneroH. 
thing  about  tauromtieh  f/,  enter  the  ring  to  Those  with  the  spears  described  then  eonie 
tight  the  hull,  exposing  themselves  to  forvyard.  Their  business  is  to  strike  the 
injured  for  life,  or  die  a painful  death,  bull  in  the  nape  and  kill  it,  but  it  i.s  sei> 
In  this  wo  sec  an  ancient  ctisiom  yet  dom  doiic  at  once.  The  beast  is  chased 
]»revaleut.  The  ancients  sacrificed  their  l)y  two  or  three  men,  blow  after  blow  is 
livens  to  deities  for  any  benefit  iweived.  dealt,  the  blood  gushing  afresh  each  lime. 
To  day  uu  Indian  l)egs  a favoi*  of  his  pa-  Tiie  iij'st  pain  makes*  the  animal  furious, 
irou  s.aint,  and  us  a proof  of  his  deep  gruti-  but  tlie  h»ssof  blootl  soon  weakens  it,  jitid  it 
tude  promises  to  figdit  a bull,  keep  drunk  bt^conn^s  almost  harmless.  Then  the  horse- 
a certain  number  of  days,  or  do  scufie  oth-  men  arc  culled  on  to  lasso  it  and  drag  it 
erTash  llung.  away.  While  another  bull  is  being 

Bull  flghting  in  y ucataci  isnot  likebull-  fetebed,  rockets  are  (i ml,  the  people  ap- 
fighting  in  Spain,  The  ring  is  a double  plaud,  the  band  plays,  a clown  meanwhile 
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One  of  their  dances,  called  Ixtol,  is  es- 
pecially interesting,  being  a vestige  of 
sun-worship.  Men  and  women  take  part 
in  the  dance;  provided  the  number  of 
each  is  equal,  it  matters  not  how  many. 
All  have  on  masks,  anciently  well  made, 
to-day  mere  square  pieces  of  deer-skin  with 
three  holes  cut  for  eyes  and  mouth.  Oft- 
en these  holes  are  so  much  awry  as  to  pro- 
duce a most  ludicrous  appearance,  and 
none  can  guess  what  the  features  beneath 
may  be  like.  All  wear  sandals.  The 
women  have  necklaces,  principally  of 
large  red  beads,  and  ear-rings,  formerly 
nose  rings  too,  but  since  the  conquest  these 
have  been  prohibited.  The  chief,  or  mas- 
tery as  they  call  him.  wears  a circular  cap, 
stuck  all  round  with  peacocks’  feathers, 
making  a lofty  waving  head-dress.  In 
front  of  him,  from  his  waist,  hangs  a rep- 
resentation of  the  sun.  In  its  centre  is 
an  eye,  inclosed  by  a triangle,  from  which 
depends  a large  tongue.  All  these  things 
are  symbols  of  a most  ancient  freemason- 
ry. One  carries  a white  flag  with  a sun 
painted  on  it  and  a man  and  woman  wor- 
shipping it.  Another  has  a sacataUy  a 
kind  of  drum,  used  also  in  Africa;  another 
a flute ; another  a sistrum,  a sacred  instru- 
ment among  the  ancient  Eigyptians.  With 
the  sistrum  he  beats  time  for  the  dancers. 
In  the  other  hand  he  has  a small  three- 
tailed whip,  calling  to  mind  the  Egyptian 
flagellum  of  Osiris.  This  is  to  chastise 
the  dancers  if  they  step  badly.  A neck- 
lace of  large  sea-shells  hangs  half-way  to 
his  waist. 

Each  dancer  has  in  the  left  hand  a fan 
made  of  turkey  feathers,  with  the  bird’s 
claw  for  handle.  In  the  right  hand  each 
has  a sistrum,  not  quite  like  those  used  by 
the  Egyptians,  but  exactly  like  those  of 
Central  Africa,  as  described  by  Du  Chaillu. 
Those  in  Yucatan  are  made  of  small  cala- 
bashes, ornamentally  painted,  and  secured 
to  the  handle  by  pieces  of  bamboo:  they 
have  pebbles  inside  to  rattle.  The  flag  is 
held  upright  by  the  bearer  or  planted  in 
the  ground.  Beneath  it  sits  the  drummer, 
cross-legged,  his  drum  on  the  ground  be- 
fore him.  Close  to  the  flag-start'  stands  the 
master,  the  conductor,  and  the  flute-play- 
er. With  the  flag  for  centre,  the  dancers 
go  I’ound  three  times,  bodies  bent  forward, 
and  eyes  on  the  ground,  as  if  groping  in 
the  dark;  the  drum  meanwhile  beats  a 
peculiar  quickstep.  Then  the  flag  is  un- 
furled— the  sun  appears ! All  draw  them- 
selves up  to  their  fullest  height,  and  raise 


eyes  and  hands  with  a shout  of  joy.  Then 
the  dance  commences,  round  and  round 
the  flag  with  various  steps  and  motions,  at 
the  same  time  energetic  and  solemn,  im- 
itating the  course  and  movements  of  our 
planet,  among  other  things.  Meanwhile 
the  chief  sings,  and  the  people  answer  in 
chorus,  over  and  over  again  the  same 
thing,  in  Maya  tongue. 

Chief.  “Take  care  how  you  step." 

Dancers.  “We  step  well,  0 master.” 

The  melody  is  both  mournful  and  stirring. 
The  rattling  of  the  sistrum  is  very  effect- 
ive, now  imitating  the  scattering  of  grain, 
now,  by  a sudden‘movement  of  every  arm, 
giving  forth  one  mighty  rattle  as  of  a sud- 
den rain-fall  and  clap  of  thunder,  together 
with  a shout  raised  by  the  dancers  after 
each  chorus  is  sung.  The  fans  are  kept  in 
motion  as  symbolical  of  the  wind. 

There  is  spig's-head  festival,  now  much 
fallen  into  disuse.  At  a certain  season  of 
the  year  the  head  is  cooked,  decorated  with 
many-colored  ribbons  and  flowers,  and, 
with  an  orange  between  its  jaws,  placed 
upon  an  altar  prepared  for  the  occasion  by 
a man  who  dances  meanwhile.  In  this 
manner  it  is  borne  by  a-  procession  of  peo- 
ple to  some  chosen  individual.  Various 
other  presents  are  also  given,  such  as  fowls, 
cigars,  sweet-bread,  and  so  forth.  The 
more  numerous  the  gifts,  the  worse  it  is 
for  the  recipient,  because  on  the  follow- 
ing year  he  is  expected  to  give  just  twice 
the  amount  received. 

An  instrument  called  tunhul  is  used 
for  all  sacred  ceremonies.  It  is  a piece  of 
the  trunk  of  a tree  about  a yard  long,  and 
one-third  in  diameter.  On  one  side  it  has 
a long  mouth,  nearly  from  one  extreme  to 
the  other,  through  which  the  trunk  is  hol- 
lowed out.  On  the  opposite  side  are  two 
oblong  tongues,  that  start  from  the  ex- 
tremes and  almost  meet  in  the  middle,  be- 
ing only  separated  by  the  thickness  of  a 
carpenter's  saw.  To  play  on  it  they  put 
the  mouth  on  the  ground,  and  the  tongues, 
like  two  long  keys,  are  struck  with  sticks 
whose  points  are  covered  with  India  rub- 
ber that  makes  them  rebound,  so  that  the 
sound  may  not  be  veiled  or  confused.  It 
is  like  a great  rumbling  in  the  earth,  and 
when  the  wind  is  favorable  can  be  heard 
five  or  six  miles  oft*.  “The  word  tunkul 
means  ‘to  l^e  worshipping.’  This  instru- 
ment was  also  used  by  the  Aztecs  and  oth- 
er people  of  these  regions,  ”*  and  reminds 
* Crccencio  Carillo  Ancona,  Canon. 
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us  of  llie  war  drum  used  in  Africa  to  call 
the  tribes  to^^et her,  mentioned  both  by  Du 
Chain  u and  Stanley.  Theiv  are  very 
beautiful  tunkuls  in  the  Museum  of  An- 
tiquities at  Mexico. 

The  natives  of  Yucatan  always  cariw 
infants,  their  own  and  those  of  the  whitcvS 
also,  astride  tlieir  hip,  as  the  people  of 
HindostaiT  also  do.  Tn  Yucatan  tliercvis  a 
ceremony  for  iirst  placintr  thfe  child  llnis, 
called  heetzmek,  A godruotlier  i.s  c)ios<m 
when  the  cliild  is  about  four  months  old^ 
and  the  baby  is  placed  astride  her  liip. 
Thus  holding  it,  she  walks  round  the 


profound  resj^ect  for  iho  heefztnek  naylari 
(heetzmek  godinotlier),  the  child  being 
tauglit  to  kiss  ber  hand. 

The  people  of  Yucatan  in  general  are 
very  su|>f‘r.slitiou.s.  When  the  Indians, 
and  many  mestizos,  sutler  from  a disease 
tliat  they  don't  understand,  they  straight- 
Avay  imagine  them.selves  bewitched,  and 
that  a hinea  (vvi.se  man)  can  cure  them. 

This  ‘'wise  maii’  pi*ofessc*s  to  know  all 
about  medicinal  lierKs,  and  since  he  iin~ 
(lei'stand.s  sorcery,  his  jieople  have  pro- 
found faith  in  him,  and  lie  is  called  to 
the  aid  of  the  hewitclied.  The  rogue,  uL 


MAfOsa  tortulas. 


bouse  five  times.  Five  eggs  are  buried 
ill  hat  ashes  that  they  may  tliere  break, 
and  the  little  one  have  its  iivt^  scitsea 
awakened.  If  the  eggs  do  not  break 
readily,  it  is  a suivi  sign  that  the  cliild 
will  not  1>e  very  intelligcuL  If  they  do, 
the  child  w'ill  be  oxira  lunght.  Idiey 
put  in  their  hands  such  tools  as  they 
are  expec'ted  to  use  when  adults.  Tlio 
mother  and  her  oli'spring  lx)tli  have  a 


toring  culiaUstic  words, searches  under  the 
hammock  or  Ik^I,  and  produces  a Buiall 
clay  or  ivax  hguiv  that  lie  Imd  brought 
with  hlni  coficca led.  With  great  prelcn- 
siofis  he  shows  t his  image  to  the  slanders- 
by,  asserting  it  to  be  the  cau.se  of  the  uiis- 
ehlef.  Then  he  !*eci‘ives  a fee*,  mul  (le- 
]>Mris  amid  the  liianks  of  his  vvondering 
du|K.\s. 

By  mural  paintings  found  in  the  ruined 
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timi  aiici^^nily  on  iJ:^  tombs*  and  snspoml  f^om 

ii^ii  to-rfia^  tb^:  tmnat 

jiAtd  bldb^reA  wove  abla  j|f3^n:i|irK  it;  iif  veify: 

ii it  pmphi^sy  yri^-  by  f3te  preV 

bfubfhel^  I^^b^u*peeib.‘€  M wiib  tbe  /dil^ 

oiiK^i%  tm^feibed  in l^^  Mt  >^*ut 
LiiWtind  aiui  Cbt^)limio.  Py  e^uuVe  b AYl^n; 
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ART  STUDENT  IN  ECOUEN, 


Ec'ouen,  about  a mile  from  the  village  it* 
^elf. 

The  parisli  chureh,  the  earlier  portioii 
of  whioh  dates  back  sonie  two  hundred 
years^  wfxSj  as  M.  Fi*ere  informed  us  one 
day^  mueli  more  interesting  forty  ^^ears 
ago,  when  he  first  came  to  Ecoueu.  It 
was  then  very  picturesque;  additions  of 
modern  Gothic  a few  years  ago  liave  made 
it  more  convenieut,  but  have  spoiled  its 
peculiar  character.  It  stands  under  the 
shadow  of  the  grand  old  cliostnut— old 
when  tlie  famous  Montmorency  tied  his 
hors<i  to  its  noble  branches— which  stretch- 
es out  its  great  arms  as  pi'oudly  as  three 
centuries  ago.  Above,  on  the  crown  of 
tlie  hill,  towel’s  the  magiiiHcent  chateau. 
It  lias  sto(xl  then',  according  to  ancient 
ebrou ides,  since  Merovingian  limes.  In 
487  A.n.  it  was  inhabited  by  the  noble 
family  of  the  Bouchards.  Tlie  iiem  Tol- 
biac,  who  received  tlie  title  of  First  Chris- 
lian  Baron  from  his  sovereign,  Clovis  1., 
together  with  the  fief  of  Montmorency, 
was  the  founder  of  the  family.  Ever 
since,  the  chateau  i»f  Ecouen  has  been  the 
manor  house  of  this  illaslrious  race. 

The  chateau  was  rebuilt  in  1545,  during 
the  temporary  disgi’ace  of  the  Constable 
Anne  de  Mcmtinorem^y,  Court  intrigue 
and  je«aIousy  of  the  gi'cat  power  and  trust 


JL  ing  on  the  Northern  Railway,  from 
Paris  to  Brussels,  is  familiar  to  lovei’s  of 
art  JiS  the  home  of  Edouard  Frei*e,  and 
the  centre  of  a school  of  painting  of  winch 
he  is  the  honored  liead.  It  is  interesting 
also  from  many  historical  as.sociaiions. 
Tlie  family  of  the  famous  Constable  Anne 
de  Montmorency  have  for  centuries  in- 
habited the  fine  old  chateau  which  crowns 
the  summit  of  the  mountain,  ft  vvashei*e 
that  the  German  Emperor  Otho  II.  * march  - 
ing  on  E'aris  at  the  head  of  sixty  thousand 
meuj  was  defeated  and  driven  Ixick  by  the 
gallant  Moutinorencys,  During  the  siege 
of  Paris,  in  the  late  war,  the  Prussians  oc- 
cupied the  b^wn  for  months,  but  the  sol- 
diers were  under  such  good  control  that 
man}"  artists  remained  undisturbed  in  tbeir 
studios,  and  amid  the  din  of  arms  went 
quietly  on  painting  the  charming  genre 
pictures  characteristic  of  Ecouen  The 
cannon  IkhuiUhI  all  day  long,  but  Fr^re 
painted  the  peasant  child  eating  its  plate 
of  soup,  or  bringing  its  bundle  of  fagots 
from  the  wooth  as  if  soldiers  had  never 
invaded  this  xAreadia. 

Ecouen  is  some  forty  minutes"  ride  from 
Paris,  and  is  easily  reached,  trains  running 
fmiucutly  through  the  day  and  night, 
bringing  the  visitor  to  the  station  of 
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that  he  enjoyed  succeeded  in  poisoning 
the  mind  of  his  sovereign.  His  services 
to  the  state  were  forgotten ; he  was  forced 
to  retire  from  court,  and,  humiliated  and 
disappointed,  secluded  himself  in  his  an- 
cestral home  in  Ecouen, 

He  tlien  determined  to  rebuild  the  castle 
in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of  the  times, 
the  epoch  of  the  Renaissance.  The  most 
celebmted  artists  of  the  day  were  employ- 
ed in  this  work,  the  architect  and  sculptor 
being  the  great  Jean  Bullant,  pupil  of 
Pierre  Lescot.  More  than  ten  years  were 
occupied  in  the  labor  of  restoration.  The 
chateau  so  built  is  the  noble  monument 
which  now  dominates  the  town.  Nothing 
could  be  more  admirably  chosen  than  the 
site  of  the  castle.  Near  at  hand,  strange 
to  say,  it  appears  small,  but  at  a distance  it 
assumes  its  true  proportions,  occupying 
an  enormous  space  in  the  landscape,  while 
the  village  lying  just  beneath  sinks  into 
insignificance.  The  view  from  this  high 
point  is  very  fine:  on  the  southern  side 
a beautiful  stretch  of  country;  in  the  dis- 
tance the  spii'es  and  cupolas  of  Paris;  on 
the  west  the  lovely  valley  of  Saint-Brice. 

After  the  death  of  Francis  I.,  in  1547, 
the  Constable  was  recalled  to  royal  favor. 
Loyal  and  devoted  by  nature,  he  again 
actively  employed  his  great  powers  in  the 
service  of  his  King,  signalizing  his  devo- 
tion in  many  a hard-fought  field.  When 
more  than  seventy  years  old  he  led  the 
royal  troops  at  the  battle  of  Saint-Denis. 
Dismounted,  and  bleeding  from  eight 
wounds,  the  brave  old  man  still  refused 
to  yield,  but  a pLstol-shot  at  the  hands  of 
Robert  Stuart  ended  his  glorious  career. 

Of  late  yeai*s  the  ch3.teau  has  been  used 
as  a convent  school  for  the  daughters 
and  nieces  of  members  of  the  Legion  of 
Honor.  The  school  was  founded  by  Na- 
poleon in  1807,  and  with  some  changes 
and  vicissitudes,  owing  to  the  fortunes  of 
war  and  changes  in  state  policy,  has  ever 
since  been  in  operation.  Never  was  there 
a more  delightful  school-house.  The  cha- 
teau grounds  are  charmingly  laid  out  with 
terraces,  fine  avenues  of  trees,  flower  beds, 
and  walks.  Within  the  great  space  in- 
closed by  the  outer  wall  is  the  fine  old 
park,  which  is  now  open  to  visitors.  Un- 
til the  establishment  of  the  present  gov- 
ernment the  park  gates  were  only  open 
to  the  public  once  a year,  the  pupils  being 
kept  in  the  strictest  seclusion. 

At  the  great  fSte  of  Corpus  Christi  re- 
ligious services  are  held  in  the  court-yard 


of  the  chateau.  The  castle  gates  are  open- 
ed to  admit  the  religious  procession  bear- 
ing the  sacred  emblems.  Any  one  who 
likes  can  enter  with  the  priests  into  the 
hallowed  precints.  We  were  so  fortunate 
as  to  be  here  the  last  time  they  were  cele- 
brated, and  to  witness  the  imposing  cere- 
monies. 

The  crowd  advanced  through  the  pretty 
wood  surrounding  the  castle  and  along 
the  great  avenue,  and  vraited  for  the  pro- 
cession to  appear.  Presently  the  sound 
of  chanting  was  heard,  and  far  in  the  dis- 
tance were  seen  the  banners,  now  dancing 
in  the  sunlight,  now  passing  into  the 
shadow  of  the  trees.  Every  one  knelt  as 
the  procession  advanced;  the  great  gates 
swung  back,  and  the  priests  entered,  chant- 
ing solemnly,  the  acolytes  swinging  their 
censers.  We  ran  quickly  in  as  the  pro- 
cession swept  on.  Unhappy  he  who  lin- 
gers a moment;  he  finds  the  ponderous 
doors  closed.  Not  a glimpse  can  he  obtain 
of  the  gorgeous  spectacle  within. 

The  court-yard  was  a sea  of  brilliant, 
harmonious  color;  silken  banners,  heavi- 
ly embroidered,  waved  in  the  breeze,  and 
magnificent  draperies  of  silk  and  velvet 
hung  from  the  windows  of  the  chateau. 
The  priests  in  their  rich  robes,  one  hold- 
ing on  high  a great  silver  cross,  the  pretty 
acolytes  in  scarlet  and  white  swinging  their 
censers,  the  group  of  young  girls  who  had 
this  year  made  their  first  communion,  in 
their  white  wreaths  and  veils,  formed  a 
pretty  picture,  with  the  gray  old  walls  for 
a background. 

Presently  the  music  below  was  answer- 
ed from  above.  Far  up  from  a high  bal- 
cony came  the  sound  of  sweet  young 
voices  chanting  the  grand,  solemn  music 
of  the  Catholic  Church.  Tlie  singing  came 
from  a choir  of  young  girls.  They  were 
dressed  in  white,  with  white  veils,  the  blue 
sash  of  some  order  worn  about  the  shoul- 
ders. The  choir  was  led  by  a beautiful 
young  girl.  She  stood  quite  by  herself 
in  the  centre  of  the  balcony,  a sheet  of 
music  in  her  hand,  beating  the  time  in 
a graceful,  simple  manner.  The  breeze 
filled  her  draperies,  and  tliey  floated  in  the 
wind  as  she  sang,  giving  her  an  exceed- 
ingly light  and  airy  look,  like  an  angel 
singing.  She  raiglit  liave  been  St.  Ce- 
cilia come  down  again  to  earth. 

When  the  service  was  ended,  a collec- 
tion for  the  poor  was  taken  up  by  two 
young  girls,  who  went  about  with  bags  to 
gather  the  offerings  of  the  devout. 
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AN  ART  STUDENT  IN  EOOUEN, 


where,  it  deposits  its  pennies. 
The  hand  is  always  ont  for 
the  pourboire  in  France, 
and  it  is  seldom  that  it 
fails  to  get  it.  Re.spectably 
dressed  children  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  beg  from  every  one 
at  Cli  ris  tmas  ti  me.  Th  ey  lie  - 
siege  the  houses  of  the  well- 
to-do,  every  child  expecting 
sous,  and  the  grown  boys 
and  girls  much  rnoi*e.  We 
did  not  know  this  at  first, 
and  when  the  pretty  chil- 
dren. neatly  dressed,  came  to 
call  on  us,  showing  us  little 
trifles  ill  the  most  enga- 
ging way,  we  only  thouglit 
they  were  charniiiig-— the 
French  have  such  pretty 
manners !” 


never  susjfiect- 
ing  the  deep  design  behind 
the  attention  paid  us.  Even 
the  priests,  educated  men, 
will  take  a poxirhoirey  not 
at  all  pretending  that  it  is 
for  the  poor.  It  is  ditfu'ult  HK 

at  iu^t  for  an  American  to  HH 

understand  this ; bis  own  just 
pride  and  self-respect  pi*e-  hHhH 
vent.  It  hurts  him  to  think  jBHHB 
that  one  who  might  be  a 
gentleman  can  condescend 
to  such  mean  nesses ; li^jsides,  > 

he  hesitates,  fearing  to  give 
offense.  There  is  no  offense, 
except  in  the  withholding. 

A characteristic  feature  of  Ecouen  is  contrast  with  the  gigantic  specimens  in 
the  number  of  artists  one  meets  sketch-  which  the  lords  of  creation  delight  to  in- 
ing  out  of-dcK>rs,  regai-dless  of  the  weather,  shill  themselves.  Sabots  are  excellent  to 
Their  contrivances  to  keep  warm  are  ex-  stand  in  when  one  is  painting  out-of-doors 
ceedingly  ingenious.  M.  Frei*©  has  a little  in  wet  weather,  for  the  w ater  can  not  pen- 
low  cart  with  a high  back  and  top.  It  ctrate  the  soles,  und  felt  slip|H;rs  W'oru 
can  be  easily  drawn  by  one  man.  In  this  inside  keep  the  feet  warm.  Ajnong  the 
he  sits,  well  wrapped  up,  and  draws  and  lower  classes  there  is  a prejudice  against 
paints,  perfectly  protected  from  the  wind,  wofxlen  shoes.  No  |x?asant  will  ackiiow- 
If  it  is  a warm  day,  he  covers  himself  with  ledge  tliiit  he  owns  a pair,  even  if  he  is  at 
rugs  and  sheep-skins,  and  sits  where  he  the  moment  standing  in  the  fatal  felt  slip- 
chooses.  But  the  winters  here  are  much  pers  which  betray  him  beyond  a doubt, 
milder  than  in  New  York.  Violets  bios-  Probably  it  is  because  the  wooden  shoe 
som  in  the  open  air,  and  early  in  February  was  so  long  the  mark  of  inferiority  and 
the  buds  l>egin  to  swell.  suldection. 

Sabots  are '‘  an  institution'’ here.  No  The  quantities  of  clothing  worn  by  the 
one  is  so  rash  as  to  neglect  slipping  his  }>casantry  i.s  wondcrfuL  Thick  quilted 
feet  into  a i.>air  if  he  wdshcs  to  walk  in  the  jx*.Uicoats  are  seen  in  all  European  pea- 
garden  when  it  Is  at  all  damp.  Rows  of  sant  costumes,  but  only  French  women 
sabcds  are  ranged  along  the  venuida  of  a undorstand  the  art  of  wearing  these  clum- 
well-regulated  country  liouse,  inadanve^s  sy  gannent-s  with  jaunty  grace, 
coquettish  little  wooden  shoes  in  amusing  W hen  Edouard  Freie  tii-st  came  to  Eoou- 
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en,  a |X)orstrug^lin^  young  artist,  he  made 
no  attempt  to  disguise  lus  poverty,  but 
worked  bravely  on,  his  gentle,  sympathetic 
nature  endearing  IViin  to  the  common  peo- 
ple, whose  homes  and  simple  manners  he 
loved  to  depict.  He  hiis  founded  a school 
i n art,  if  school  it  can  be  called  wliere  none 
have  succeeded  in  seizing  the  peculiar  sen- 
timent and  feeliiig  of  the  master*  His 
sty^le  can  be  copied,  the  technical  details 
inasteied,  but  the  spirit  is  his  alone. 

Frere  has  now  painted  for  over  forty 
years,  but  lie  is  still  an  indefatigable 
worker.  By  eight  o-clf)ck  in  the  morn- 
ing he  Is  at  Ills  painting..  Before  the,  dew 
is  off  the  ground  he  may  be  seen  hurry- 
ing along,  picture  in  one  hand  and  paint- 
box in  the  othe}%  to  the  spot  which  he  has 
chosen  for  Jus  day’s  laboi%  A good  old 
peasant  one  day  remonstrated  with  him 
for  toiling  so  Imrd  at  his  time  of  life. 
'‘  No,  no.  P^re  Bisfseville/’^  cried  tlie  art- 
ist; ‘'if  they  should  take  away  rny  work 
fmin  me,  they  woiild  take  my  life.’’  lie 
work.s  in  the  kitchens  and  living-rooms 
of  the  j>easarits.  always  painting  liis  pic- 
tures with  tbf)ir  peculiar  sum>uru]ings, 
thus  catching  the  true  spirit  and  feeling 
of  the  scene.  **  Studio  pictures”  be  de- 


tests. No  two  of  his  pictures  are  alike, 
and  only  in  this  way  could  he  secure  ibeir 
wonderful  variety  in  subject  and  treat- 
ment. 

He  seems  never  to  get  tilled.  After  a 
long  day’s  work  one  may  see  him  at  even- 
ing hastening  along,  picture  under  his 
arm,  and  a train  of  small  models  follow- 
ing after,  each  wdth  cftinp-stool,  paint  liox, 
rugs,  or  WTaps,  for  it  matters  not  whether 
the  weather  be  hot  or  cold,  whether  it 
snow  or  rain,  so  that  the  light  is  wliat 
he  requires.  He  plants  his  Ccimp-stool  in 
the  street,  and  quickly  seats  himseif^  ar- 
ranges his  wraps,  and  is  instantly  at  work, 
never  looking  at  the  passers-by  unless 
some  acquaintance  accosts  him;  then  bis 
greeting  is  very  cordial.  For  lialf  an 
hour,  perhaps,  he  can  work  in  the  ftiding 
light.  When  it  is  quite  gone  he  hurries 
honu^  wiili  his  pictum;  everything  else  is 
left  in  a j)easant  house,  which  he  has  rtmt- 
ed.  It  is  old  and  dingy.  Here  he  socuc- 
tiines  works,  seldom  or  never  in  his  splen- 
did studio.  His  evenings  Frere  spends  in 
drawing  from  the  antique,  as  carefully  as 
if  his  artist  life  had  just  begun.  No  pic- 
ture is  ever  sent  away  l>ef ore  he  ha-s  uiade 
a pencil  sketch  of  it  for  Madame  Frere’s 
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album.  She  has  volumes  of  these,  and  it 
is  delightful  to  turn  them  over.  I*i  every 
sketch  there  is  charming  life  and  fresh- 
ness. 

M.  Fr6re  is  slight  and  delicate  in  form, 
with  a refined,  artistic  face,  and  an  exceed- 
ingly gentle,  courteous  manner.  He  is  a 
charming  host.  Madame  Frere  receives 
several  evenings  in  the  week  in  a simple, 
hospitable  style.  She  looks  very  hand- 
some in  a pretty  cap  and  silk  gown,  and 
entertains  very  agreeably.  She  speaks 
English,  having  learned  it  when  a young 
girl  in  England. 

One  of  our  party  had  just  arrived  in 
France,  and  having  unfortunately  neg- 
lected Mr.  Hood’s  friendly  counsel — 

“Never  go  to  France  unless  you  know  the  lingo; 

If  you  do,  like  me,  you’ll  repent,  by  jingo” — 

she  found  that  this  accomplishment  of 
Madame  Fibre’s  added  very  much  to  her 
comfort.  In  the  course  of  the  evening 
she  was  very  much  startled,  however, 
when  the  cakes  and  wine  appeared,  to 
hear  her  hostess  from  the  opposite  side  of 
the  room  ask,  in  very  distinct  tones,  “ My 
dear  mees,  may  I give  you  a leetle  grog 
The  grog  was  a not  disagreeable  mixture 
of  lemons,  hot  water,  and  some  kind  of 
spirit.  The  weather  had  suddenly  become 
chilly,  and  we  Americans,  accustomed  to 
a warmer  atmosphere,  were  not  at  all 
disinclined  to  accept  the  steaming  glass. 
We  soon  discovered  that  we  alone  of  the 
company  had  so  indulged.  Our  French 
friends  think,  no  doubt,  that  American  la- 
dies are  accustomed  to  imbibe  ardent  spir- 
its at  their  evening  entertainments. 

After  a while  M.  Fr6re  read  aloud  a 
modern  French  play,  with  a pleasant 
voice,  and  in  a naive^  gentle  manner,  that 
were  very  agreeable.  This  is  always  his 
custom  on  one  evening  in  the  week.  Any 
one  who  likes  can  come.  These  friendly 
hospitalities  give  a stranger  a very  home- 
like feeling.  Occasionally  in  the  course 
of  the  evening,  if  conversation  flagged,  or 
there  was  no  reading,  Madame  Frfere 
would  sing  some  verses  to  herself  in  a 
gentle,  soft  voice  for  a few  minutes,  then 
return  from  the  clouds  and  devote  her- 
self again  to  her  guests. 

On  the  last  night  of  the  old  year  all 
their  friends  and  acquaintances  pay  their 
respects  to  the  distinguished  artist  and  his 
wife,  and  watch  the  old  year  out  with 
them.  On  this  evening  they  have  dan- 
cing and  music  and  a great  deal  of  gay- 


ety.  M.  Frfere  dances  all  the  time  as  en- 
thusiastically as  he  does  everything  else. 

Their  only  son  is  also  an  artist.  He  is 
married,  and  lives  in  a pretty,  artistic  fash- 
ion quite  near  his  parents.  He  was  a pu- 
pil of  his  father  and  of  the  famous  Cou- 
ture, who  now  resides  at  Villiers-le-Bel. 

Madame  Fr^re  has  told  us  many  inter- 
esting facts  about  their  early  life  here. 
Thirty-five  years  ago  they  came  toEcouen, 
Fr^re  a young,  unknown  artist,  very 
poor,  but  full  of  enthusiasm  and  love  of 
work.  They  lived  at  that  time  in  a very 
modest  cottage — sl  little  thatched  peasant 
house  with  an  earthen  floor  and  a big 
flre-place.  In  summer,  when  the  weather 
was  fine,  they  carried  the  table  out  to 
the  pretty  grass-plot,  and  ate  their  meals 
in  the  open  air.  “Very  cogwcffe,”  she 
told  us,  was  the  little  house.  She  made 
it  pretty  in  a simple  way,  and  they  were 
very  happy.  The  town  was  much  more 
picturesque  in  those  early  days.  The  fine 
old  forests  had  not  been  swept  away; 
many  interesting  old  buildings  have  since 
disappeared.  A restaurant  then  stood  on 
the  site  of  the  present  hotel.  It  was  a 
queer  place.  On  entering,  the  guests 
stumbled  down  three  or  four  rickety 
steps  to  reach  the  principal  room.  But 
once  there,  an  artist’s  soul  would  have  re- 
joiced, it  was  so  Rembrandtish  in  its  ef- 
fects of  light  and  shade.  Fortunately, 
M.  Fr^re  has  many  studies  of  this  fine  in- 
terior. 

In  those  happy  days  there  was  no  wall 
about  the  pretty  grass-plot  under  the  great 
chestnut-tree  before  the  church,  and  the 
villagers  on  summer  evenings  danced  un- 
der its  shade.  It  was  here  that  M.  Frere, 
dancing  gayly  with  a village  maid,  once 
missed  his  footing,  and  rolled  over  and 
over  with  his  pretty  partner  till  they  reach- 
ed the  foot  of  the  slope. 

Edouard  Fr6re  is  the  king  of  Ecouen. 
While  he  lives,  no  other  artist  may  usurp 
his  throne.  But  he  is  so  amiable  a sover- 
eign, albeit  modestly  conscious  of  his  own 
merits,  that  no  one  envies  him  his  pre- 
eminence. There  are  other  artists,  how- 
ever, younger  men  of  the  new  genera- 
tion. Indeed,  Ecouen  is  a perfect  nest  of 
artists.  Few  places  surpass  it  in  conven- 
ience for  a genre  painter.  M.  Fr^re  has 
made  it  easy  for  the  younger  artists.  The 
peasants  are  so  accustomed  to  his  running 
in  and  out  of  their  kitchens,  sitting  down 
with  them  and  painting  their  family  life, 
that  they  take  it  quite  as  a matter  of  course 
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tiTnent  runs  through  them 
all.  M.  Luverger  s pleasant 
liouse  and  garden,  witli  its 
prettily  arranged  walks  and 
terraces,  its  flower  beds  and 
liafKlsonie  vases  tilled  with 
brilliant  flowers,  is  a charm- 
ing  place  for  a morniug 
stroll.  One  night  I 
her,  wlicn  the  air  was  full  of 
the  rich  perfuine  of  the  June 
roses,  our  kindly  host  led  us 
through  the  winding  paths 
to  M.  Dayola's  fine  studio  at 
the  end  of  the  garden.  It 
was  like  a fairy  scene.  The 
moonlight  fell  on  the  walks 
and  .shrubbery,  lighting  up 
everything  with  its  s«3ft 
splendor.  31.  Duvergers 
own  ah^Her  is  in  liis  house, 
and  is  iitted  up  witli  all  the 
appliances  fora  genre  paint- 
er. His  pictures  ai'c  too  well 
known  in  America  to  neeil 
description  here. 

Among  the  younger  art- 
ist.s who  have  formed  a 
.school  of  tlieir  own  in 
E(‘Ouen  none  stands  higher 
than  31.  Luigi  Chialiva,  a 
young  Italian.  His  compo- 
sitions are  exceed  i ng I y f resh 
His  subjects 


and  vigorous, 
aregcnendly  Iandsca|>c\vith 
, figures,  not  figures  w ith 
(2  landscape,  as  was  the  old 

manner.  Neither  is  subor- 
dinate to  the  other.  He  has 
ii  line  studio  conn ted  with 
hi.s  house,  and  from  tliis 
opens  a great  conservatory.  It  has  no 
plauts,  however.  Here  he  works  in  cold 
weathen  and  can  llurs  get  the  i)ut-of-door 
effects  that  his  .subjecta  requii*e.  It  is  a 
lively,  plc4isant  scene  wdien  tlic  artist 
WTirka,  as  lie  love.s  to  do,  in  his  garden. 
There  he  sits  under  liis  big  umbrella,  life 
ahvays  around  liim,  his  models— 'turkeys, 
geese,  sheep,  children  — groupe<I  about. 
Every  little  while  his  cheerful  voice  rings 
put,  '*Foi/o/(s,  tw/otiH,  rest ez 
to  the  restless  sitters. 

Just  iKdore  leaving  Ecouen  1 saw  on 
bis  easel  a line  picture,  nearly  completed, 
of  a young  girl  standing  on  the  shore  of  a 
river  surrounded  by  vslieop.  She  is  look- 
ing at  a boat  in  the  distance,  and  stands 
with  folded  hands  in  a charming,  simple 
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attitude.  Soft  sunlight  bathes  the  whole 
landscape  with  a tender  atmosphere.  The 
sheep  are  grazing  or  drinking  in  the  riv- 
er, and  are  drawn  and  grouped  with  the 
wonderful  skill  for  which  this  artist  is 
celebrated. 

Several  Americans  have  been  studying 
with  M.  Chialiva  for  several  years. 

George  Todd,  a friend  and  pupil  of  M. 
Chialiva,  has  one  of  the  most  artistic 
homes  in  Ecouen.  Entering  the  gate,  aft- 
er having  rung  a warning  peal  at  the  big 
bell,  and  received  a vociferous  greeting 
from  the  fierce  dog,  which  happily  is  chain- 
ed, the  visitor  passes  on  to  the  studio,  where 
the  genial  artist  awaits  him.  The  studio 
is  very  attractive,  with  a large  conserva- 
tory attached,  where  the  artist  works  in 
bad  weather.  It  is  filled  with  splendid 
flowers  in  full  bloom.  The  studio  proper 
is  decorated  with  fine  old  tapestries,  an- 
tique brasses,  and  ancient  carved  furni- 
ture. On  the  easels  stand  pictures,  finish- 
ed and  unfinished,  in  water-color  and  oil, 
very  beautiful  and  varied  in  design  and  fin- 
ish. This  artist,  the  chosen  friend  of  many 
brilliant  men,  is  himself  a man  of  remark- 
able character. 

The  animal  painter  Schenck  has  a stu- 
dio in  the  town,  two  enormous  rooms,  so 
large  one  can  hardly  see  to  the  end  of  them. 
He  is  fond  of  painting  his  figures  and  an- 
imals in  blinding  snow-storms.  Every 
autumn  he  goes  to  the  mountains  of  Au- 
vergne to  make  sketches.  It  is  a desolate 
region,  and  in  October  already  covered 
with  snow. 

At  his  house  he  has  a fine  collection  of 
animals— mountain  ponies  shaggy  and  pic- 
turesque, shepherd  dogs,  and  sheep  of  ev- 
ery variety  of  breed.  Pretty  little  goats 
skip  about,  climb  into  the  pony-carriage, 
and  rest  on  the  handsome  cushions.  When 
chased  ignominiously  away,  they  present- 
ly skip  back  again  with  an  innocent  air, 
as  much  at  home  as  on  their  native  rocks. 

Nowhere  in  France  has  an  art  student 
better  opportunities  for  study  than  in 
Ecouen.  His  mind  is  not  diverted  from 
work  by  the  thousand  distractions  of  the 
gay  metropolis,  and  yet  a half-hour’s  ride 
brings  all  its  advantages  within  his  reach, 
and  here  he  has  some  that  in  Paris  could 
be  obtained  only  with  great  expenditure 
of  time  and  of  money,  and  many  that  the 
city  can  not  give.  Though  so  near  the 
great  metropolis,  the  little  town  has  not 
lost  its  simplicity.  Material  is  ready  to 
the  artist’s  hand.  He  can  not  step  out-of- 


doors without  seeing  a picture  in  every 
group  he  meets.  The  peasants  still  wear 
their  becoming  costumes  and  retain  their 
rustic  ways,  and  this  is  invaluable  to  a 
genre  painter.  There  are  still  many  old 
cottages  whose  fine  interioi's  are  the  joy  of 
an  artist’s  heart.  But,  alas ! these  are  des- 
tined soon  to  pass  away  before  the  vandal 
hand  of  (so-called)  improvement.  Many 
have  already  been  torn  down ; the  others 
will  soon  follow. 

At  the  hotel  one  can  get  a comfortable 
room  for  twenty  francs  a month ; for  two 
francs  a day  a good  dinner.  If  three  or 
four  choose  to  club  together,  they  can  get 
a very  pretty  little  house  for  four  hundred 
francs  a year.  A servant  can  be  engaged 
to  come  in  by  the  day.  She  attends  to  the 
rooms,  cooks  the  dinner,  clears  everything 
away,  and  departs  till  next  morning. 
Housekeeping  can  thus  be  carried  on  very 
comfortably  and  cheaply.  The  (wrongly 
termed)  mistress  of  an  American  family 
would  envy  its  simplicity.  Early  in  the 
morning  the  butcher’s  boy  comes,  puts  his 
hand  through  the  open  kitchen  window, 
where  a piece  of  paper  is  pinned  contain- 
ing the  order  for  the  day.  In  the  after- 
noon he  returns  with  the  cdtelette  de  veau 
or  hiftek,  which  he  places  in  the  same  con- 
venient depository.  Next  comes  the  gro- 
cer’s boy  to  take  his  order.  Vegetables 
are  brought  to  the  door  every  morning  in 
heavy  carts.  Of  course  one  must  keep  a 
sharp  watch  to  see  that  he  is  not  cheated. 
In  that  respect  Ecouen  tradesmen  differ 
little  from  those  of  New  York. 

No  great  outlay  is  needed  for  furniture. 
Dressing-tables,  wash-stands,  and  otto- 
mans can  easily  be  improvised  out  of  box- 
es covered  with  chintz  or  muslin,  and  an 
artist  must  have  been  very  neglectful  of 
his  opportunities  if  he  has  not  picked  up 
some  bits  of  bric-&-brac.  A Dutch  clock, 
a few  pieces  of  old  china,  a cast  or  two, 
with  his  own  sketches  disposed  upon  the 
walls,  give  a cheerful  look  to  the  rooms 
at  very  little  expense. 

It  is  important  to  keep  one’s  eyes  open 
for  every  opportunity  to  enlarge  one’s 
stock  of  bric-a-brac.  Many  picturesque 
old  “bits”  can  be  picked  up  in  country 
places.  The  trouble  in  dealing  with  these 
peasants  is  that  as  soon  as  you  begin  to 
bargain  with  them  they  fancy  that  their 
wretched  old  furniture  is  worth  mines  of 
gold.  At  Mfere  Josephine’s  the  other  day 
I found  an  old  chair,  excellent  to  paint, 
but  short  in  one  leg.  That  defect  is  easily 
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remedied,  as  the  others  csan  be  cut  ofS  to 
match.  There  was  also  a rusty  iron  pot, 
valueless  to  her,  to  me  a real  acquisition. 
The  cost  of  the  two  articles  was  sixteen 
sous.  But  there  was  also  a very  ancient 
pine  armoire,  with  doors  and  a deep  draw- 
er, that  took  my  fancy.  This  the  old  wo- 
man would  not  part  with  unless  her  son 
gave  his  consent.  He  was  not  at  home, 
so  I agreed  to  come  again  that  evening. 

It  was  a lovely  moonlight  night,  and 
the  street  lamps  were  all  extinguished. 
The  square  was  brilliantly  illuminated  by 
the  moonbeams,  but  as  soon  as  we  left  the 
principal  streets  we  plunged  into  dark- 
ness. The  dim,  crooked  little  alley  where 
M6re  Josephine  has  her  abode  looked  for- 
bidding enough.  Far  in  the  distance 
there  was  a faint  gleam,  the  glimmer  of  a 
solitary  candle  held  out  as  a beacon-light 
by  the  good  dame,  who  was  awaiting  my 
visit.  With  the  yellow  turban  on  her 
head,  and  her  bent  figure  leaning  out  of 
the  door,  Mfere  Josephine  looked  uncom- 
monly like  an  Eastern  sorceress  beguiling 
wayfarers  into  her  unhallowed  den.  But 
we  knew  the  good  soul,  and  without  fear 
entered  the  queer  little  room,  smoky  and 
dark  with  time  and  dirt.  She  called  in 
her  worthless,  drunken  son,  to  whom  the 
armoire  belonged,  and  an  antiquarian, 
with  whom  such  contests  add  a zest  to  the 
purchase,  would  have  enjoyed  the  scene 
that  ensued.  The  son  was  as  anxious  to 
sell  as  I was  to  buy,  but  the  battered  old 
furniture  had  risen  immensely  in  the 
family  esteem  since  an  artist  sought  to 
purchase  it.  If  it  had  been  of  carved  eb- 
ony and  had  graced  the  dressing-room  of 
Madame  De  Pompadour,  he  could  not 
have  set  a higher  value  on  the  old  pine 
armoire.  It  was  in  vain  that  I offered  a 
fair  price,  and  appealed  to  his  common- 
sense  to  accept  it.  No,  indeed!  he  was 
not  to  be  caught  by  such  chaff.  Why 
should  an  artist  seek  to  purchase  a rickety 
old  wardrobe  unless  it  possessed  some 
mysterious  value  hitherto  unknown  to 
its  owner,  and  which  in  time  would  be 
sure  to  make  his  fortune  ? Mere  J osephine 
stood  by,  candle  in  hand,  turning  first  to 
one  and  then  to  the  other,  with  a placid 
smile  on  lier  witliered  features,  supporting 
every  assertion  of  her  precious  son.  Very 
ungrateful  this  Avas,  considering  the  valu- 
able articles  which  I had  purchased  of  her 
that  morning,  not  to  speak  of  the  ten  sous 
additional  generously  bestowed  on  her 
for  bringing  them  to  my  studio.  An 


hour’s  sharp  bargaining  brought  no  result, 
and  we  parted  with  mutual  dissatisfaction. 

“One  half  the  world  does  not  know 
how  the  other  half  lives,”  says  the  prov- 
erb. It  is  not  true  of  the  Ecouen  aHists. 
They  live  in  the  midst  of  the  life  which 
they  paint.  Nor  are  they  content  with 
sketching  a picture,  and  then  finishing  it 
at  their  leisure  in  the  studio.  It  is  paint- 
ed from  beginning  to  end  in  the  midst  of 
the  scene  represented.  It  is  pleasant 
enough  on  a bright,  warm  day  to  work  in 
the  open  fields  or  by  the  wood-side,  but 
the  dark,  dirty  cottages,  in  spite  of  “fine 
interiors”  and  “exquisite  effects,”  offer  no 
such  attractions.  It  is  pure  love  of  art 
that  constrains  one  to  paint  in  the  stifling 
atmosphere,  the  light  struggling  through 
the  dingy  panes,  and  in  winter  the  cold 
benumbing  one’s  fingers.  Many  a day  I 
have  sat  with  all  my  warm  things  wrapped 
about  me — cloth  sacque,  woollen  jacket, 
water-proof,  and  leggings ; on  m3"  head  a 
warm  hood,  over  that  a broad  - brimmed 
hat  to  shade  the  eyes.  In  spite  of  all,  I 
shivered  with  the  cold,  and  should  liave 
been  quite  benumbed  had  not  the  kind- 
hearted  peasant  woman  presented  me 
morning  and  evening  with  a brazier  of 
live  coals. 

It  is  more  difScult  to  obtain  models  now 
that  children  are  compelled  to  attend 
school.  The  law,  which  came  in  force 
about  two  years  ago,  is  very  strict,  parents 
being  liable  to  a fine  of  ten  francs  if  a 
child  over  five  years  old  is  kept  from 
school  in  order  to  pose.  Even  M.  Fr^re 
finds  himself  very  often  embarrassed,  al- 
though he  is  allowed  more  grace  than  any 
one  else,  while  there  is  no  consideration 
whatever  shown  to  the  requirements  of 
the  minor  artists. 

Models  are  much  cheaper  than  in  Paris. 
For  a child  one  franc  is  paid  for  the  day’s 
work.  A grown  person  receives  from 
two  to  five  francs  for  the  same  time. 
Many  of  these  models  afford  curious 
studies  of  character. 

M6re  Cocotte  has  been  a model  here 
these  forty  years  or  more.  She  posed  for 
Edouard  Frere  when  he  first  came  to 
Ecouen,  a poor  young  artist  struggling 
for  his  dail3’'  bread.  She  poses  for  him 
still,  and  will,  no  doubt,  to  the  end  of  her 
days.  On  her  next  birthday  she  will  be 
eight3",  and  is  very  tough  and  lively  for 
her  years,  as  gnarly  as  a scrub  oak.  She 
lias  bright  black  eyes  that  flash  still  in 
jo3"  or  rage,  a handsome  nose,  but  most  of 
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borne  in  tbe  small  hours,  pretty  wc4l  worn 
out,  it  must  be  confessed.  Next  morning 
her  temper  is  something  to  be  dreaded. 
She  is  generally  found  sweeping  out  lier 
rooms  with  grim  determination,  at  inter- 
vals slinging  Ixdiind  her  pieces  of  bone, 
old  vegetables,  etc,,  into  the  room,  where 
IK?rhaps  some  poor  artist  sits  meekly  at 
work,  patiently  seeking  to  transfer  some 
fine  ^ * bit'’  to  canvas.  Her  temper  is  Ayorst 
after  some  gi’eat  religious  festival  in  which 
she  has  joinc^d  with  deep  fervor.  Dressed 
in  her  pioiis  clothes,  she  follows  the  long 
procession  through  the  dusty  stivets  and 
under  tlie^  hot  sun  till  her  nervous  sys- 
tem is  quite  unstrung. 

Mere  Cocotte,  dressed  for  a funeml,  is 
a sight  to  behold.  Not  even  a wedding 
gives  her  sUch  unxnixed  delight  as  a real 
fine  fuiieml,  and  she  attires  hei’sclf  for  it 
in  the  spirit  of  a true  artist.  One  morn- 
ing she  informed  me  that  thei'e  was  to  be, 


her  teeth  at'e  gone,  except  two  powerful 
grinders,  wide  apart,  on  either  side  of  her 
strong  jaws.  When  she  w\as  young  she 
must  have  been  a l>eautj%  and  certainly 
was  a coquette  and  much  admired,  for  a 
well-timed  compliment  now  %vi]l  puther 
into  a charming  humor. 

She  is  an  excellent  t3q>e  of  the  true 
French  w'oman,  vivuv^ious,  energetic, 
tlirifty,  and  its  persistent,  unfaltering, 
and  reiuly  a liar  as  can  be  f<>und  even 
here.  Nevertheless,  her  heart  is  good; 
under  this  rough  exterior  lies  a soft  spot, 
prompting  acts  of  kindness  for  her  neigh- 
bors and  the  little  children  of  the  court. 
Her  energy  and  endurance  are  most  won- 
derful. She  was  never  kiitnvn  to  miss  a 
fete,  funeral,  or  weiiding.  It  is  all  giist 
that  comes  to  her  mill.  She  travels  off 
Sarcelles,  ViHiers-le-Beh  Gonesse,  any 
place  within  a radius  of  six  or  seven  miles, 
always  stays  to  the  balk  and  arrives  at 
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between  the  peddler  and  the  old  lady,  he 
asserting  that  she  was  interfering  w'ith  his 
rights  by  engrossing  public  attention,  she 
going  on  with  her  story,  stolidly  indiffer- 
ent to  the  fate  of  the  umbrella  trade. 
Suddenly  it  flashed  upon  her  mind  that  a 
chance  for  a bargain  was  on  hand,  and 
she  began  haggling  with  the  peddler  in 
a way  that  fully  turned  in  his  favor  all 
the  attention  she  had  hitherto  diverted 
from  him.  Alas  for  the  poor  dealer! 
After  an  hour’s  sharp  bargaining  he  left 
in  M^re  Cocotte’s  hands  an  excellent  sec- 
ond-hand silk  umbrella,  bearing  away  in 
exchange  half  a dozen  dilapidated  um- 
brella frames,  with  fifteen  sous  to  boot. 
Small  profit  did  he  win  that  day. 

Every  day  M6re  Cocotte  goes  to  the 
chateau  to  get  soup  for  herself  and  another 
old  woman  who  lives  with  her,  and  who 
is  so  feeble  that  she  can  not  go  out.  The 
chateau  was  formerly  a convent  school, 
and  the  ladies  in  charge,  of  course,  strict 
Catholics.  M6re  Cocotte  often  imitates 
their  querulous  greeting  when  she  ap- 


peared in  the  morning.  ‘ * Have  you  been 
to  mass,  M6re  Cocotte — have  you  been  to 
mass  ?”  Very  sharp  and  angry  were  they 
when  our  poor  old  model  had  neglect- 
ed her  morning  devotions.  But  they 
were  kind  souls,  after  all,  and  the  soup  al- 
ways came  after  the  scolding.  The  soup 
is  still  given  to  the  poor,  although  the  Sis- 
ters are  no  longer  in  power.  They  were 
put  out  some  two  or  three  years  ago,  when 
all  the  Catholic  schools  and  convents 
were  broken  up,  and  lay  teachers  took  the 
place  of  the  old  regime. 

The  little  town  is  fast  losing  its  old  char- 
acteristics. Gas  has  now  taken  the  place  of 
the  smoky  but  picturesque  oil  lamps  sus- 
pended in  their  lanterns  at  convenient  dis- 
tances through  the  village.  They  only 
served  to  make  darkness  visible,  it  is  time, 
and  stumbling  over  the  cobble-stones  of 
the  crooked  streets,  one  should  be  thank- 
ful for  a better  light.  The  shops  are  brill- 
iantly lighted.  But  it  is  hard  to  see  the 
primitive  simplicity  of  this  little  artistic 
corner  of  France  passing  away  forever. 
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After  ten  years  of  preliminary  work, 
including  not  only  the  discussion  of 
plans,  but  the  settlement  of  the  legal  com- 
plications growing  out  of  the  disposition  of 
Mr.  Lick’s  estate,  the  great  Lick  Observa- 
tory of  California  now  seems  fairly  on  the 
road  to  success.  With  the  interest  which 
naturally  attaches  to  this  new  institution 
must  be  combined  a curiosity  to  know 
something  of  the  character,  motives,  and 
object  of  the  founder.  Mr.  Lick’s  whole 
life  was  that  of  a modest  and  retiring  man 
of  business,  as  far  removed  from  all  con- 
tact with  the  intellectual  world  as  a mem- 
ber of  a civilized  community  well  could 
be.  His  career,  though  checkered,  had 
little  to  specially  distinguish  it  from  that 
of  the  typical  Californian.  He  was  born 
in  Pennsylvania,  in  1796,  of  a German 
family.  His  first  occupation,  after  grow- 
ing up,  was  that  of  a piano-maker.  From 
early  manhood  until  the  age  of  fifty  he 
lived  mostly  in  South  America,  slowly 
gaining  a competence  by  successful  trade. 
He  removed  to  California,  and  became  a 
resident  of  San  Francisco,  shortly  before 
the  gold  discoveries  of  1848.  He  had  the 
sagacity  to  see  that  that  city  was  destined 
to  be  the  great  entrepdt  of  our  Pacific 


coast,  and  therefore  invested  all  the  money 
he  could  gain  in  real  estate.  His  general 
policy  was  to  purchase  for  cash,  rardy  sell- 
ing or  speculating.  For  several  years  he 
was  known  only  as  a shrewd  and  safe  in- 
vestor, holding  his  money  with  a grasp  not 
usual  among  California  adventurers. 

In  1854  he  surprised  his  fellow-citizens 
by  a venture  entirely  out  of  keeping  with 
his  previous  character.  This  was  the  erec- 
tion of  the  largest  flouring  mill  that  had 
yet  been  built  in  the  State,  and  its  comple- 
tion in  a style  which  for  extravagance  of 
expenditure  had  nothing  to  approach  it. 
The  interior  was  finished  in  solid  mahog- 
any, and  the  structure  was  marked  in  ev- 
ery part  by  the  elegance  of  a palace.  A 
quarter  of  a million  of  dollars  was  said  to 
have  been  expended  on  the  building  alone, 
and  as  much  more  on  the  grounds  and  ac- 
cessories, while  the  owner  himself  occupied 
a building  in  the  neighborhood  little  bet- 
ter than  a hovel.  It  is  said  in  his  behalf 
that  this  extravagance  was  not  merely  the 
play  of  an  eccentric  humor,  but  was  in- 
tended as  a protest  against  the  cheap  and 
flimsy  style  of  building  which  then  pre- 
vailed in  California.  He  wished  to  show 
that  there  was  at  least  one  Californian  who 
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could  erect  a building  regardless  of  ex-  to  paying  what  seemed  to  him  extravagant 
pense.  But  the  enterprise  told  against  his  prices  for  personal  services  of  any  kind; 
good  judgnieiit  yet  more  strongly  than  and  could  never  be  made  to  understand 
against  his  reputation  as  a hoarder  of  that  there  were  some  kinds  of  work  which 
wealth.  The  ground  occupied  by  tbe  he  could  not  get  in  any  other  way.  Short- 
Tnill  was  subjec'd  to  inundation  almost  ly  after  the  completion  of  bis  mill  he  eiwt- 
every  year,  and  he  finally  hatl  tc»  aban-  ed  the  Lick  House,  one  of  the  most  sul>- 
don  the  place.  He  now  went  on  yet  sUtniial  buildings  which  had  then  been  seen 
another  tack,  which  lie  had  been  least  in  the  State.  The  iKH?.uliarities  of  the  found- 
of  all  expected  to  take,  by  presenting  the  er  were  well  shown  in  its  noted  dining- 
min  and  grounds  to  tlie  Paine  Memo-  room.  In  magnitude  and  ai*clutectural 
rial  Society  of  Boston,  Avhich  sold  tlio  en-  effect  it  surpa.s.sed  anything  which  had  be- 
tire  property  for  ^18,000  in  cash.  This  foi'e  been  known  in  the  West  He  showed 
sale  ^vas  effcctetl  without  the  knowledge  of  his  appreciation  of  what  was  appropriate 
Mr.  Lick,  who  was  exti'einely  dissatisfied  in  art  by  having  its  w'al Is  decorated  witli 
with  the  proceedings,  as  he  w'ould  willing-  paintings  of  California  scenery.  But  the 
ly  have  given  Jj50,0b0  himself  for  the  prop-  artistic  (pialities  of  Uie  work  may  be  judged 
eriy.  fmm  what  w’o  have  already  said  of  his 

It  would  seem  that,  with  all  his  ecceu-  views  of  );>ersonal  services.  Better  si>eci- 
tricities  and  his  peuuriousiiess  of  charac-  mens  of  art  were  the  carved  rose- wood 
ter,  Mr.  Lick  was  a uiari  of  rejil  public  frames  of  the  mi rroi’s,  w' Inch  were  in  part 
spirit,^  whose  apparent  narrowness  of  view  the  Avoric  of  Mr.  Lick's  own  hands, 
arose  from  the  life  which  lie  had  led,  and  Up  to  the  year  1873  Mr.  Lick  avjis  known 
fronr  his  personal  expenence  of  human  publicly  only  a$  a W'eaUhy  and  eccentric 
natiii’e  as  exhibited  in  C«alifornia  at  that  Californian,  the  proprietor  of  the  Lick 
time.  Being  a mail  of  sterling  integrity.  House  anti  of  the  mahogany  mill,  a sup- 
who  had  made  hi^^  fortune  by  work  x^urter  of  the  California  Academy  of  Soi- 
and  business  eriterprise,  be  could  not  tol-  ences,  and  one  of  the  foun del's  of  the  So- 
erate  the  .spirit  of  men  who  s*;>ught  to  com-  ciety  of  California  Pioneers.  In  that  year 
maudraore  for  their  labor  than  it  was  iegitb  he  made  Ids  name  widely  known  to  the 
mately  worth.  He  was  particularly  averse  Avorld  by  an  expressed  intention  of  giving 
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bis  entire  fortune  to  a board  of  trustees, 
tbe  interest  to  be  expended  for  scientific 
and  public  objects.  Among  the  latter  was 
a monument  to  Francis  S.  Key,  author  of 
the  “Star-spangled  Banner.”  It  is  also 
said  that  he  would  have  erected  a monu- 
ment to  Thomas  Paine,  of  whose  works  he 
was  a great  admirer,  but  that  he  was  dis- 
suaded by  the  assurance  of  his  friends  that 
it  would  not  do  to  outrage  public  opinion 
in  this  way,  and  that  such  a monument 
would  not  ba  allowed  to  stand.  Other 
beneficiaries  of  his  trust  wei*e  to  be  the 
societies  already  mentioned.  But  the  ob- 
ject to  which  he  devoted  the  largest  sum, 
|700,000,  and  which  was  nearest  of  all  to 
his  heart,  was  the  construction  of  a tele- 
scope “larger  and  more  powerful  than 
any  ever  before  made,”  together  with  an 
observatory  which  should  be  connected 
with  it.  But  he  evidently  regarded  the 
observatory  as  an  appendage  of  the  tele- 
scope. 

One  question  which  will  naturally  arise 
in  the  mind  of  a visitor  will  be.  Why  did 
the  eccentric  founder  take  such  interest  in 
the  foundation  of  a scientific  institution, 
the  work  of  which  should  be  so  far  re- 
moved from  everything  with  which  he 
was  concerned  during  his  life  ? It  is  high- 
ly probable  that  Mr.  James  Lick  never 
saw  a large  telescope,  and  certain  that  he 
knew  nothing  more  of  astronomical  in- 
struments or  their  uses  than  the  average 
California  gold-digger.  We  search  in 
vain  through  the  record  of  his  life  to  find 
any  traces  of  astronomical  knowledge,  or 
any  unusual  taste  for  that  science.  But 
astronomy  is  a science  which  seems  to 
have  the  strongest  hold  on  minds  which 
are  not  i nti  mately  acquainted  \vith  its  work. 
The  view  taken  by  such  minds  is  not  dis- 
tracted by  the  technical  details  which  trou- 
ble the  investigator,  and  its  great  outlines 
are  seen  through  an  atmosphere  of  senti- 
ment, which  softens  out  the  algebraic  for- 
mula with  which  the  astronomer  is  con- 
cerned into  those  magnificent  conceptions 
of  creation  which  ai*e  the  delight  of  all 
minds,  trained  or  untrained. 

It  is  worthy  of  note  that  Mr.  Lick's  move- 
ment follow^  close  upon  the  construction 
of  the  gi'eat  Washington  telescope,  and 
upon  a discussion  in  some  papers  devoted 
to  diffusing  scientific  knowledge  of  the 
possibility  of  constructing  a “million-dol- 
lar  telescope.”  It  is  said  that  one  of  the 
parties  who  had  taken  some  interest  in  the 
latter  enterprise  went  so  far  as  to  visit  the 


shop  of  Messrs.  Alvan  Clark  and  Sons  with 
a view  of  learning  whether  it  was  really 
possible  to  make  a million-dollar  telescope. 

“Suppose  we  make  ’em  a telescope — 
charge  ’em  a million  dollai*s  for  it — then 
they’d  have  a million-dollar  telescope,” 
was  the  sententious  but  conclusive  reply. 

The  subject  was  not  again  heard  of  in 
the  East,  but  it  is  not  impossible  that  it 
reached  Mr.  Lick  in  the  newspapers. 
Whatever  may  have  been  the  source  of 
Mr.  Lick’s  interest,  it  is  certain  that  he  did 
not  begin  by  mastering  the  conditions  of 
the  problem.  All  that  he  said  and  wrote 
on  the  details  of  the  observatory  was, 
from  a scientific  point  of  view,  of  the 
crudest  kind,  and  showed  that  he  had  no 
idea  of  the  practical  difficulties  involved 
in  the  task  which  he  was  about  to  under- 
take. To  his  mind  the  problem  of  making 
a telescope  of  any  required  power  was 
purely  one  of  enterprise  and  money,  like 
that  of  building  a hotel  of  any  required 
size,  and,  once  pointed  at  the  sky,  he  evi- 
dently thought  that  discoveries  would  be 
made  by  merely  the  looking.  One  can 
not  but  suspect  that  if  he  had  but  known 
a little  more  of  practical  astronomy  he 
would  never  have  given  money  to  found 
an  observatory. 

His  first  public  act  was  the  appointment 
of  a board  of  seven  trustees,  comprising 
some  of  the  leading  business  men  of  San 
Francisco,  to  whom  he  executed  a deed  of 
gift  of  his  entire  fortune,  making  no  reser- 
vation for  himself  except  an  annual  sum 
for  his  own  support  during  his  life.  The 
first  thing  he  desired  was  the  construction 
of  the  telescope,  and  he  probably  hoped  to 
see  its  completion  himself.  The  smallest 
aperture  which  he  could  be  induced  to 
think  of  for  his  telescope  was  forty  inches, 
which  would  admit  more  tiian  double  the 
light  of  the  Washington  telescope;  but  he 
constantly  strove  for  a much  larger  size 
— four  feet  or  upward. 

A spot  of  great  natural  beauty  was 
chosen  near  Lake  Tahoe  as  the  future  site 
of  the  observatory,  on  the  recommendation 
of  a consulting  engineer,  Mr.  Von  Schmidt. 

But,  as  the  location  was  afterward  changed, 
no  interest  now  attaches  to  this  site. 

None  of  the  trustees  had  before  been 
connected  witli  so  great  a scientific  enter- 
prise, and  they  naturally  felt  some  embar- 
rassment respecting  their  proper  course. 

The  business  of  investigating  what  ar- 
rangements should  be  made  was  placed  in 
the  hands  of  one  of  their  number,  Mr.  D. 
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cally  readied.  Only  two  firms  coruld  un- 
dertake the  work — Chance  and  Co.,  of 
Birmingham,  and  Fell,  of  Paris.  The 
former  had  the  advantage  of  the  capital 
and  responsibility  of  a great  firm;  the  lat- 
ter, of  especial  skill  and  enthusiasm.  It 
was  difficult  to  choose  between  them. 

Before  the  trustees  had  time  to  reach  a 
conclusion  on  the  report  of  their  agent, 
Mr.  Lick  suddenly  iook  a course  which 
threatened  destruction  to  the  whole  pro- 
ject. He  became  distrustful  of  his  board 
of  trustees,  and  especially  of  the  presi- 
dent, whose  resignation  he  finally  de- 
manded. The  board  was  not  composed 
of  men  who  were  willing  to  be  trifled 
with  in  this  way,  and  the  resignation  was 
refused.  Mr.  Lick  thereupon  revoked  his 
gift,  thus  throwing  the  whole  project  into 
utter  coTifiision  from  the  doubt  cast  upon 
the  title  to  his  own  lauded  estate.  Wheth- 
er tlie  board  of  trustees  abandoned  the 
case  or  fought  him,  the  result  might  have 
been  equally  disastrous.  They  therefore 
adopted  the  dignified  and  public-spirited 
course  of  filing  a bill  in  equity,  in  which 
they  asked  the  court  to  accept  their  resig- 
nation, and  appoint  a new  board  to  per- 
form their  duties.  This  gave  the  court 
the  opportunity  to  transfer  all  the  rights, 
duties,  and  responsibilities  of  the  old 
board  u{x>n  the  new  one  which  had  been 
selected  by  Mr.  Lick,  and  thus  to  legalize 
the  changed  course  which  things  had 
taken. 

Mr.  Lick  died  before  his  affairs  could  be 
settled- up,  and  his  death  was  followed  by 
a course  of  litigation  between  the  differ- 
ent beneficiaries  and  his  son  and  heir, 
which  was  not  finally  settled  until  1880. 
The  new  pi*esident  of  the  board  was  Cap- 
tain Richard  S.  Floyd,  of  San  Francisco, 
who,  from  the  time  of  his  entering  upon 
the  active  administration  of  the  trust  in 
1876,  devoted  great  attention  to  the  subject 
both  at  home  and  abroad.  Being  a gnidu- 
ate  of  the  United  States  Naval  Academy, 
he  bad  a basis  of  practical  experience  in 
the  use  of  astronomical  instruments  which 
served  him  a good  purpose  in  his  work. 
The  question  of  greatest  difficulty  was 
whether  the  telescope  should  be  a reflect- 
or or  a refractor.  Theoretically  there  was 
no  limit  to  the  size  of  the  former,  and,  as 
a matter  of  fact,  great  reflectors  like  that 
of  the  £^1  of  Rosso  far  exceeded  in  size 
any  refracting  telescope  which  it  was  pos- 
sible to  construct.  But  the  practical  dif- 
ficulties in  the  way  of  their  successful  use 
VoL.  LXX.-NO.  417.-26 


were  such  that  not  even  the  largest  of 
them  had  exceeded  the  largest  refractors 
in  performance.  The  problem  for  the  so- 
lution of  which  the  trustees  were  waiting 
was  whether  success  could  be  obtained 
with  a great  reflector.  Up  to  the  time 
when  a decision  had  to  be  reached  no 
satisfactory  evidence  was  developed  that 
the  requirements  could  be  fulfilled  by  any 
form  except  tliat  of  a refracting  telescope. 
It  was  therefore  finally  adopted. 

Before  Mr.  Lick  changed  his  board  of 
trustees  ho  grew  distrustful  of  the  site 
which  had  been  selected  on  the  border  of 
Lake  Tahoe,  and  chose  another  on  what 
is  now  known  as  Mount  Hamilton.  The 
latter  is  a prominence  in  the  Coast  Range 
of  California,  forty -four  hundred  feet 
above  the  level  of  the  sea,  and  some  four- 
teen miles  in  a straight  line  east  of  San 
Jos6. 

The  view  from  the  summit  is  one  of  the 
most  commanding  in  the  United  States. 
Through  a ravine  toward  the  west  the 
spectator  sees  the  city  of  San  Jos6,  its 
buildings  dotting  with  white  the  beauti- 
ful plain  in  which  it  is  situated.  The 
view  of  the  Pacific  Ocean  beyond  is  cut 
off  by  a range  of  mountains.  Toward 
the  north  the  eye  takes  in  a vast  region, 
covered  with  innumerable  hills,  half 
mountain  and  half  field.  In  very  clear 
weather  the  peak  of  Mount  Shasta  may 
be  seen  at  a distance  of  more  than  two 
hundred  and  fifty  miles.  On  the  east, 
above  the  neighboring  hills,  a fine  view 
of  the  outlines  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  range, 
one  hundred  and  thirty  miles  distant,  may 
be  obtained  at  sunrise.  On  the  south  the 
view  is  bounded  by  another  peak  about  the 
same  height  as  Mount  Hamilton.  Between 
the  two  mountains  lies  a ravine  more  than 
a thousand  feet  deep.  Snow  and  glaciers 
are  wanting,  so  that  the  views  do  not  com- 
pare in  magnificence  with  those  obtained 
in  the  Alps,  but  the  clearness  of  the  at- 
mosphere partially  compensates  for  this 
by  the  extent  and  variety  of  the  field 
which  the  eye  takes  in. 

The  astronomer  is  not  concerned  with 
the  earth,  but  with  the  heavens;  and  an 
elevated  station  is  of  no  use  to  him  unless 
it  brings  some  advantage  in  looking  up- 
ward. Other  circumstances  come  into 
play  to  such  an  extent  that  the  mere  gain 
of  going  above  a mile  of  the  atmosphere  is 
comparatively  slight,  and,  as  a matter  of 
fact,  many  of  the  finest  observations  have 
been  made  at  the  sea -level.  Notwith- 
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standing  the  clearness  of  the  air,  doubt 
was  thrown  upon  the  suitability  of  the 
site  for  astronomical  observations.  Ob- 
servers had  reported  a current  of  warm 
air  rising  up  the  side  of  the  mountain  dur- 
ing the  night  sufficiently  strong  to  carry  a 
sheet  of  tissue-paper  out  of  sight.  Such  a 
current  would  be  fatal  to  astronomical  ob- 
servations, and  it  became  important,  be- 
fore commencing  the  building,  to  have  a 
thorough  trial  of  the  atmospheric  condi- 
tions made  by  a competent  observer. 

The  astronomers  who  were  consulted 
united  in  commending  S.  W.  Burnham, 
of  Chicago,  as  the  best  available  judge  in 
the  case.  This  gentleman,  although  an 
amateur  in  the  science,  had  gained  a 
world-wide  reputation  by  the  discovery, 
with  an  eight-inch  telescope,  of  a great 
number  of  double  stars  which  had  es- 
caped the  scrutiny  of  the  Herschels  and 
the  Struves.  Long  practice  at  Chicago 
in  all  sorts  of  atmospheric  conditions  fit- 
ted him  to  recognize  good  conditions  more 
quickly  and  certainly  than  one  who  had 
devoted  himself  to  more  widely  extended 
branches  of  the  science. 

In  the  summer  of  1879  Mr.  Burnham 
accepted  a proposal  to  proceed  to  Califor- 
nia with  his  telescope,  and  spend  several 
weeks  in  surveying  the  heavens  from  the 
top  of  Mount  Hamilton.  The  month  of 
August  found  him  installed  in  a little  ob- 
servatory which  had  been  designed  and 
erected  by  Captain  Floyd.  The  results 
of  his  examination  exceeded  all  expecta- 
tions, and  an  astronomer  has  seldom  had 
occasion  to  make  so  enthusiastic  a report 
as  that  of  Mr.  Burnham.  Not  only  were 
the  atmospheric  conditions  of  the  finest 
kind,  but  night  after  night  the  astrono- 
mer enjoyed  such  views  of  the  heavenly 
bodies  as  Chicago  offered  him  only  a few 
nights  in  the  year.  The  general  experi- 
ence of  observers  is  that  the  very  finest 
nights  for  seeing  are  few  in  number;  the 
man  who  can  secure  a dozen  in  a year 
would  be  considered  extremely  fortunate. 
Even  one  of  these  favoi^ble  nights  might 
not  remain  so  for  an  hour.  But  at  Mount 
Hamilton  that  steadiness  of  view  which 
is  so  rarely  to  be  found  at  less  favored 
spots  generally  continued  through  the 
whole  night.  Whether  the  future  astron- 
omer who  shall  scan  the  heavens  from 
this  unsurpassed  spot  with  an  unrivalled 
telescope  will  enjoy  during  the  whole 
year  such  weather  as  occurs  during  sum- 
mer and  autumn  can  not  be  foreseen ; 


but  even  if  he  does  not,  he  will  be  more 
than  satisfied  with  the  year’s  work  which 
he  can  perform  during  the  favorable  sea- 
son. 

As  bearing  on  this  subject  we  may  cite 
the  observations  and  photographs  of  the 
transit  of  Venus  taken  at  the  Lick  Observ- 
atory in  1882  by  Professor  D.  P.  Todd. 
These  proved  to  be  the  finest  photographs 
of  the  transit  ever  taken.  The  skill  of 
the  astronomer  was  indeed  a very  essen- 
tial requisite  to  the  work ; but  this  would 
have  availed  nothing  had  the  condition 
of  the  atmosphere  been  unfavorable.  Al- 
together, we  may  assume  that,  so  far  as 
mere  looking  is  concerned,  no  existing  ob- 
servatory is  so  favorably  situated  as  that 
now  being  erected  by  the  Lick  trustees. 

With  the  legal  complications  all  ad- 
justed and  the  site  assured,  the  trustees 
were  prepared  to  commence  the  actual 
negotiations  for  making  the  telescope  and 
erecting  the  necessaiy  buildings.  The 
first  was  really  the  most  tedious  and  diffi- 
cult work.  In  1880  a contract  was  made 
with  Messrs.  Alvan  Clark  and  Sons  to 
furnish  an  objective  of  thirty-six  inches 
clear  aperture.  This  was  six  inches  great- 
er than  the  glass  they  had  just  arranged 
to  make  for  the  Russian  government,  and 
thus  the  telescope  would  fulfill  the  con- 
dition of  being  the  largest  and  most  pow- 
erful ever  made.  The  result  has  proved 
the  old  rule,  that  the  larger  the  glass,  the 
moi*e  difficult  it  is  to  make  it.  In  this 
connection  there  is  a curious  contrast  be- 
tween our  present  experience  and  that  of 
the  opticians  in  the  early  part  of  the  cen- 
tury. At  that  time  the  making  of  the 
crown-glass  for  the  double  lens  offered 
comparatively  little  difficulty;  it  was  the 
flint-glass  with  which  the  trouble  was 
found.  The  latter  contained  lead,  a sub- 
stance of  great  specific  gravity,  which 
persisted  in  settling  toward  the  bottom 
of  the  pot  in  which  the  glass  was  melted, 
and  thus  producing  a difference  between 
the  two  sides  of  the  glass  which  was  fatal 
to  its  performance.  But  this  difficulty 
has  been  so  completely  overcome  that  all 
the  trouble  now  arises  with  the  crown- 
glass.  The  method  of  making  the  best 
flint  was  long  supposed  to  be  a secret  in 
the  hands  of  a Swiss  named  Guinand 
and  his  family ; but  it  is  now  believed 
that  the  supposed  secret  involved  no- 
thing more  than  the  very  simple  device 
of  continuously  and  vigorously  stirring 
the  molten  glass  until  it  became  too  cool 
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and  stiff  to  permit  the  heavier  material 
to  settle.  However  this  might  be,  Fell, 
of  Paris,  who  has  been  most  successful  in 
making  large  disks,  supplied  a satisfac- 
tory flint  in  a reasonable  time.  But  so 
much  delay  was  met  with  in  casting  the 
crown-glass  that  it  has  not  yet  reached 
the  hands  of  the  optician.  The  cause  of 
his  failure  is  one  so  simple  that  one  can 
not  but  wonder  that  it  should  offer  any 
trouble  after  being  once  detected.  W e call 
to  mind  that  when  the  founder  has  suc- 
ceeded in  casting  his  lump  of  glass,  weigh- 
ing several  hundred  pounds,  the  clay  pot 
in  which  it  is  contained  is  broken  away. 
The  outside  portions  of  the  glass  itself, 
being  impregnated  with  the  clay  and  oth- 
er impurities,  have  to  be  cut  away.  This 
is  a most  tedious  process.  If  any  ordi- 
nary cutting  tool  were  used,  the  glass 
would  be  apt  to  fly  to  pieces.  It  has  to 
be  sawed  by  a wire  working  in  . sand  and 
water.  The  process  of  cutting  away  the 
outside  is  one,  therefore,  involving  weeks, 
if  not  months,  of  labor.  When  it  is  done, 
the  mass  must  be  pressed  into  the  shape 
of  a disk,  like  a very  thin  grindstone,  and 
in  order  to  do  this  the  lump  must  first  be 
heated  nearly  to  the  melting-point,  so  as 
to  become  plastic.  But  when  Fell  began 
to  heat  his  large  mass  it  flew  to  pieces. 
In  successive  attempts  he  took  more  and 
more  time  for  the  heating,  but  broke  a 
dozen  or  more  pieces  before  he  at  last 
succeeded.  In  February,  1884,  he  report- 
ed that  a glass  was  actually  moulded  with- 
out having  been  broken,  and  would  soon 
be  ready  for  shipment.  But  it  has  not 
been  shipped  up  to  the  time  of  sending 
these  pages  to  press,  and  no  one  this  side 
of  the  Atlantic  knows  what  the  state  of 
things  in  the  Paris  foundry  really  is. 

All  this  refers  only  to  the  great  object- 
glass  of  the  telescoi^e,  which,  though  the 
one  vital  organ  of  the  instrument,  is  real- 
ly a very  small  portion  of  the  whole. 
The  construction  of  the  delicate  yet  pow- 
erful machinery  by  which  the  tube  sixty 
feet  long  is  to  be  pointed  toward  any  re- 
gion of  the  heavens,  and  kept  in  motion 
by  clock-work,  has  not  yet  been  com- 
menced. In  fact,  the  question  who  shall 
construct  this  “ mounting,”  as  it  is  called, 
is  a difficult  one  to  decide.  In  size  and 
weight  it  is  a piece  of  very  heavy  ma- 
chinery, and  would  naturally  be  made  in 
some  great  shop  devoted  to  the  construc- 
tion of  steam  and  other  engines  of  the  lar- 
gest size.  But  the  great  masses  of  metal 


which  form  the  axes  and  supports  of  the 
instrument  have  to  be  moved  by  a system 
of  mechanism  some  parts  of  which  are  as 
delicate  as  those  of  a watch.  The  microm- 
eter alone  will,  if  made  in  the  most  ap- 
proved way,  be  a piece  of  mechanism  far 
more  intricate  than  an  ordinary  astronom- 
ical instrument.  In  all  this  an  astronom- 
ical instrument  maker  is  required.  Fi- 
nally, wi^at  is  more  important,  a multi- 
tude of  provisions  must  be  made  for  the 
handling  and  pointing  of  the  instrument, 
for  illuminating  the  different  portions, 
and  for  enabling  the  observer  to  read  off 
the  fine  lines  by  which  he  knows  at  each 
moment  exactly  at  what  star  his  instru- 
ment may  be  pointed.  The  difficulty  of 
this  last  problem  is  one  that  is  very  slight- 
ly appreciated  by  those  not  accustomed  to 
the  use  of  telescopes.  When  using  a pow- 
er of  one  thousand,  the  whole  field  of 
view  of  the  telescope  is  only  a little  spot 
of  the  heavens  not  one-hundredth  of  the 
apparent  surface  of  the  sun  or  moon. 
Within  this  little  spot  is  contained  all 
th^it  the  observer  sees  when  he  looks  into 
the  telescope.  Yet  by  being  magnified  a 
thousand  times  it  seems  to  ffil  a fourth  of 
the  sky.  Since  the  observer  can  not  see 
anything  outside  of  this  little  spot,  he  has 
no  knowledge  which  way  to  turn  his  tel- 
escope by  mere  sight  of  the  heavens.  He 
must  therefore  have  a delicate  arrange- 
ment of  circles  by  which  he  finds  out 
where  he  is  looking,  not  by  what  he  sees, 
but  by  looking  into  microscopes  attached 
to  various  parts  of  the  instrument  itself. 
All  this  requires  the  combined  skill  of 
the  astronomer,  the  astronomical  mecha- 
nician, and  the  engineer. 

After  a decision  is  I'eached,  it  will  proba- 
bly require  two  years  to  complete  the  in- 
strument. The  trustees  are  apparently 
delaying  the  decision  in  order  to  be  free 
to  choose  the  best  coui’se  when  the  com- 
pletion of  the  object-glass  is  assured. 
Meanwhile  the  erection  of  the  buildings 
and  the  construction  of  the  other  instru- 
ments are  being  pushed  forward.  The  as- 
tronomers with  whom  the  trustees  con- 
sulted w*ere  unanimous  in  counselling 
them  against  any  unnecessary  expendi- 
ture upon  buildings.  The  really  impor- 
tant i)art  of  the  observatory  is  its  instru- 
ments; the  buildings  serve  no  purpose  ex- 
cept to  protect  the  instruments  from  the 
weather,  and  to  furnish  the  necessary  of- 
fice rooms  for  the  astronomers  and  their 
books.  It  was  also  urged  upon  them  tliat 
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no  piece  of  pretentious  architecture  should 
be  attempted,  but  that  each  instrument 
should,  so  far  as  possible,  have  its  own  lit- 
tle building.  The  observatory  has  been 
constructed  on  these  ideas.  At  one  end 
is  the  dome  which  is  to  contain  the  great 
telescope,  at  the  other  end  is  a smaller 
dome  with  a much  smaller  telescope,  to  be 
hereafter  described.  Between  these  two 
domes  extends  the  observatory*  proper, 
which  consists  mainly  of  a corridor  with 
a row  of  rooms  opening  out  on  each  side. 
On  the  front  is  a piazza,  commanding,  as 
we  have  already  described,  one  of  the 
most  imposing  terrestrial  views  in  the 
world.  In  the  back  is  a level  plain  hardly 
a hundred  yards  in  extent,  formed  by 
blasting  off  the  peak  of  the  mountain. 
Here  is  mounted  the  great  meridian  circle 
made  by  the  Repsolds,  a transit  instru- 
ment by  Facctt,  of  Washington,  and  a 
photoheliograph,  which,  as  its  name  im- 
plies, is  an  instrument  for  obtaining  pho- 
tographs of  the  sun.  With  this  instru- 
ment was  taken  the  photographs  of  the 
transit  of  Venus  already  alluded  to. 

In  the  small  dome  is  a twelve-inch  tele- 
scope which  has  a curious  history.  Some 
eight  years  ago  Messrs.  Alvan  Clark  and 
Sons  made  a contract  with  the  Portuguese 
government  for  a photographic  telescope. 
When  the  telescope  was  done,  the  Portu- 
guese were  duly  informed  of  the  fact,  but 
although  an  advanced  payment  had  been 
made,  no  directions  respecting  the  disposi- 
tion of  the  instrument  could  be  obtained. 
Repeated  applications  having  failed  to  eli- 
cit any  reply,  or  to  secure  the  completion 
of  the  payment,  the  constructors  were  at 
liberty  to  dispose  of  the  instrument.  The 
objective  was,  however,  one  made  not  for 
the  best  sight  of  celestial  objects,  but  to 
take  the  best  photographs.  It  was  there- 
fore unfit  for  ordinary  observations.  It 
happened,  however,  that  Professor  Henry 
Draper,  the  lamented  astronomer,  of  New 
York,  had  a visual  objective  of  nearly  the 
same  size,  which  he  wished  to  replace  by  a 
photographic  one.  Accordingly  a change 
of  glasses  was  made.  Dr.  Draper’s  object- 
ive was  fitted  to  the  mounting  of  the  Portu- 
guese telescope,  and  the  latter  sold  to  the 
Lick  trustees.  It  was  mounted  in  1881, 
under  the  direction  of  Professor  E.  S. 
Holden,  who  went  out  to  Mount  Hamilton 
in  company  with  Mr.  Burnham  to  inspect 
the  ob^rvatory,  and  make  observations 


on  the  transit  of  Mercury  in  November  of 
that  year. 

It  will  be  seen  that  although  the  Lick 
Observatory  is  still  in  an  unfinished  state, 
it  is  in  a position  to  do  excellent  work. 
Unfortunately,  however,  the  terms  of  Mr. 
Lick’s  donation  are  such  as  to  prevent  the 
trustees  fi*om  inaugurating  a course  of  ob- 
servations. They  have  authority  only  to 
erect  the  observatory  and  mount  the  in- 
struments. Until  this  is  done  they  can  not 
relieve  themselves  of  the  charge.  When 
finished,  the  institution  is  to  be  turned 
over  to  the  Regents  of  the  University  of 
California,  who  are  to  appoint  an  astrono- 
mer, and  put  the  institution  into  opera- 
tion. The  trustees  having  no  authority  to 
appoint  an  astronomer,  the  work  which  has 
been  done  there  has  been  incidental  to  the 
completion  of  the  building.  One  bad  effect 
of  this  is  that  the  trustees  ai'e  unable  to  make 
arrangements  with  a view  to  any  special 
line  of  research.  The  astronomer  who  is 
to  take  charge  finally  must  make  the  best 
use  he  can  of  the  appliances  furnished  him, 
and  depend  for  their  improvement  upon 
the  current  income  of  the  establishment. 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  prosx)ects  for  con- 
tributions to  astronomy  of  an  important 
and  interesting  kind  are  good.  If  we  could 
get  the  fmnk  opinion  of  the  ablest  astrono- 
mers of  to-day,  it  would  no  doubt  be  that 
the  making  of  great  telescopes  had  al- 
ready been  pushed  beyond  the  require- 
ments of  science,  and  that  current  solid 
work  must  mostly  be  done  with  smaller 
instruments.  Yet  no  one  would  object 
to  the  completion  of  a single  instrument 
to  surpass  all  others,  provided  it  was 
placed  in  a position  corresponding  to  its 
superior  power.  This  being,  as  is  hoped, 
the  case  with  the  Lick  telescope,  its  com- 
pletion will  be  welcomed  everywhere. 

Yet  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that  the  effi- 
ciency of  an  institution  like  that  we  are 
considering  is  liable  to  be  impaired  by  a 
multitude  of  causes.  Few  i)eople  are 
alive  either  to  the  difficulty  or  impor- 
tance of  getting  the  proper  man  as  as- 
tronomer of  the  institution.  From  the 
popular  point  of  view,  that  the  principal 
business  of  the  astronomer  is  to  make 
good  use  of  his  eyes,  the  difficulty  can 
not  be  seen  at  all.  The  plain  fact  is  that 
upon  him  more  than  upon  the  instru- 
ments the  reputation  of  the  observatory 
must  depend. 
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The  great  history  of  Thukydides,  which 
after  twenty-three  centuries  still  ranks 
(in  spite  of  Mr.  Cobden)  among  our  chief 
text-books  of  political  wisdom,  has  often 
seemed  to  me  one  of  the  most  mournful 
books  in  the  world.  At  no  other  spot  on 
the  earth's  surface,  and  at  no  other  time 
in  the  career  of  mankind,  has  the  human 
intellect  flowed  with  such  luxuriance  as  at 
Athens  during  the  eighty-five  years  which 
intervened  between  the  victory  of  Mara- 
thon and  the  defeat  of  Aigospotamos.  In 
no  other  like  interval  of  time,  and  in  no 
other  community  of  like  dimensions,  has 
so  much  work  been  accomplished  of  which 
we  can  say  with  truth  it  is  a etc  ae/j 
an  eternal  possession.  It  is  impossible  to 
conceive  of  a day  so  distant  or  an  era  of 
culture  so  exalted  that  the  lessons  taught 
by  Athens  shall  (Sease  to  be  of  value,  or 
that  the  writings  of  her  great  thinkers 
shall  cease  to  be  read  with  fresh  profit  and 
delight.  We  understand  these  things  far 
better  to-day  than  did  those  monsters  of 
erudition  in  the  sixteenth  century,  who 
studied  the  classics  for  philological  pur- 
poses mainly.  Indeed,  the  older  the  world 
grows,  the  more  varied  our  experience  of 
practical  politics,  the  more  comprehensive 
our  survey  of  universal  history,  the  strong- 
er our  grasp  upon  the  comparative  method 
of  inquiry,  the  more  brilliant  is  the  light 
thrown  upon  that  brief  day  of  Athenian 
greatness,  and  the  more  wonderful  and 
admirable  does  it  all  seem.  To  see  this 
glorious  community  overthrown,  shorn  of 
half  its  virtue  (to  use  the  Homeric  phrase), 
and  thrust  down  into  an  inferior  position 
in  the  world,  is  a mournful  spectacle  in- 
deed. And  the  book  which  sets  before  us 
80  impartially  yet  so  eloquently  the  in- 
numerable petty  misunderstandings  and 
contemptible  jealousies  which  brought 
about  this  direful  result  is  one  of  the 
most  mournful  of  books. 

We  may  console  ourselves,  however, 
for  the  premature  overthrow  of  the  power 
of  Athens  by  the  reflection  that  that  pow- 
er rested  upon  political  conditions  which 
could  not  in  any  case  have  been  perma- 
nent, or  even  long-enduring.  The  entire 
political  system  of  ancient  Greece,  based 
as  it  was  upon  the  idea  of  the  sovereign 
indc()eudence  of  each  single  city,  was  one 
which  could  not  fail  sooner  or  later  to 
exhaust  itself  through  chronic  anarchy. 
The  only  remedy  lay  either  in  some  kind 


of  permanent  federation,  combined  with 
representative  government,  or  else  in  what 
we  might  call  “incorporation  and  assim- 
ilation,” after  the  Roman  fashion.  But 
the  incorporation  of  one  town  with  an- 
other, though  effected  with  brilliant  re- 
sults in  the  early  history  of  Attica,  in- 
volved such  a disturbance  of  all  the  asso- 
ciations which  in  the  Greek  mind  clustered 
about  the  conception  of  a city  that  it  was 
quite  impracticable  on  any  large  or  gen- 
eral scale.  Schemes  of  federal  union  were 
put  into  operation,  though  too  late  to  be 
of  avail  against  the  assaults  of  Macedonia 
and  Rome.  But  as  for  the  principle  of 
representation,  that  seems  to  have  been 
an  invention  of  the  Teutonic  mind;  no 
statesman  of  antiquity,  either  in  Greece 
or  at  Rome,  seems  to  have  conceived  the 
idea  of  a city  sending  delegates  armed 
with  plenary  po wei*s  to  represent  its  inter- 
ests in  a general  legislative  assembly.  To 
the  Greek  statesman,  no  doubt,  this  too 
would  have  seemed  derogatory  to  the  dig- 
nity of  the  sovereign  city. 

This  feeling  with  which  the  ancient 
Greek  statesmen,  and  to  some  extent  the 
Romans  also,  regarded  the  city  has  be- 
come almost  incomprehensible  to  the  mod- 
ern mind,  so  far  I’emoved  are  we  from  the 
political  circumstances  which  made  such 
a feeling  possible.  Teutonic  civilization, 
indeed,  has  never  passed  through  a stage 
in  which  the  foremost  position  has  been 
held  by  civic  communities.  Teutonic  civ- 
ilization passed  directly  from  the  stage 
of  tribal  into  that  of  national  organiza- 
tion, before  any  Teutonic  city  had  ac- 
quired sufficient  importance  to  have  claim- 
ed autonomy  for  itself;  and  at  the  time 
when  Teutonic  nationalities  were  forming, 
moreover,  all  the  cities  in  Europe  had  so 
long  been  accustomed  to  recognize  a mas- 
ter outside  of  them,  in  the  person  of  the 
Roman  emperor,  that  the  very  tradition 
of  civic  autonomy,  as  it  existed  in  ancient 
Greece,  had  become  extinct.  This  differ- 
ence between  the  political  basis  of  Teu- 
tonic and  of  Graeco-Roman  civilization  is 
one  of  which  it  would  bo  difficult  to  ex- 
aggerate  the  importance;  and  wdien  thor- 
oughly understood  it  goes  farther,  perhaps, 
than  anything  else  toward  accounting  for 
the  successive  failures  of  the  Greek  and 
Roman  i)olitical  systems,  and  toward  in- 
spiring us  with  confidence  in  the  future 
stability  of  the  political  system  which  has 
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been  wrought  out  by  the  genius  of  the 
English  race. 

The  most  primitive  form  of  i)olitical  as- 
sociation known  to  have  existed  is  that  of 
the  cZan,  or  group  of  families  held  togeth- 
er by  ties  of  descent  from  a common  an- 
cestor. The  change  from  a nomadic  to 
a stationary  mode  of  life,  attendant  upon 
the  adoption  of  agricultural  pursuits, 
converted  the  clan  into  a mark  or  vil- 
lage community,  something  like  those 
which  exist  to-day  in  Russia.  The  polit- 
ical progress  of  primitive  society  seems 
to  have  consisted  largely  in  the  coales- 
cence of  these  small  groups  into  larger 
groups.  The  first  series  of  compound 
groups  resulting  from  the  coalescence  of 
adjacent  marks  is  that  which  was  known 
in  nearly  all  Teutonic  lands  as  the  hun- 
dred, in  Athens  as  the  (pparpia  or  brother- 
hood^ in  Rome  as  the  curia.  Yet  along- 
side of  the  Roman  group  called  the  curia 
there  is  a group  whose  name,  the  century^ 
exactly  translates  the  name  of  the  Teu- 
tonic group;  and,  as  Mr.  Freeman  says,  it 
is  difficult  to  believe  that  the  Roman  cen- 
tury did  not  at  the  outset  in  some  way 
correspond  to  the  Teutonic  hundred  as  a 
stage  in  political  organization.  But  both 
these  terms,  as  we  know  them  in  history, 
are  survivals  from  some  prehistoric  state 
of  things;  and  whether  they  were  origi- 
nally applied  to  a hundred  of  houses,  or 
of  families,  or  of  warriors,  we  do  not 
know.  M.  Geffroy,  in  his  interesting  es- 
say on  the  Oermania  of  Tacitus,  suggests 
that  the  term  canton  may  have  a similar 
origin.  The  outlines  of  these  primitive 
groups  are,  however,  more  obscure  than 
those  of  the  more  primitive  mark,  because 
in  most  cases  they  have  been  either  cross- 
ed and  effaced,  or  at  any  rate  diminished 
in  importance,  by  the  more  highly  com- 
pounded groups  which  came  next  in  order 
of  formation.  Next  above  the  hundred 
in  order  of  composition  comes  the  group 
known  in  ancient  Italy  as  the  pagus,  in 
Attica  perhaps  as  the  ^me,  in  Germany, 
and  at  first  in  England,  as  the  gau  or  ga, 
at  a later  date  in  England  as  the  shire. 
Whatever  its  name,  this  group  answers  to 
the  tribe  regarded  as  settled  upon  a cer- 
tain determinate  territory.  Just  as  in  the 
earlier  nomadic  life  the  aggregation  of 
clans  makes  ultimately  the  tribe,  so  in 
the  more  advanced  agricultural  life  of  our 
Aryan  ancestors  the  aggregation  of  marks 
or  village  communities  makes  ultimately 
the  gau  or  shire.  Properly  speaking,  the 


name  shire  is  descriptive  of  division  and 
not  of  aggregation;  but  this  term  came 
into  use  in  England  after  the  historic  or- 
der of  formation  had  been  foi^tten,  and 
when  the  shire  was  looked  upon  as  a piece 
of  some  larger  whole,  such  as  the  king- 
dom of  Mercia  or  Wessex.  Historically, 
however,  the  shire  was  not  made,  like  the 
departments  of  modern  France,  by  the 
division  of  the  kingdom  for  administra- 
tive purposes,  but  the  kingdom  was  made 
by  the  union  of  shires  that  were  previ- 
ously autonomous.  In  the  primitive  pro- 
cess of  aggregation  the  shire  or  gau,  gov- 
erned by  its  xoitenagemote  or  “ meeting  of 
wise  men,”  and  by  its  chief  magistrate, 
who  was  called  ealdorman  in  time  of 
peace,  and  heretoga,  “ army  leader,”  dux, 
or  duke,  in  time  of  war — ^the  shire,  1 say, 
in  this  form,  is  the  largest  and  most  com- 
plex political  body  we  find  previous  to 
the  formation  of  kingdoms  and  nations. 
But  in  saying  this  we  have  already  passed 
beyond  the  point  at  which  we  can  include 
in  the  same  general  formula  the  process 
of  political  development  in  Teutonic  coun- 
tries on  the  one  hand,  and  in  Greece  and 
Rome  on  the  other.  Up  as  far  as  the 
formation  of  the  tribe,  territorially  re- 
garded, the  parallelism  is  preserved;  but 
at  this  point  there  begins  an  all-important 
divergence.  In  the  looser  and  more  dif- 
fused society  of  the  rural  Teutons  the 
tribe  is  spread  over  a shire,  and  the  aggre- 
gation of  shires  makes  a kingdom,  embra- 
cing citie^  towns,  and  rural  districts  held 
together  by  similar  bonds  of  relationship 
to  the  central  governing  power.  But  in 
the  society  of  the  old  Greeks  and  Italians 
the  aggregation  of  tribes,  crowded  togeth- 
er on  fortified  hill-tops,  made  the  ancient 
city — a very  different  thing  indeed  from 
the  modern  city.  Let  us  consider  for  a 
moment  the  difference. 

Sir  Henry  Maine  tells  us  that  in  Hin- 
dostan  nearly  all  the  great  towns  and 
cities  have  arisen  either  from  the  simple 
expansion  or  from  the  expansion  and  coa- 
lescence of  primitive  village  communities; 
and  such  as  have  not  arisen  in  this  way, 
including  some  of  the  gi-eatest  of  Indian 
cities,  have  grown  up  about  the  intrench- 
ed camps  of  the  Mogul  emperors.  ♦ The 
case  has  been  just  the  same  in  modern 
Europe.  Some  famous  cities  of  England 
and  Germany,  such  as  Chester  and  Lin- 
coln, Strasburg  and  Mayence,  grew  up 
about  the  camps  of  the  Roman  legions. 

♦ Maine,  Village  CammunUies,  118. 
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But  in  general  the  Teutonic  city  has  been 
formed  by  the  expansion  and  coalescence 
of  thickly  peopled  townships  and  hun- 
dreds. In  the  United  States  nearly  all 
cities  have  come  from  the  growth  and  ex- 
pansion of  villages,  with  such  occasional 
cases  of  coalescence  as  that  of  Boston  with 
Roxbury  and  Charlestown.  Now  and 
then  a city  has  been  laid  out  as  a city  ab 
initio^  with  full  consciousness  of  its  pur- 
pose,  as  a man  would  build  a house,  and 
this  was  the  case  not  merely  with  Mar- 
tin Cliuzzlewit’s  Eden,  but  with  the  city 
of  Washington,  the  seat  of  our  federal 
government.  But  to  go  back  to  the  early 
ages  of  England,  the  country  which  best 
exhibits  the  normal  development  of  Teu- 
tonic institutions,  the  point  which  I wish 
specially  to  emphasize  is  this:  in  no  case 
does  the  city  appear  as  equivalent  to  the 
dwelling-place  of  a tribe  or  of  a confed- 
eration of  tribes.  In  no  case  does  cit- 
izenship or  burghership  appear  to  rest 
upon  the  basis  of  a real  or  assumed  com- 
munity of  descent  from  a single  real  or 
mythical  progenitor.  In  the  primitive 
mark,  as  we  have  seen,  the  bond  which 
kept  the  community  together  and  consti- 
tuted it  a political  unit  was  the  bond  of 
blood  relationship,  real  or  assumed;  but 
this  was  not  the  case  with  the  city  or 
borough.  The  city  did  not  correspond 
with  the  tribe  as  the  mark  corresponded 
with  the  clan.  The  aggregation  of  clans 
into  tribes  corresponded  with  the  aggre- 
gation of  marks,  not  into  cities^  but  into 
shires.  The  multitude  of  compound  po- 
litical units,  by  the  further  compounding 
of  which  a nation  was  to  be  formed,  did 
not  consist  of  cities,  but  of  shires.  The 
city  was  simply  a point  in  the  shire  dis- 
tinguished by  greater  density  of  popula- 
tion. The  relations  sustained  by  the  thin- 
ly populated  rural  townships  and  hun- 
dreds to  the  general  government  of  the 
shire  were  co-ordinate  with  the  relations 
sustained  to  the  same  government  by  those 
thickly  peopled  townships  and  hundreds 
which  upon  their  coalescence  were  known 
as  cities  or  boroughs.  Of  course  I am 
speaking  now  in  a broad  and  general  way, 
and  without  reference  to  such  special  priv- 
ileges or  immunities  as  cities  and  boroughs 
frequently  obtained  by  royal  charter  in 
feudal  times.  Such  special  privileges — 
as,  for  instance,  the  exemption  of  boroughs 
from  the  ordinary  sessions  of  the  county 
court,  under  Henry  I.* — were  in  their  na- 
^ Stubbs,  ComL  !.,  625. 


ture  grants  from  an  external  source,  and 
were  in  no  wise  inherent  in  the  position  or 
mode  of  origin  of  the  Teutonic  city.  And 
they  were,  moreover,  posterior  in  date  to 
that  embryonic  period  of  national  growth 
of  which  I am  now  sx)eaking.  They  do 
not  affect  in  any  way  the  correctness  of 
my  general  statement,  which  is  sufficient- 
ly illustrated  by  the  fact  that  the  oldest 
shire -motes,  or  county  assemblies,  were 
attended  by  representatives  from  all  the 
townships  and  hundreds  in  the  shire, 
whether  such  townships  and  hundreds 
formed  parts  of  boroughs  or  not. 

Very  different  from  this  was  the  em- 
bryonic growth  of  political  society  in  an- 
cient Greece  and  Italy.  There  the  aggre- 
gation of  clans  into  tribes  and  confedera- 
tions of  tribes  resulted  directly,  as  we  have 
seen,  in  the  city.  There  burghership,  with 
its  political  and  social  rights  and  duties, 
had  its  theoretical  basis  and  descent  from 
a common  ancestor,  or  from  a small  group 
of  closely  related  common  ancestors.  The 
group  of  fellow -citizens  was  associated 
through  its  related  group  of  ancestral 
household  deities,  and  through  religious 
rites  performed  in  common,  to  which  it 
would  have  been  sacrilege  to  have  ad- 
mitted a stranger.  Thus  the  ancient 
city  was  a religious  as  well  as  a political 
body,  and  in  either  character  it  was  com- 
plete in  itself,  and  it  was  sovereign.  Thus 
in  ancient  Greece  and  Italy  the  primitive 
clan -assembly  or  township  meeting  did 
not  grow  by  aggregation  into  the  assem- 
bly of  the  shii*e,  but  into  the  comitia  or 
ecclesia  of  the  city.  The  chief  magistrate 
was  not  the  ealdorman  of  early  English 
history,  but  the  rex  or  basileus^  who  com- 
bined in  himself  the  functions  of  king, 
general,  and  priest.  Thus,  too,  there  was 
a severance  politically  between  city  and 
country  such  as  the  Teutonic  world  has 
never  known.  The  rural  districts  sur- 
rounding a city  might  be  subject  to  it,  but 
could  neither  share  its  franchise  nor  claim 
a co-ordinate  franchise  with  it.  Athens, 
indeed,  at  an  early  period  went  so  far  as 
to  incorporate  with  itself  Eleusis  and  Mara- 
thon and  the  other  rural  towns  of  Attika. 
In  this  one  respect  Athens  transgi^essed 
the  bounds  of  ancient  civic  organization, 
and  no  doubt  it  gained  greatly  in  power 
thereby.  But  generally  in  the  Hellenic 
world  the  rural  population  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  a great  city  were  mere  irepioiKOi, 
or  “dwellers  in  the  vicinity”;  the  in- 
habitants of  a city  who  had  moved  thith- 
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er  from  some  other  city,  both  they  and 
their  descendants,  were  mere  fxdroiKot^  or 
“dwellers  in  the  place”;  and  neither  the 
one  class  nor  the  other  could  acquire  the 
rights  and  privileges  of  citizenship.  A 
revolution,  indeed,  went  on  at  Athens, 
from  the  time  of  Solon  to  the  time  of 
Kleisthenes,  which  essentially  modified 
the  old  tribal  divisions,  and  Emitted  to 
the  franchise  all  such  families  resident 
from  time  immemorial  as  did  not  belong 
to  the  tribes  of  eupatrids  by  whom  the 
city  was  founded.  But  this  change  once 
accomplished,  the  civic  exclusiveness  of 
Athens  remained  very  much  what  it  was 
before.  The  popular  assembly  was  en- 
larged, and  public  harmony  was  secured, 
but  Athenian  burghership  still  remained 
a privilege  which  could  not  be  acquired 
by  the  native  of  any  other  city.  Similar 
revolutions,  w’ith  a similarly  limited  pur- 
pose and  result,  occurred  at  Sparta,  Elis, 
and  other  Greek  cities.  At  l^me,  by  a 
like  revolution,  the  plebeians  of  the  Cap- 
itoline  and  Aventine  acquired  parallel 
rights  of  citizenship  with  the  patricians  of 
the  original  city  on  the  Palatine ; but  this 
revolution,  as  we  shall  presently  see,  had 
different  results,  leading  ultimately  to  the 
overthrow  of  the  city  system  throughout 
the  ancient  world. 

The  deep-seated  difference  between  the 
Teutonic  political  system  based  on  the 
shire  and  the  Graeco-Roman  system  based 
on  the  city  is  now,  I think,  sufficiently  ap- 
parent. Now  from  this  fundamental  dif- 
ference have  come  two  consequences  of 
enormous  importance,  consequences  of 
which  it  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that, 
taken  together,  they  furnish  the  key  to  the 
whole  history  of  European  civilization  as 
regarded  purely  from  a political  point  of 
view. 

The  first  of  these  consequences  had  no 
doubt  a very  humble  origin  in  the  mere 
difference  between  the  shire  and  the  city 
in  territorial  extent  and  in  density  of  pop- 
ulation. When  people  live  near  together 
it  is  easy  for  them  to  attend  a town-meet- 
ing, and  the  assembly  by  which  public 
business  is  transacted  is  likely  to  remain 
a primary  assembly  in  the  true  sense  of 
the  term.  But  when  people  are  dispersed 
over  a wide  tract  of  country  the  primary 
assembly  inevitably  shrinks  up  into  an 
assembly  of  such  persons  as  can  best  af- 
ford the  time  and  trouble  of  attending  it, 
or  who  have  the  strongest  interest  in  go- 
ing, or  are  most  likely  to  be  listened  to 


after  they  get  there.  Distance  and  diflS- 
culty,  and  in  early  times  danger  too,  per- 
haps, keep  many  people  away.  And 
though  a shire  is  not  a wide  tract  of  coun- 
try for  most  purposes,  and  according  to 
modem  ideas,  it  was  nevertheless  quite 
wide  enough  in  former  times  to  bring 
about  the  result  I have  mentioned.  In 
the  times  before  the  Norman  conquest,  if 
not  before  the  completed  union  of  Eng- 
land under  Edgar,  the  shire-mote  or  county 
assembly,  though  in  theory  still  a folk- 
mote  or  primary  assembly,  had  shrunk 
into  what  was  virtually  a witenagemote, 
or  assembly  of  the  most  important  persons 
in  the  county.  But  the  several  town- 
ships, not  wishing,  as  we  may  well  be- 
lieve, to  lose  their  voice  entirely  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  county  affairs,  sent  to  the  meet- 
ings each  its  representative  in  the  person 
of  the  town -reeve  and  four  “discreet 
men.”  I believe  it  has  not  been  deter- 
mined at  what  precise  time  this  step  was 
taken,  but  it  no  doubt  long  antedates  the 
Norman  conquest.  It  is  mentioned  by 
Professor  Stubbs  as  being  already,  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  III.,  a custom  of  immemo- 
rial antiquity.*  In  these  four  discreet  men 
we  have  the  forerunners  of  the  two  burgh- 
ers from  each  town  who  were  summon- 
ed by  Earl  Simon  to  the  famous  Parlia- 
ment of  1265,  as  well  as  of  the  two  knights 
from  each  shire  whom  the  king  had  sum- 
moned eleven  years  before.  In  these  four 
discreet  men  sent  to  speak  for  their  town- 
ship in  the  old  county  assembly  we  have 
the  germ  of  institutions  that  have  ripened 
into  the  House  of  Commons,  and  into  the 
legislatures  of  modern  kingdoms  and  re- 
publics. In  the  system  of  representation 
thus  inaugurated  lay  the  future  possibility 
of  such  gigantic  political  aggregates  as 
the  United  States  of  America. 

In  the  ancient  city,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  extreme  compactness  of  the  political 
structure  made  representation  unnecessa- 
ry, and  prevented  it  from  being  thought 
of  in  circumstances  vrhere  it  might  have 
proved  of  immense  value.  In  an  aristo- 
cratic Greek  city  like  Sparta  all  the  mem- 
bers of  the  ruling  class  met  together  and 
voted  in  the  assembly ; in  a democratic  city 
like  Athens  all  the  free  citizens  met  and 
voted ; in  each  case  the  assembly  was  pri- 
mary and  not  representative.  The  only 
exception  in  all  Greek  antiquity  is  one 
which  emphatically  proves  the  rule.  The 
Amphiktyonic  Council,  an  institution  of 
• Stubbs,  SeUet  CharterB^  401. 
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prehistoric  origin,  concerned  mainly  with 
religious  affairs  pertaining  to  the  worship 
of  the  Delphic  Apollo,  furnished  a prece- 
dent for  a representative — and  indeed  for 
a federal — assembly.  Delegates  from  va- 
rious Gi*eek  tribes  and  cities  attended  it. 
The  fact  that  with  such  a precedent  before 
their  eyes  the  Greeks  never  once  hit  upon 
the  device  of  representation,  even  in  their 
attempts  at  forming  federal  unions,  shows 
how  thoroughly  their  whole  political  train- 
ing had  operated  to  exclude  such  a con- 
ception from  their  minds; 

Tlie  second  great  consequence  of  the 
Grseco-Roman  city  system  was  linked  in 
many  ways  with  tins  absence  of  the  rep- 
resentative principle.  In  Greece  the  for- 
mation of  political  aggregates  higher  and 
more  extensive  than  the  city  was  until  a 
latedate  rendered  impossible.  Thegoodand 
bad  sides  of  this  peculiar  phase  of  civiliza- 
tion have  been  often  enough  commented  on 
by  liistorians.  On  the  one  hand,  the  dem- 
ocratic assembly  of  such  an  imperial  city 
as  Athens  furnished  a school  of  political 
training  superior  to  anything  else  that  the 
world  has  ever  seen.  It  was  something 
like  what  the  New  England  town-meeting 
would  be  if  it  were  continually  required 
to  adjust  complicated  questions  of  inter- 
national polity,  if  it  were  carried  on  in 
the  very  centre  or  point  of  confluence  of 
all  contemporary  streams  of  culture,  and 
if  it  were  in  the  habit  every  few  days  of 
listening  to  statesmen  and  orators  like 
Hamilton  or  Webster,  jurists  like  Mar- 
shall, generals  like  Sherman,  poets  like 
Lowell,  historians  like  Parkman.  No- 
thing in  all  history  has  approached  the 
high-wrought  intensity  and  brilliancy  of 
the  political  life  of  Athens.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  smallness  of  the  independent 
city  as  a political  aggregate  made  it  of 
little  or  no  use  in  diminishing  the  liabili- 
ty to  perpetual  warfare  which  is  the  curse 
of  all  primitive  communities.  In  a group 
of  independent  cities  such  as  made  up  the 
Hellenic  world  the  tendency  to  warfare 
is  almost  as  strong  and  the  occasions  for 
warfare  are  almost  as  frequent  as  in  a 
congeries  of  mutually  hostile  tribes  of  bar- 
barians. There  is  something  almost  lurid 
in  the  sharpness  of  contrast  with  which 
the  wonderful  height  of  humanity  at- 
tained by  Hellas  is  set  off  against  the 
fierce  barbarism  which  characterized  the 
relations  of  its  cities  to  one  another.  It 
may  be  laid  down  as  a general  rule  that 
in  the  early  state  of  society,  where  the  po- 


litical aggregations  are  small,  warfare  is 
universal  and  cruel.  From  the  intensity 
of  the  jealousies  and  rivalries  between  ad- 
jacent self-governing  groups  of  men  no- 
thing short  of  chronic  warfare  can  result, 
until  some  principle  of  union  is  evolved 
by  which  disputes  can  be  settled  in  ac- 
cordance with  general  principles  admit- 
ted by  all.  Among  peoples  that  have 
never  risen  above  the  tribal  stage  of  ag- 
gregation, such  as  the  American  Indians, 
war  is  the  normal  condition  of  things,  and 
there  is  nothing  fit  to  be  called  peace — 
there  are  only  truces  of  brief  and  uncer- 
tain duration.  Were  it  not  for  this  there 
would  be  somewhat  less  to  be  said  in  favor 
of  great  states  and  kingdoms.  As  modern 
life  grows  more  and  more  complicated  and 
interdependent  the  great  state  subserves 
innumerable  useful  purposes,  but  in  the 
history  of  civilization  its  first  service  both 
in  order  of  time  and  in  order  of  impor- 
tance consists  in  the  diminution  of  the 
quantity  of  warfare  and  in  the  narrowing 
of  its  sphere.  For  within  the  territorial 
limits  of  any  great  and  permanent  state 
the  tendency  is  for  warfare  to  become  the 
exception,  and  peace  the  rule.  In  this 
direction  the  political  careers  of  the  Greek 
cities  assisted  the  progress  of  civilization 
but  little. 

Under  the  conditions  of  Graeco-Roman 
civic  life  there  were  but  two  practicable 
methods  of  forming  a great  state  and  di- 
minishing the  quantity  of  warfare.  The 
one  method  was  conquest  with  incorpo- 
ration^ the  other  method  was  fedei'ation. 
Either  one  city  might  conquer  all  the  oth- 
ers and  endow  their  citizens  with  its  own 
franchise,  or  all  the  cities  might  give  up 
part  of  their  sovereignty  to  a federal  body 
which  should  have  power  to  keep  the 
peace,  and  should  represent  the  civilized 
world  of  the  time  in  its  relations  with  out- 
lying barbaric  peoples.  Of  these  two 
methods  obviously  the  latter  is  much  the 
higher  one,  and  presupposes  for  its  suc- 
cessful adoption  a higher  general  state  of 
civilization  than  the  former.  Neither 
method  was  adopted  by  the  Greeks  in 
their  day  of  greatness.  The  Spartan 
method  of  extending  its  power  was  con- 
quest without  incorporation : when  Sparta 
conquered  another  Greek  city  she  sent  a 
harmost  to  govern  it  like  a tyrant;  in 
other  words,  she  virtually  enslaved  the 
subject  city.  The  efforts  of  Athens  tend- 
ed more  in  the  direction  of  a peaceful  fed- 
eralism. In  the  great  Delian  confederacy, 
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which  developed  into  the  maritime  em- 
pire of  Athens,  the  JEgean  cities  were 
treated  as  allies  rather  than  subjects.  As 
regards  their  local  affairs  they  were  in  no 
way  interfered  with,  and  could  they  have 
been  represented  in  some  kind  of  a feder- 
al council  at  Athens,  the  course  of  Gre- 
cian history  might  have  been  wonder- 
fully altered.  As  it  was,  they  were  all 
deprived  of  one  essential  element  of  sov- 
ereignty— the  power  of  controlling  their 
own  military  forces.  Some  of  them,  as 
Chios  and  Mitylene,  furnished  troops  at 
the  demand  of  Athens ; others  maintain- 
ed no  troops,  but  paid  a fixed  tribute  to 
Athens  in  return  for  her  protection.  In 
either  case  they  felt  shorn  of  part  of  thehr 
dignity,  though  otherwise  they  had  no- 
thing to  complain  of ; and  during  the  Pel- 
oponnesian war  Athens  had  to  reckon 
with  their  tendency  to  revolt  as  well  as 
with  her  Dorian  enemies.  Such  a confed- 
eration was  naturally  doomed  to  speedy 
overthrow. 

In  the  century  following  the  death  of 
Alexander,  in  the  closing  age  of  Hellenic 
independence,  the  federal  idea  appears 
in  a much  more  advanced  stage  of  elabo- 
ration, though  in  a part  of  Greece  which 
had  been  held  of  little  account  in  the 
great  days  of  Athens  and  Sparta.  Be- 
tween the  Achaian  federation,  framed  in 
274  B.O.,  and  the  United  States  of  Ameri- 
ca, there  are  some  interesting  points  of  re- 
semblance, which  have  been  elaborately 
discussed  by  Mr.  Freeman  in  his  fltsfo- 
ry  of  Federal  Oovemment,  About  the 
same  time  the  JEtolian  League  came  into 
prominence  in  the  north.  Both  of  these 
leagues  were  instances  of  true  federal 
government,  and  were  not  mere  con- 
federations; that  is,  the  central  govern- 
ment acted  directly  upon  all  the  citizens, 
and  not  merely  upon  the  local  govern- 
ments. Each  of  these  les^ues  had  for 
its  chief  executive  officer  a Geneml  elect- 
ed for  one  year,  with  i)owers  similar  to 
those  of  an  American  President.  In 
each  the  supreme  assembly  was  a pri- 
mary assembly,  at  which  every  citizen 
from  every  city  of  the  league  had  a right 
to  be  present,  to  speak,  and  to  vote;  but  as 
a natural  consequence  these  assemblies 
shrank  into  comparatively  aristocratic 
bodies.  In  .^Etolia,  which  was  a group  of 
mountain  cantons  similar  to  Switzerland, 
the  federal  union  was  more  complete  than 
in  Achaia,  which  was  a group  of  cities. 
In  Achaia  cases  occurred  in  which  a sin- 


gle city  was  allowed  to  deal  separately 
with  foreign  powers.  Here,  as  in  earlier 
Greek  history,  the  instinct  of  autonomy 
was  too  powerful  to  admit  of  complete  fed- 
eration. Yet  the  career  of  the  Achaian 
League  was  not  an  inglorious  one.  For 
nearly  a century  and  a half  it  gave  the 
Peloponnesus  a larger  measure  of  orderly 
government  than  the  country  had  ever 
known  before,  without  infringing  upon 
local  liberties.  It  deQed  successfully  the 
threats  and  assaults  of  Macedonia,  and 
yielded  at  last  only  to  the  all-conquering 
might  of  Rome. 

Thus,  in  so  far  as  Greece  contributed 
anything  toward  the  formation  of  great 
and  pacific  political  aggregates,  she  did  it 
through  attempts  at  federation.  But  in 
so  low  a state  of  political  development  as 
that  which  prevailed  throughout  the  Med- 
iterranean world  in  pre-Christian  times 
the  more  barbarous  method  of  conquest 
with  incoi'poration  was  more  likely  to  be 
successful  on  a great  scale.  This  was  well 
illustrated  in  the  history  of  Rome — ^a  civic 
community  of  the  same  generic  type  with 
Sparta  and  Athens,  but  presenting  specific 
differences  of  the  highest  importance. 
The  beginnings  of  Rome  unfortunately 
are  prehistoric.  I have  often  thought 
that  if  some  beneficent  fairy  could  grant 
us  the  power  of  somewhere  raising  the 
veil  of  oblivion  which  enslux)uds  the  ear- 
liest ages  of  Aryan  dominion  in  Europe, 
there  is  no  place  from  which  the  historian 
should  be  more  glad  to  see  it  lifted  tlian 
from  Rome  in  the  centuries  which  saw 
the  formation  of  the  city,  and  which  pre- 
ceded the  expulsion  of  the  kings.  Even 
the  legends  which  were  uncritically  ac- 
cepted from  the  days  of  Livy  to  those  of 
our  grandfathers  are  provokingly  silent 
upon  the  very  points  as  to  which  we 
would  fain  get  at  least  a hint.  This 
much  is  plain,  however,  that  in  the  em- 
bryonic stage  of  the  Roman  common- 
wealth some  obscure  processes  of  fusion 
or  commingling  went  on.  The  tribal 
population  of  Rome  was  more  heteroge- 
neous than  that  of  the  great  cities  of 
Greece,  and  its  earliest  municipal  religion 
seems  to  have  been  an  assemblage  of 
various  tribal  religions  that  had  ix)ints 
of  contact  with  other  tribal  religions 
throughout  large  portions  of  the  Graeco- 
Italic  world.  As  M.  De  Coulanges  ob- 
serves,'''  Rome  was  almost  the  only  city 
of  antiquity  which  was  not  kept  apart 
* La  aU  Antique^  441. 
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from  other  cities  by  its  religion.  There 
was  hardly  a people  in  Greece  or  Italy 
which  it  was  restrained  from  admitting 
to  x>articipation  in  its  municipal  rites. 

However  this  may  have  been,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  Rome  early  succeeded  in  freeing 
itself  from  that  insuperable  prejudice 
which  elsewhere  prevented  the  ancient 
city  from  admitting  aliens  to  a share  in 
its  franchise.  And  in  this  victory  over 
primeval  political  ideas  lay  the  whole  se- 
cret of  Rome's  mighty  career.  The  victory 
was  not,  indeed,  completed  until  after  the 
terrible  social  war  of  B.c.  90,  but  it  was  be- 
gun at  least  four  centuries  e€u*lier  with  the 
admission  of  the  plebeians.  At  the  consum- 
mation of  the  conquest  of  Italy  in  B.o.  270 
Roman  burghership  already  extended,  in 
varying  degrees  of  completeness,  through 
the  greater  part  of  Etruria  and  Campania, 
from  the  coast  to  the  mountains,  while  all 
the  rest  of  Italy  was  admitted  to  privi- 
leges for  which  ancient  history  had  else- 
where furnished  no  precedent.  Hence 
the  invasion  of  Hannibal,  half  a century 
later,  with  its  stupendous  victories  of 
Thrasymene  and  Cannae,  effected  nothing 
toward  detaching  the  Italian  subjects 
from  their  allegiance  to  Rome : and  here- 
in we  have  a most  instructive  contrast  to 
the  conduct  of  the  communities  subject  to 
Athens  at  several  critical  moments  of  the 
Peloponnesian  war.  With  this  consoli- 
dation of  Italy,  thus  triumphantly  dem- 
onstrated, the  whole  problem  of  the  con- 
quering career  of  Rome  was  solved.  All 
that  came  afterward  was  simply  a corol- 
lary from  this.  Tlie  concentration  of  all 
the  fighting  i)ower  of  the  peninsula  into 
the  hands  of  the  ruling  city  formed  a 
stronger  political  aggregate  than  any- 
thing the  world  had  as  yet  seen.  It  was 
not  only  proof  against  the  efforts  of  the 
greatest  military  genius  of  antiquity,  but 
whenever  it  was  brought  into  conflict 
with  the  looser  organizations  of  Greece, 
Africa,  and  Asia,  or  with  the  semi -barba- 
rous tribes  of  Spain  and  Gaul,  the  result 
of  the  struggle  was  virtually  predeter- 
mined. The  unive)*sal  dominion  of  Rome 
was  inevitable  so  soon  as  the  political 
union  of  Italy  had  been  accomplished. 
Among  the  Romans  themselves  there 
were  those  who  thoroughly  understood 
this  point,  ns  we  may  see  from  the  inter- 
esting speech  of  the  Emperor  Claudius  in 
favor  of  admitting  Gauls  to  the  Senate. 

The  benefits  conferred  upon  the  world 
by  the  universal  dominion  of  Rome  were 


of  quite  inestimable  value.  First  of  these 
benefits,  and,  as  it  were,  the  material  basis 
of  the  others,  was  the  prolonged  peace 
that  was  enforced  throughout  large  por- 
tions of  the  world  where  chronic  warfare 
had  hitherto  prevailed.  The  pax  romana 
has  no  doubt  been  sometimes  depicted  in 
exaggerated  colors;  it  was  doubtless  no- 
where so  complete  as  the  pax  ameri- 
cana  or  the  pctx  hritannica  of  the  present 
century;  but,  as  compared  with  all  that 
had  preceded,  it  deserved  the  encomiums 
it  has  received.  The  second  benefit  was 
the  mingling  and  mutual  destruction  of 
the  primitive  tribal  and  municipal  reli- 
gions, thus  clearing  the  way  for  Christian- 
ity— a step  which,  regarded  from  a purely 
political  point  of  view,  was  of  immense 
importance  for  the  further  consolidation 
of  society  in  Europe.  The  third  benefit 
was  the  development  of  the  Roman  law 
into  a great  body  of  legal  precepts  and  prin- 
ciples, leavened  throughout  with  ethical 
principles  of  universal  applicability,  and 
the  gradual  substitution  of  this  Roman  law 
for  the  innumerable  local  usages  of  ancient 
communities.  Thus  arose  the  idea  of  a 
common  Christendom,  of  a brotherhood 
of  peoples  associated  both  by  common  be- 
liefs regarding  the  unseen  world  and  by 
common  principles  of  action  in  the  daily 
affairs  of  life.  The  common  ethical  and 
traditional  basis  thus  established  for  the 
future  development  of  the  great  nation- 
alities of  Europe  is  the  most  fundamental 
characteristic  distinguishing  modem  from 
ancient  history. 

While,  however,  it  secured  these  benefits 
for  mankind  for  all  time  to  come,  the  Ro- 
man political  system  initself  wasone  which 
could  not  possibly  endure.  That  extension 
of  the  franchise  which  made  Rome’s  con- 
quests possible  was,  after  all,  the  exten- 
sion of  a franchise  which  could  only  be 
practically  enjoyed  within  the  walls  of  the 
imperial  city  itself.  From  first  to  last  the 
device  of  representation  was  never  thought 
of,  and  from  first  to  last  the  Roman  comi- 
tia  remained  a primary  assembly.  The 
result  was  that,  as  the  burgherhood  en- 
larged, the  assembly  became  a huge  mob, 
unfitted  for  the  transaction  of  public  busi- 
ness. The  functions  which  in  Athens 
were  performed  by  the  assembly  were  ac- 
cordingly in  Rome  performed  largely  by 
the  aristocmtic  senate,  and  for  the  con- 
flicts consequently  arising  between  the 
senatorial  and  the  populai*  parties  it  was 
difficult  to  find  any  adequate  constitution- 
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al  check.  Outside  of  Italy,  moreover,  in 
the  absence  of  a representative  system,  the 
Roman  government  was  a despotism  which 
might  be  more  or  less  oppressive,  but  in 
the  nature  of  things  could  be  nothing  else 
than  a despotism.  But  nothing  is  more 
dangerous  for  a free  people  than  the  at- 
tempt to  govern  a dependent  people  des- 
potically. The  bad  government  kills  out 
the  good  government  almost  as  surely  as 
slave  labor  destroys  free  labor,  or  as  a de- 
based currency  drives  out  a sound  curren- 
cy. The  existence  of  proconsuls  in  the 
provinces,  with  great  armies  at  their  beck 
and  call,  brought  about  such  results  as 
might  have  been  predicted,  as  soon  as  the 
growing  anarchy  at  liome  furnished  a 
valid  excuse  for  armed  interference.  In 
the  case  of  the  Roman  world,  however, 
the  result  is  not  to  be  deplored,  for  it  sim- 
ply substituted  a government  that  was 
practicable  under  the  circumstances  for 
one  that  had  become  demonstrably  im- 
practicable. 

As  regards  the  provinces,  the  change 
from  senatorial  to  imperial  government 
at  Rome  was  a great  gain,  as  it  substi- 
tuted an  orderly  and  responsible  adminis- 
tration for  irregular  and  iri'esponsible  ex- 
tortion. For  a long  time,  too,  it  was  no 
part  of  the  imperial  policy  to  interfere 
with  local  customs  and  privileges.  But 
in  the  absence  of  a representative  system 
the  centralizing  tendency  inseparable 
from  the  position  of  the  government 
proved  to  be  irresistible.  And  the  strength 
of  this  centralizing  tendency  was  further 
enhanced  by  the  military  character  of  the 
government,  which  was  necessitated  by 
perpetual  frontier  warfare  against  the 
barbarians.  As  year  after  year  went  by, 
the  provincial  towns  and  cities  were  gov- 
erned less  and  less  by  their  local  magis- 
trates, more  and  more  by  prefects  respon- 
sible to  the  emperor  only.  There  were 
other  co-operating  causes,  economical  and 
social,  for  the  decline  of  the  empire;  but 
this  change  alone,  which  vras  consum- 
mated by  tlie  time  of  Diocletian,  was  quite 
enough  to  burn  out  the  candle  of  Roman 
strength  at  both  ends.  With  the  decrease 
in  the  power  of  the  local  governments 
came  an  increase  in  the  burdens  of  taxa- 
tion and  conscription  that  were  laid  upon 
them.*  And  as  “ the  dislocation  of  com- 
merce and  industry  caused  by  the  barba- 
rian inroads,  and  the  increasing  demands 
of  the  central  administration  for  the  pay- 
* Arnold,  i2oman /VoWnoo/ Admtnt^ra^ion,  2S7. 


ment  of  its  countless  ofScials  and  the 
maintenance  of  its  troops,  all  went  togeth- 
er,” the  load  at  last  became  greater  “ than 
human  nature  could  endui^.”  By  the 
time  of  the  great  invasions  of  the  fifth 
century  local  political  life  had  gone  far 
toward  extinction  throughout  Roman  Eu- 
rope, and  the  tribal  organization  of  the 
Teutons  prevailed  in  the  struggle  simply 
because  it  had  come  to  be  politically  strong- 
er than  any  organization  that  was  left  to 
oppose  it. 

We  have  now  seen  how  the  two  great 
political  systems  that  were  founded  upon 
the  ancient  city  both  ended  in  failure, 
though  both  achieved  enormous  and  last- 
ing results.  And  we  have  seen  how  large- 
ly both  these  political  failures  were  due  to 
the  absence  of  the  principle  of  representa- 
tion from  the  public  life  of  Greece  and 
Rome.  The  chief  problem  of  civilization, 
from  the  political  point  of  view,  has  al- 
ways been  how  to  secure  concerted  action 
among  men  on  a great  scale  without  sac- 
rificing local  independence.  The  ancient 
history  of  Europe  seems  to  prove  that  it  is 
not  possible  to  solve  this  problem  without 
the  aid  of  the  principle  of  representation. 
Greece,  until  overcome  by  external  force, 
sacredly  maintained  local  self-government, 
but  in  securing  permanent  concert  of  ac- 
tion it  Avas  conspicuously  unsuccessful. 
Rome  secured  concert  of  action  on  a gigan- 
tic scale,  and  transformed  the  thousand 
unconnected  tribes  and  cities  it  conquered 
into  an  organized  European  world,  but  in 
doing  this  it  went  far  toward  extinguish- 
ing local  self-government.  The  advent  of 
the  Teutons  upon  the  scene  seems  there- 
fore to  have  been  necessary,  if  only  to 
supply  the  indispensable  element  without 
which  the  dilemma  of  civilization  could 
not  be  surmounted.  The  turbulence  of 
Europe  during  the  Teutonic  migrations 
was  so  great  and  so  long  continued  that 
on  a su}>erficial  view  one  might  be  ex- 
cused for  regarding  the  good  of  Rome  as 
largely  undone.  And  in  the  feudal  iso- 
lation of  effort  and  apparent  incapacity 
for  combined  action  which  characterized 
the  different  parts  of  Europe  after  the 
downfall  of  the  Carlovingian  Empire,  it 
might  well  have  seemed  that  political  so- 
ciety had  reverted  toward  a primitive  type 
of  structure.  In  truth,  however,  the  ret- 
rograclation  was  much  slighter  than  ap- 
peared on  the  surface.  Feudalism  itself, 
with  its  curious  net-work  of  fealties  and 
obligations  running  through  the  fabric  of 
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society  in  all  directions,  was  by  no  means 
purely  disintegrative  in  its  tendencies.  The 
mutual  relations  of  rival  baronies  were  by 
no  means  like  those  of  rival  clans  or  tribes 
in  pre-Roman  days.  The  central  power 
of  Rome,  though  no  longer  exerted  polit- 
ically through  curatora  and  prefects,  was 
no  less  effective  in  the  iK)tent  hands  of  the 
clergy,  and  in  the  traditions  of  the  impe- 
rial jurisprudence  by  which  the  legal  ideas 
of  mediaeval  society  were  so  strongly  col- 
ored. So  powerful,  indeed,  was  this  two- 
fold influence  of  Rome  that  in  the  later 
Middle  Ages,  when  the  modern  national- 
ities had  fairly  taken  shape,  it  was  the  ca- 
pacity for  local  self-government — in  spite 
of  all  the  Teutonic  re-enforcement  it  had 
bad — that  had  suffered  much  more  than 
the  capacity  for  national  consolidation. 
Among  the  gi^at  modern  nations  it  was 
only  England,  which  in  its  political  de- 
velopment had  remained  more  independ- 
ent of  the  Roman  law  and  the  Roman 
Church  than  even  the  Teutonic  father-land 
itself — it  was  only  England  that  came  out 
of  the  inediaival  crucible  with  its  Teutonic 
self-government  substantially  intact.  On 
the  mainland  only  two  little  spots  at  the 
two  extremities  of  the  old  Teutonic  world 
had  fared  equally  well.  At  the  mouth  of 
the  Rhine  the  little  Dutch  communities 
were  prepared  to  lead  the  attack  in  the 
terrible  battle  for  freedom  with  which  the 
drama  of  modem  history  was  ushered  in. 
In  the  impregnable  mountain  fastnesses  of 
upper  Germany  the  Swiss  cantons  had  bid- 
den defiance  alike  to  Austrian  tyrant  and 
to  Burgundian  invader,  and  had  preserved 
in  its  i)urest  form  the  rustic  democracy  of 
their  Aryan  forefathers.  By  a curious  co- 
incidence both  these  free  peoples,  in  their 
efforts  toward  national  unity,  were  led  to 
frame  federal  unions,  and  one  of  these  po- 
litical achievements  is,  from  the  stand- 
point of  universal  history,  of  very  great 
significance.  The  old  League  of  High 
Germany,  which  earned  immortal  renown 
at  Morgarten  and  Sempach,  consisted  of 
German-speaking  cantons  only.  But  in 
the  fifteenth  century  the  league  won  by 
force  of  arms  a small  bit  of  Italian  terri- 
tory about  Lake  Lugano,  and  in  the  six- 
teenth the  powerful  city  of  Berne  annex- 
ed tlie  Burgundian  bishopric  of  Lausanne, 
and  rescued  the  free  city  of  Geneva  from 
the  clutches  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy.  Oth- 
er Burgundian  possessions  of  Savoy  were 
seized  by  the  canton  of  Freiburg,  and  aft- 
er a while  all  these  subjects  and  allies  were 


admitted  on  equal  terms  into  the  confed- 
eration. The  result  is  that  modem  Switz- 
erland is  made  up  of  what  might  seem  to 
be  most  discordant  and  unmanageable  ele- 
ments. Four  languages— German,  French, 

Italian,  and  Rhaetian— are  spoken  within 
the  limits  of  the  confederacy,  and  in  point 
of  religion  the  cantons  are  sharply  divided 
as  Catholic  and  Protestant.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  all  this,  Switzerland  is  as  thoroughly 
united  in  feeling  as  any  nation  in  Eu- 
rope. To  the  German-speaking  Catholic 
of  Altdorf  the  German  Catholics  of  Bava- 
ria are  foreignei’s,  while  the  French-speak- 
ing Protestants  of  Greneva  are  fellow-coun- 
trymen. Deeper  down  oven  than  these 
deep-seated  diffei'ences  of  speech  and  creed 
lies  the  feeling  that  comes  from  the  com- 
mon jx)sse&sion  of  apolitical  freedom  that 
is  gi’cater  than  that  possessed  by  surround- 
ing peoples.  Such  has  been  the  happy  out- 
come of  the  first  attempt  at  federal  union 
made  by  men  of  Teutonic  descent.  Com- 
plete independence  in  local  affairs,  when 
combined  with  adequate  repi*esentation  in 
the  federal  council,  has  effected  such  an 
intense  cohesion  of  interests  throughout 
the  nation  as  no  centralized  government, 
however  cunningly  devised,  could  ever 
have  secured. 

Previously  to  the  nineteenth  century, 
however,  the  federal  form  of  government 
had  given  no  clear  indication  of  its  capa- 
city for  holding  together  great  bodies  of 
men,  spread  over  vast  territorial  areas,  in 
orderly  and  peaceful  relations  with  one 
another.  The  empire  of  Trajan  and  Mar- 
cus Aurelius  still  remained  the  greatest 
known  example  of  political  aggregation, 
and  men  who  argued  from  simple  historic 
precedent,  Avithout  that  power  of  analyz- 
ing precedents  which  the  comparative 
method  has  supplied,  came  not  unnatural- 
ly to  the  conclusions  that  great  political 
aggregates  have  an  inherent  tendency  to- 
ward breaking  up,  and  that  great  politic- 
al aggregates  can  not  be  maintained  except 
by  a strongly  centralized  administration, 
and  at  the  sacrifice  of  local  self-govern- 
ment. A century  ago  the  very  idea  of  a 
stable  federation  of  forty  ix)werful  states, 
covering  a territory  nearly  equal  in  area 
to  the  whole  of  Europe,  carried  on  by  a 
republican  government  elected  by  uni- 
versal suffrage,  and  guaranteeing  to  ev- 
ery tiniest  village  its  full  meed  of  local  in- 
dependence— the  very  idea  of  all  tliis  would 
have  been  scouted  as  a thoroughly  im- 
practicable utopian  dream.  And  such  a 
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skepticism  would  have  been  quite  justifia- 
ble, for  European  history  did  not  seem  to 
afford  any  precedents  upon  which  such  a 
forecast  of  the  future  could  be  logically 
based.  Between  the  various  nations  of 
Europe  there  has  certainly  always  existed 
an  element  of  political  community,  be- 
queathed by  the  Roman  Empire,  manifest- 
ed during  the  Middle  Ages  in  a common 
relationship  to  the  Church,  and  in  modem 
times  in  a common  adherence  to  certain 
uncodified  rules  of  international  law, more 
or  less  imperfectly  defined  and  enforced. 
Between  England  and  Spain, for  example, 
or  between  France  and  Austria,  there  has 
never  been  such  utter  political  severance 
as  existed  normally  between  Greece  and 
Persia,  or  Rome  and  Carthage.  But  this 
community  of  political  inheritance  in  Eu- 
rope, it  is  needless  to  say,  falls  very  far 
short  of  the  degree  of  community  implied 
in  a federal  union ; and  so  great  is  the  di- 
versity of  language  and  of  creed,  and  of 
local  historic  development,  with  the  deep- 
seated  prejudices  attendant  thereupon, 
that  the  formation  of  a European  federa- 
tion could  hardly  be  looked  for  except  as  the 
result  of  mighty  though  quiet  and  subtle 
infiuences  operating  for  a long  time  from 
without.  From  what  direction  and  in 
what  manner  such  an  irresistible  though 
perfectly  pacific  pressure  is  likely  to  be 
exerted  in  the  future  I shall  endeavor  to 
showjn  my  next  paper.  At  present  we 
have  to  observe  that  the  experiment  of 
federal  union  on  a grand  scale  required  as 
its  conditions,  a vast  extent  of  unoc- 
cupied country  which  could  be  settled  by 
men  of  the  same  race  and  speech,  and 
secondly^  on  the  part  of  the  settlers,  a rich 
inheritance  of  political  training  such  as  is 
afforded  by  long  ages  of  self-government. 
The  Atlantic  coast  of  North  America, 
easily  accessible  to  Europe,  yet  remote 
enough  to  be  freed  from  the  political  com- 
plications of  the  Old  World,  furnished  the 
first  of  these  conditions;  the  history  of  the 
English  people  through  fifty  generations 
furnished  the  second.  It  was  through 
English  self-government,  as  I argued  in 
my  first  paper,  that  England  alone 
among  the  great  nations  of  Europe  was 
able  to  found  durable  and  self-supporting 
colonies.  I have  now  to  add  that  it  was 
only  England  among  all  the  great  na- 
tions of  Europe  tjiat  could  send  forth  colo- 
nists capable  of  dealing  successfully  with 
the  difficult  problem  of  forming  such  a po- 
litical aggregate  as  the  United  States  have 


become.  For  obviously  the  preservation 
of  local  self-government  is  essential  to  the 
very  idea  of  a federal  union.  Without  the 
town -meeting,  or  its  equivalent  in  some 
form  or  other,  the  federal  union  would 
become  ipso  facto  converted  into  a cen- 
tralizing imperial  government.  Should 
anything  of  this  sort  ever  happen— should 
American  towns  ever  come  to  be  ruled  by 
prefects  appointed  at  Washington,  and 
should  American  States  ever  become  like 
the  administrative  departments  of  France, 
or  even  like  the  counties  of  England — then 
the  time  will  have  come  when  men  may 
safely  predict  the  break-up  of  the  Ameri- 
can political  system  by  reason  of  its  over- 
grown dimensions  and  the  diversity  of  in- 
terests between  its  parts.  States  so  unlike 
one  another  as  Maine  and  Louisiana  and 
California  can  not  be  held  together  by 
the  stiff  bonds  of  a centralizing  govern- 
ment. The  durableness  of  the  federal 
union  lies  in  its  fiexibility,  and  it  is  this 
flexibility  which  makes  it  the  only  kind  of 
government,  according  to  modern  ideas, 
that  is  permanently  applicable  to  a whole 
continent.  If  the  United  States  were  to- 
day a consolidated  republic  like  France, 
recent  events  in  California  might  have 
disturbed  the  peace  of  the  country.  But 
in  the  federal  union,  if  California,  as  a 
State  sovereign  within  its  own  sphere, 
adopts  a grotesque  constitution  that  aims 
at  infringing  on  the  rights  of  capitalists,  the 
other  States  are  not  directly  affected.  They 
may  disapprove,  but  they  have  neither  the 
right  nor  the  desire  to  interfere.  Mean- 
while the  laws  of  nature  quietly  operate 
to  repair  the  blunder.  Capital  flows 
away  from  California,  and  the  business  of 
the  State  is  damaged,  until  presently  the 
ignorant  demagogues  lose  favor,  the  silly 
constitution  becomes  a dead  letter,  and  its 
formal  repeal  begins  to  be  talked  of.  Not 
the  smallest  ripple  of  excitement  dis- 
turbs the  profound  peace  of  the  country  at 
large.  It  is  in  this  complete  independence 
that  is  preserved  by  every  State  in  all  mat- 
ters save  those  in  which  the  federal  prin- 
ciple itself  is  concerned  that  we  find  the 
surest  guarantee  of  the  permanence  of  the 
American  political  system.  Obviously 
no  race  of  men  save  the  race  to  which 
habits  of  self-government  and  the  skill- 
ful use  of  political  repi'esentation  had 
come  to  be  as  second  nature  could  ever 
have  succeeded  in  founding  such  a system. 

Yet  even  by  men  of  English  race,  work- 
ing without  let  or  hinderance  from  any 
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foreign  source,  and  with  the  better  part  of 
a continent  at  their  disposal  for  a held  to 
work  in,  so  great  a political  problem  as 
that  of  the  American  Union  has  not  been 
solved  witliout  much  toil  and  trouble.  The 
great  x>roblem  of  civilization — how  to  se- 
cure ]>ernianent  concert  of  action  without 
sacrificing  independence  of  action — is  a 
problem  which  has  taxed  the  ingenuity  of 
Americans  as  well  as  of  older  Aryan  peo- 
ples. In  the  year  1788,  when  our  federal 
union  was  completed,  the  problem  had 
already  occupied  the  minds  of  American 
statesmen  for  a century  and  a half — that 
is  to  say,  ever  since  the  English  settle- 
ment of  Massachusetts.  In  1643  a New 
England  confederation  was  formed  be- 
tween Miissachusetts  and  Connecticut,  to- 
gether with  Plymouth,  since  merged  in 
Massachusetts,  and  New  Haven,  since 
mei’ged  in  Connecticut.  The  confedera- 
tion was  formed  for  defense  against  the 
French  in  Canada,  the  Dutch  on  the  Hud- 
son River,  and  the  Indians.  But  owing 
simply  to  the  inequality  in  the  sizes  of 
these  colonies — Massachusetts  more  than 
outweighing  the  other  three  combined — 
the  practical  working  of  this  confederacy 
was  never  very  successful.  In  1764,  just 
before  the  outbreak  of  the  great  war  which 
drove  the  French  from  America,  a gener- 
al Congress  of  the  colonies  was  held  at  Al- 
bany, and  a comprehensive  scheme  of  un- 
ion was  proposed  by  Benjamin  Franklin, 
but  nothing  came  of  the  project  at  that 
time.  The  commercial  rivalry  between 
the  colonies  and  their  disputes  over  bound- 
ary lines  were  then  quite  like  the  similar 
phenomena  with  which  Europe  had  so 
long  been  familiar.  In  1756  Georgia  and 
South  Carolina  actually  came  to  blows 
over  the  navigation  of  the  Savannah  Riv- 
er. ♦ The  idea  that  the  thirteen  colonies 
could  ever  overcome  their  mutual  jealous- 
ies so  far  as  to  unite  in  a single  political 
body  was  received  at  that  time  in  England 
with  a derision  like  that  which  a proposal 
for  a permanent  federation  of  European 
states  might  excite  in  some  minds  to-day. 
It  was  confidently  predicted  that  if  the 
common  allegiance  to  the  British  crown 
were  once  withdrawn,  the  colonies  would 
fortliwith  proceed  to  destroy  themselves 
with  internecine  war.  In  fact,  however, 
it  was  the  shaking  oflF  of  allegiance  to  the 
British  crown,  and  the  common  trials  and 
sufferings  of  the  war  of  independence, 
that  at  last  welded  the  colonies  together, 
• Frotiiingham,  Rue  of  the  Republic^  p.  151. 


and  made  a federal  union  possible.  As  it 
was,  the  union  was  consummated  only  by 
degrees.  By  the  Articles  of  Confederation, 
agreed  on  by  Congress  in  1777,  just  after 
the  victory  at  Saratoga,  the  federal  gov- 
ernment acted  only  upon  the  several  State 
governments,  and  not  directly  upon  indi- 
viduals; there  was  no  federal  judiciary 
for  the  decision  of  constitutional  ques- 
tions arising  out  of  the  relations  between 
the  States;  and  the  Congress  was  not  pro- 
vided with  any  efiScient  means  of  raising 
a revenue  or  of  enforcing  its  legislative 
decr^.  Under  such  a government  the 
difficulty  of  insuring  concerted  action  was 
so  great  that  but  for  the  transcendent  per- 
sonal qualities  of  Washington,  the  half- 
heartedness of  the  British  generals  op- 
posed to  him,  and  the  aid  of  the  French 
fleet,  the  war  of  independence  would  most 
likely  have  ended  in  failure.  After  the 
independence  of  the  colonies  was  acknow- 
ledged, the  formation  of  a more  i^erfect 
union  was  seen  to  be  the  only  method  of 
securing  peace  and  making  a nation  which 
should  be  respected  by  foreign  powers; 
and  so  in  1788,  after  much  discussion,  the 
present  Constitution  of  the  United  States 
was  adopted— a constitution  which  satis- 
fied but  few  people  at  the  time,  and  which 
was  from  beginning  to  end  a series  of  com- 
promises, yet  which  has  proved  in  its 
working  a masterpiece  of  political  wis- 
dom. The  first  great  compromise  answer- 
ed to  the  initial  difficulty  of  securing  ap- 
proximate equality  of  weight  in  the  fed- 
eral councils  between  States  of  unequal 
size.  The  simple  device  by  which  this 
difficulty  was  at  last  surmounted  has 
proved  effectual,  although  the  inequalities 
between  the  States  have  greatly  increased. 
To-day  the  State  of  Rhode  Island  is  small- 
er than  Montenegro,  while  the  State  of 
Texas  is  larger  than  the  Austrian  Empire 
with  Bavaria  and  Wiirtemberg  thrown 
in.  The  population  of  New  York  is  more 
than  fifty  times  that  of  Nevada.  Yet  New 
York  and  Nevada,  Rhode  Island  and  Tex- 
as, each  sends  two  Senators  to  Washing- 
ton, while,  on  the  other  hand,  in  the  Low- 
er House,  each  State  has  a number  of  Rep- 
resentatives proportioned  to  its  population. 
The  Upper  House  of  Congress  is  there- 
fore a federal,  while  the  Lower  House  is 
a national,  body,  and  the  government  is 
brought  into  direct  contact  with  the  peo- 
ple without  endangering  the  equal  rights 
of  the  several  States. 

The  second  great  compromise  of  the 
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American  Constitution  consists  in  the 
group  of  arrangements  by  which  sover- 
eignty is  divided  between  the  States  and 
the  general  government.  In  all  domestic 
legislation  and  jurisdiction,  civil  and 
criminal,  in  all  matters  relating  to  tenure 
of  property,  marriage  and  divorce,  the 
fulfillment  of  contracts,  and  the  punish- 
ment of  malefactors,  each  separate  State  is 
as  completely  a sovereign  state  as  France 
or  Great  Britain.  The  attributes  of  sov- 
ereignty with  which  the  several  States  have 
parted  are  the  coining  of  money,  the  car- 
rying of  mails,  the  imposition  of  tarifiP 
dues,  the  granting  of  patents  and  copy- 
rights, the  maintenance  of  armed  ships 
and  troops,  and  the  declaration  of  war. 
To  insure  the  stability  of  the  federal 
union  thus  formed,  the  Constitution  cre- 
ated a federal  judiciary,  or  ‘‘system  of 
United  States  courts,  extending  through- 
out the  States,  empowered  to  define  the 
boundaries  of  federal  authority,  and  to 
enforce  its  decisions  by  federal  power.”* 
This  omnipresent  federal  judiciary  was 
undoubtedly  the  most  important  creation 
of  the  statesmen  who  framed  the  Consti- 
tution. The  closely  knit  relations  which 
it  established  between  the  States  con- 
tributed powerfully  to  the  growth  of  a 
feeling  of  national  solidarity  throughout 
the  whole  country.  The  United  States 
to-day  cling  together  with  a coherency 
far  greater  than  the  coherency  of  an  ordi- 
nary federation  or  league.  Yet  the  pri- 
mary aspect  of  the  federal  Constitution 
was  that  of  a permanent  league,  in  which 
each  State,  while  retaining  its  domestic 
sovereignty  intact,  renounced  forever  its 
right  to  make  war  upon  its  neighbors, 
and  relegated  its  international  interests  to 
the  care  of  a central  council  in  which 
* Johnston,  Amef^icaH  Politica^  p.  12. 


all  the  States  were  alike  represented,  and 
a central  tribunal  endowed  with  purely 
judicial  functions  of  interpretation.  It 
was  the  first  attempt  in  the  history  of  the 
world  to  apply  on  a grand  scale  to  the 
relations  between  states  the  same  legal 
methods  of  procedure  which,  as  long  ap- 
plied in  all  civilized  countries  to  the  rela- 
tions between  individuals,  have  rendered 
private  warfare  obsolete.  And  it  was  so 
far  successful  that  during  a period  of  sev- 
enty-two years,  in  which  the  United  States 
increased  fourfold  in  extent,  tenfold  in 
population,  and  more  than  tenfold  in 
wealth  and  power,  the  federal  union  main- 
tained a state  of  peace  more  profound 
than  the  pax  romana. 

Twenty  years  ago  this  unexampled 
state  of  peace  was  suddenly  interrupted 
by  a tremendous  war,  which  in  its  results, 
however,  has  served  only  to  bring  out  with 
fresh  emphasis  the  pacific  implications  of 
federalism.  With  the  eleven  revolted 
States  at  first  completely  conquered,  and 
then  re  instated  with  full  rights  and  priv- 
ileges in  the  federal  union,  with  their 
people  accepting  in  good  faith  the  results 
of  the  contest,  w ith  their  leaders  not  exe- 
cuted as  traitors,  but  admitted  again  to 
seats  in  Congress  and  in  the  cabinet,  and 
with  all  this  accomplished  without  any 
violent  constitutional  changes— I think 
we  may  fairly  claim  that  the  strength  of 
the  pacific  implications  of  federalism  has 
been  more  strikingly  demonstrated  than  if 
there  had  been  no  war  at  all.  Certainly 
the  world  never  beheld  such  a spectacle 
before. 

In  my  next  and  concluding  paper  I 
shall  return  to  this  point,  while  summing 
up  the  argument  and  illustrating  the  part 
played  by  the  English  race  in  the  general 
history  of  civilization. 


IN  WATCHES  OF  THE  NIGHT. 


Beneath  the  midnight  moon  of  May, 
Through  dusk  on  cither  hand, 

One  sheet  of  silver  spreads  the  bay, 

One  crescent  jet  the  land: 

The  dark  ships,  mirrored  in  the  stream. 
Their  ghostly  tresses  shake — 

When  will  the  dead  world  cease  to  dream? 
When  will  the  morning  break? 


Beneath  a night  no  longer  May, 

Where  only  cold  stars  shine. 

One  glimmering  ocean  spreads  away 
This  haunted  life  of  mine; 

And,  shattered  on  the  frozen  shore. 

My  harp  can  never  wake — 

When  will  the  dream  of  death  be  o'er? 
When  will  the  morning  break? 
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remained  with  them  till  morning;  and  on 
my  approaching,  before  taking  flight,  they 
exerted  themselves  to  their  utmost  to 
awaken  Chukuroo  from  his  deep  sleep.” 

The  good  looks  of  this  little  guardian 
contrast  oddly  with  the  exaggerated  un- 
couthness of  its  protege.  As  its  name 
implies,  it  has  a red  beak.  Its  back  and 
feet  are  of  a grayish -brown,  the  under 
parts  of  the  body  are  pale  yellow,  and  the 
eyes  and  eyelids  are  of  a golden  color.  It 
is  about  nine  inches  long,  and  spreads  its 
wings  thirteen  inches. 

Although  called  the  rhinoceros-bird,  it 
does  not  confine  its  beneficent  attentions 
to  that  animal,  though  in  the  care  of  no 
other  creature  does  it  exhibit  the  same 
life-long  devotedness.  The  hippopotamus, 
the  elephant,  the  camel,  the  buffalo,  and 
such  other  quadrupeds  as  are  tick-ridden, 
all  come  in  for  a share  of  the  ox-biter’s 
ministrations,  and  all  gratefully  submit 
to  the  necessary  pain  of  probing. 

This  bird  is  found  only  in  Central  Afri- 
ca; but  thei*e  is  in  South  Africa  a near  rel- 
ative, known  as  the  African  ox-biter  (Bm- 
phaga  africana),  which  performs  very 
much  the  same  office  in  its  territory. 

Just  here  may  be  noticed  another  bird, 
whose  only  claim  to  an  introduction 
among  guardian  birds  is  the  fact  that  it 
has  no  right  to  be  with  them.  This  is 
the  white-beaked  honey-guide  (indicator 
albirostris).  So  far  is  this  little  fellow 
from  being  a guardian  that  he  can  only 
be  described  as  a very  Judas  among  birds. 
And  as  if  to  carry  out  the  similitude  to 
his  great  human  prototype,  his  treachery 
is  frequently  of  benefit  to  others,  while 
disaster  falls  to  his  lot  alone. 

The  white  hunter,  while  eagerly  pursu- 
ing the  fresh  spoor  of  one  of  the  great 
pachyderms,  in  company  with  native  hunt- 
ers, will  frequently  find  himself  of  a sud- 
den deserted  by  his  black  attendants,  and 
will  discover,  to  his  intense  di.sgust,  that  it 
is  owing  to  the  importunate  invitation  of 
this  little  Judas. 

The  bird  has  discovered  a nest  of  wild 
bees,  and  desiies  to  feast  upon  the  sweet 
spoils  stored  there.  The  easiest  way  to  ac- 
complish this  is  to  call  in  the  aid  of  man. 
Accord! ngh"  the  little  fellow  seeks  a na- 
tive, and,  by  flying  close  l)eside  him  and  ex- 
citedly twittering  and  chattering,  attracts 
his  attention.  This  done,  he  flies  away 
a short  distance,  and  tlien  stops  and  looks 
back  to  see  if  he  be  followed.  In  this  way 
he  leads  his  accomplice  until  the  nest  is 


reached,  when  he  distinctly  indicates  it 
by  hovering  over  it  with  his  bill  fixedly 
pointing  at  it. 

He  then  takes  up  his  position  on  a branch 
near  by,  and  anxiously  awaits  the  result  of 
stupefying  the  bees  and  rifling  the  nest; 
for  the  natives  always  rew^ard  his  villainy 
by  giving  him  a small  share  of  the  plun- 
der. Should  the  little  fellow  know  of 
more  than  one  nest,  he  will  in  turn  lead  to 
them  all. 

The  retribution  that  occasionally  over- 
takes the  bird  is  due  to  the  just  rage  of  the 
bees,  which  seem  to  understand  the  part 
played  by  it,  and  have,  curiously,  learned 
to  punish  it,  in  spite  of  its  apparent  invul- 
nerability to  their  weapons.  They  might 
vainly  exhaust  the  battery  of  their  stings 
on  its  feather  - covered  body,  and  have 
learned  not  to  waste  their  ammunition  in 
that  way.  The  moment  they  see  their 
betrayer  hovering  over  their  nest,  they 
rush  out  upon  it,  and  like  the  tiny  Blefus- 
cans,  launch  their  poisoned  arrows  at  its 
eyes. 

Usually  the  bird  escapes,  but  often  it 
pays  the  penalty  of  its  treachery,  and  falls 
helplessly  to  the  ground  to  die  within 
reach  of  the  sweets  for  sake  of  which  it 
played  the  traitor. 

The  honey -guide  is  a sober  - looking 
bird,  about  six  inches  long.  It  wears  a 
gray-brown  mantle,  with  its  short  sleeves, 
or  wings,  edged  with  white,  black  throat- 
covering, brown  shoes,  and  yellowish- 
white  waistcoat.  It  is  apparently  entire- 
ly devoid  of  conscience,  which  will  not  be 
so  much  wondered  at,  perhaps,  when  it  is 
known  that  it  belongs  to  the  cuckoos. 

The  lazy  creatui'e,  entirely  given  over 
to  vicious  courses,  does  not  trouble  to 
build  a nest,  but  having  laid  her  egg  upon 
the  bare  ground,  carries  it  to  the  nest  of 
some  moi*e  thrifty  bird,  and  after  inconti- 
nently tossing  out  one  of  the  eggs  belong- 
ing tliere,  deposits  her  own  in  its  place. 
The  European  cuckoo,  after  thus  making 
some  other  bird  adopt  its  young,  has  at 
least  the  grace  to  permit  the  new  mother 
to  bring  it  up  as  nearly  in  her  own  way  as 
the  unruly  nature  of  the  young  change- 
ling will  admit;  but  the  honey-guide,  as  if 
afraid  that  its  offspring  might  learn  some 
good  liabits,  steals  it  from  its  home  as  soon 
as  possible  after  it  is  hatclied,  and  incul- 
cates, no  doubt,  its  own  evil  wa3^s. 

Having  given  the  cuckoo  such  a bad 
character,  it  is  no  more  than  right  to  turn 
at  once  to  one  member  of  the  family  that 
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rattlksnaee  entrapped  by  CALIEORKU  ROAD  RCNNER, 


not  oiily  has  none  of  tlie  had  liabits  laid  g*POwth  of  that  small  cactn.s  which  Gener- 
to  tho  charge  of  tlie  ctickfx>  g^enecally,  but  al  Fremont  found  so  formidable  a barrier 
is  even  entitled  to  a gOfxl  place  among  the  in  Boutbern  California,  it  will  quietly  but 
guardian  bii^ls.  vigorously  apx>ly  itself  to  building  a wall 

To  (ind  this  menilKu'  of  the  family,  it  of  llte  spiny  vegetable  about  tlie  uncon- 
will  bo  neceasary  to  leave  Africa  for  tlie  seious  snake. 

we.st  coast  of  North  America.  This  bird  When  the  work  is  sfitisfactorily  com* 
is  called  setentilically  tlio  Geococcyx  cal i-  pleted  it  will  suddenly  arouse  the  victiiu 
fornia  niis,  but  is  popularly  known  under  by  a sharp  stroke  with  its  povverful  beak, 
several  other  naines,  such  as  road  ruiuier.  To  coil  for  a spring*  is  the  reptile's  lirst 
chtrparral  cock,  and  As  is  usual-  uioveruent;  to  seek  to  reti^at  its  next.  It 

ly  the  cft-s^?  Nvliei'e  mwlestv  and  great  worth  strives  in  vain  to  find  a passage  out. 
are  combined,  the  pai.siiuo  i.s  but  little  Teased  by  the  bird,  doubly  angry  at  the 
known.  Man  is  its  protege,  «ancl  one  of  barrier  that  op[)oses  itself  to  his  esca]>«% 
his  most  dangerous  and  deailly  enemies—  the  siuike  savagely  sti'ikes  at  the  caciu.s, 
the  rattlesnake — is  the  object  doomed  to  A mouthful  of  sfunes  is  no  more  web 
destruction.  come  even  to  a rattlesnake  than  to  any 

The  paisano  Is  an  odd  bird  in  many  re-  other  creature.  He  becomes  furious, 
spects.  The  body  is  not  xno!>?  tliau  leu  What  sliall  he  .strike  ? Whei’c  deposit 
inches  long,  while  the  straight  tail  luea-  his  overfiowing  venom  ^ At  tbe 
sures  fully  thirteen  inches.  And  a very  again.  More  ixi jury  to  himself  I Rage — 
uneasy  member  Is  this  long  tail,  for  it  is  impotent  rage.  Again  and  agaiu  he  inad- 
almost  constiMitly  kept  moving  in  a bob-  ly  strjke.s.  Blinded  at  last  by  fury.  In*, 
bing,  jerky  sort  of  fashion.  The  general  turns  uprai  himself,  and  Avitli  choking  hiss 
color  of  the  up{)er  part  of  the  body  is  olive*,  plunges  his  fangs  with  increasingnvad- 
gtwn,  the  beak  is  long  and  vSharply  curvtMl  ness  into  hi.s  own  flesh.  Repeatedly  he 
at  the  end,  on  the  head  is  a crest  which  Imrls  himself  against  tlie  cactus— at  last 
may  l>e  erecte^l  at  will,  the  h*gs  are  long  dio.s,  his  own  torturing  execuiioueiv  Is 
ami  powerful,  and  the  four  toes  of  the  feet  not  that  poetical  justice  ? 
are  disposed  in  pairs  backward  and  for*  For  the  unceasing xiud  effective  warfare 
ward.  which  it  wages  ag*ainst  tins  foe  to  hiunan* 

It  is  able  and  willing  to  kill  tho  rattle*  ity,  the  paLsano  certainly deserves  only 
snake  in  fair  combat;  but,  according  to  kindness  from  man.  And  from  man 
Cas.sin,  it  has  a much  m6rx‘  poetical  plan  generally  he  receives  it;  bui  from  tlie  spe* 
of  causing  the  venomous  creatui\*’.s death  ci»\s  sp<n*t>smau  lie  i*eceivas  it  not.  And  is 
when  circumstances  favor.  Should  it  not  the  reason  for  this  surticient?  Pai- 
perchance  find  the  snake  asleep  near  a sano,  thougli  gifted  with  good  wings,  is 
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nioi-e  abundantly  supplied  with 
With  these  it  can  outstrip  hound  or  hare. 
What  better  sport,  then,  for  mounted 
hunters  than  by  chasing*  it  with  fleet 
hounds  to  see  how  near  they  can  come  to 
overtaking  it  I 


ders  to  which  it  seems  to  belong^  Ls  a 
strange  creation.  It  has  the  long  legs  of 
the  cranes,  making  it  nearly  four  feet 
liigh,  but  the  facial  ap})earance  of  the  vul- 
tures, In  its  habits  it  is  a true  bird  of 
pi*ey,  for,  according  to  Levaillant,  it  is 
never  happier  tlian  wlieu  a 
prairie  fire^  by  driving  all 
sorts  of  game  out  of  covert, 
enables  it  to  follow  tlie  ad- 
vance line  of  the  flames,  and 
strike  down  and  greedily  de- 
vour  the  unfortunate  fugi- 
tives. 

r / Snakes  of  the  venomous 

kind  ai’e,  however,  its  favor- 
ite  articles  of  food,  and  these 
it  kills  with  an  fuldress  equal 
W to  its  courage.  Whether  or 

not  it  is  proof  against  snake 
poison  IS  not  known;  but  it 
has  never  been  known  to  die 
r . frnrn  th^^  effects  of  an  eiicoun- 

Ly  ter,  and  it  is  therefore  sur- 

- mised  that  either  it  is  so  proof 

or  that  it  is  careful  not  to  be 
bitten  in  a fleshy  part. 

It  makes  no  hesitation 
about  attacking  the  most  poi- 
soiious  snake,  and  invariably 
^ comes  off  victor.  If  the  snake 

give  battle,  the  secretaiw  low- 
ers one  of  its  large  wings  so  as 
to  serve  m a slaieJd,  and  then 
hops  aWut  w’itii  gi*eat  agility 
instil  it  sees  a fa  vorable  oppor- 
tunity for  tossing  the  reptile 
in  the  air.  Every  attempt 
made  by  the  snakes  to  bite  is 
foiled  by  the  .skillfully  inter- 
}x>sed  wing  upon  whose  fea- 
thered  .surface  the  [>oisou 
seenjs  to  fall  harmless.  When 
the  snake  finally  becomes  ex- 
hausted, it  is  quickly  killed  by 
an  adi*oit  bite  through  the  nape  of  the 
neck.  It  is  tlieii  .swallowed  whob*,  if  small 
eivougli;or.  if  not.  in  us  large  pieces  as  po.S‘ 
sible. 

Although  indigenous  to  Africa,  the 
good  ofliees  of  this  bird  have  not  been 
eonfiiied  to  that  country.  Nearly  half  a 
century  ago  it  wa.s  introduced  into  the 
Frencli  West  Indies  for  llie  e.K press  pur- 
pose of  waging  war  uj)on  the  rattlesnake. 
The  object  w'as  attained,  for  the  bird 
throve,  and  performed  the  duties  of  its  of- 
fice with  great  credit  to  itself,  and  to  the 
mtisfaciiou  of  its  human  proteges. 


r\io-auii.stD  uotMiUL  iO  i-Aii:. 


Having  thus  placed  one  large  good 
mark  to  the  credit  of  the  cuckoos,  we  will 
leave  them  and  America  at  a bound,  and 
return  to  Africa,  wlierc  lives  a guai'dian 
birtl  of  vastly  different  size  and  style,  but 
\vhich  lends  itself  to  the  service  of  muji  in 
much  t)ie  same  way  as  the  patsano.  Tins 
is  the  secretary - bird,  so  called  f riuu  an 
<M.ld  tuft  of  feathers  forming  its  crest  and 
quaintly  resembling  quill  ptMis  thl‘tl^l  be- 
hind the  ear. 

The  secretary-bird  iSerpentariifi^  sccrc- 
tari US),  or  crane  - vulture,  as  it  is  aLso 
called,  in  the  etfort  to  describe  the  two  or- 
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Althougli  a very  di^niliecl  bird,  the  sec*  We  say.  **  charity  l>egins  at  home.’* 
retary  is  willing,  if  well  treated,  lend  The  lioriibiil,  witli  a stronger  emphasis, 
itself  to  the  service  of  man  in  a more  me-  says,  ' guardianship  begins  at  horne;^ 
nial  capacity  tbati  that  of  snake* killer.  He  provides  a hole  in  a tree,  and  then 
It  readily  l)ecomes domesticated,  and  hx>k3  practically  says  to  his  wifc^,  ‘‘Go  in  there; 
after  the  ])oultry-yard  with  great  care,  make  your  nest  as  Ix^st  you  can ; lay  j^our 
governittg  mildly  but  firmly,  and  driving  eggs;  keep  them  wariu;  hatch  your  little 
away  or  swallowing  all  intruders.  The  ones;  I will  feed  you/’  The  good  wife 
predatory  rat  or  )iarmles.s  garden  snake  obeys^  and  the  husband  at  once  gathers 
enters  the  poultry  yard  only  to  find  a mud  aiid  plastei^  up  the  hole,  kaving  only 
grave.  Nor  may  the  fowls  indulge  in  an  a{>erture  large  enough  to  admit  the 
unseemly  altercation.  The  first  intima-  imprisoned  lady  s beak, 
tion  of  it  ijuarrel  brings  the  secretary  upon  The  hornbill  is  worthy  of  a description 
the  scene,  and  tlie  brawlers  are  at  once  if  ever  a bird  were,  and  while  the  mud  is 
separale<l.  being  laid  al>out  the  nest  Ihei'e  will  be 

It  should  be  remarked  that  the  secreta-  time  to  descu-ibe  the  grote.sque  creature, 
ry ‘bird  is  no  trifler.  He  feels  that  the  The  body  is  rather  slender,  the  neck  mod- 
luixn'er  is  worthy  of  his  hire.  His  hive  erately  long,  the  head  .short,  the  legs  short, 
is  the  gratification  of  a large  appetite,  and  the  wings  short.  Inmost  ofthespe- 
Pay  him  or  he  pays  hirn.self.  He  will  ab-  cks  the  coloring  is  mixed  sombre  and 
stain  from  chickens  in  your  interest,  but  gray,  making  a striking  contrast.  They 
will  not  hesitate  to  take  them  in  his  own.  vary  in  sometimes,  as  in  the  case  of 
It  might  l>t‘  well  now  to  turn  from  the  tlie  rhinoceros  hornbill.  being  *»is  many  as 
snake-eatevs  were  it  not  that  there  still  four  and  a half  feet  long,  and  upward  of 
remains  a binl  of  this  kind  in  which  the  two  feet  in  spread  of  the  comparatively 
giiai*dianship  idea  is  so  dominant  that  he  short  wings.  The  voice,  like  that  of  the 
carries  its  o[>emtion  to  an  ini\Yarran table  jackass,  is,  wlieu  first  lieard,  or  suddenly 
JiiniL  This  is  the  hornbill,  a native  of  heard  at  any  time,  startling  and  awe-some, 
northern  Africa  and  southern  Asia.  All  In  sound  it  Ls  not  unlike  tliat  of  the  pa- 
of  the  species  do  not  pmctice  siiake-kiU*  tlent  quadruped,  combined  with  Die  noise 
ing,  but  a few  of  them  do.  and  everi  go  so  of  escaping  steam  from  a locomotive, 
far  as  to  seek  out  the  fcunalc  snake  as  she  The  beak,  usually  of  a deep  red  color, 
lies  coiled  aliout  her  egg.s.  anti  first  kill-  is  an  e.Ktraordinary  fealuw'  of  this  gfuier- 
ing  her,  devour  her  eggs.  ally  odd  biinl.  In  some  sptHue.s  it  is  a fool 
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long,  with  a superstructure  of  more  than 
half  that  length.  It  has  the  appearance 
of  great  weight  and  strength.  The  latter 
quality  it  possesses,  but  the  former  it  for- 
tunately lacks.  Its  lightness  is  due  to 
the  honeycomb  construction  of  the  inte- 
rior. 

Returning  now  to  Mrs.  Hornbill,  it  will 
be  found  that  she  is  apparently  contented 
with  her  lot.  The  agreement  seems  to  be 
that  in  consideration  of  submitting  to  se- 
clusion and  assiduously  minding  her  own 
business,  her  husband  shall  feed  her  the 
choicest  morsels  whenever  she  thrusts  her 
phenomenal  beak  out  of  the  aperture  left 
for  that  purpose.  Her  beak  is  out  all  the 
time.  That  tells  the  whole  pitiful  story. 

The  result  only  serves  to  once  more 
point  the  familiar  moral — never  set  your 
wits  against  a woman’s,  and  let  her  make 
the  last  condition  of  a bargain. 

His  w'ord  is  given.  The  faithful  if 
jealous  husband  never  attempts  to  evade 
his  contract.  Vainly  he  labors  to  fill  the 
reservoir  to  which  the  gaping  beak  leads. 
Nor  rest  by  day  nor  sleep  by  night,  save 
in  furtive  winks,  does  he  know.  The  con- 
sequence may  be  foreseen.  He  grows 
weak  and  wan,  his  head  droops,  his  en- 
feebled wings  can  scarce  carry  even  his 
emaciated  body.  A cold  rain  comes,  and 
morning  dawns  to  see  him  stretched  life- 
less on  the  ground,  deaf  even  to  the  awful 
voice  of  his  irate  widow. 

Perchance  retribution  follows,  not  in 
the  guise  of  a second  husband,  but  in  the 
person  of  man.  Idleness  and  generous 
living  have  transformed  the  recluse  into 
a mass  of  juicy  fat  and  tender,  even  aro- 
matic, flesh ; for  she  has  fed  largely  on 
spicy  fruits.  Ruthless  man,  led  by  the 
marvellous  discord  of  her  voice,  or  at- 
tracted by  the  sight  of  her  head,  breaks 
away  the  barrier  of  mud,  squeezes  the  wid- 
ow’s neck,  and,  lo ! the  end  of  the  domes- 
tic drama — a veritable  tragedy. 

Closed  up  in  her  cell,  the  mother  bird 
can  find  no  other  material  for  her  nest 
than  her  own  feathers.  She  is  a tender 
mother,  if  not  a considerate  wife,  and  thei*e- 
foi*e  makes  no  hesitation  about  plucking 
hei^self.  Man  may  honor  and  admire  her 
for  this  beautiful  trait,  but  it  is  needless  to 
say  the  contemplation  of  its  results  causes 
him  no  pangs. 

By  way  of  contrast  to  this  tale  of  do- 
mestic woe,  let  us  wander  again  to  the 
New  World,  where  we  shall  find  another 
horned  bird,  with  a voice  hardly  less  dis- 


agreeable than  that  of  the  hornbill,  but 
which  has,  combined  with  shy  and  retii*- 
ing  manners,  a tender  heart  and  benevo- 
lent spirit.  This  is  the  chauna  (Chauna 
chavaria)  of  South  and  Central  America. 

The  harsh,  discordant  voice  of  this  bird 
has  earned  for  it  the  name  of  screamer; 
but  we  all  know  that  the  voice  of  a bene- 
factor, as  long  at  least  as  we  need  his  aid, 
is  always  sweet.  The  chauna  is  about 
the  size  of  a common  goose,  but  has  longer 
legs,  and  consequently  a more  graceful 
carriage  and  more  active  movements.  Its 
prevailing  color  is  brown  mixed  with  gray. 

Modest  and  peace-loving  as  is  the  chau- 
na, it  is  nevertheless  full  of  spirit,  and  will 
gladly  defend  the  weak  from  the  tyranny 
of  the  strong.  It  is  fortunately  enabled 
to  accomplish  this  by  means  of  an  arma- 
ment of  horns  or  spurs,  placed  one  on  top 
of  its  head  and  two  on  each  wing.  With 
these  it  defends  its  young  from  the  attacks 
of  all  enemies,  whether  birds  or  reptiles. 

Domesticated,  the  chauna  becomes  the 
champion  of  the  poultry-yard,  and  suc- 
cessfully pits  itself  against  the  numerous 
winged  robbers  that  infest  the  parts  of 
the  world  w’hich  it  inhabits.  Its  action 
in  this  matter,  unlike  that  of  the  other 
guardian  birds  as  yet  mentioned,  can  not 
be  ascribed  to  selfish  motives,  for  its  food 
consists  entirely  of  seeds,  grapes,  and  the 
leaves  of  aquatic  plants,  and  not  in  any 
case  of  the  enemies  of  the  defenseless  crea- 
tures which  it  delights  in  protecting. 

It  was  said,  in  speaking  of  the  honey- 
guide,  that  its  evil  ways  would  not  be  won- 
dered at  when  it  was  known  that  it  be- 
longed to  the  cuckoos.  It  is  gratifying 
now  to  bear  witness  to  the  good  character 
of  another  family  of  birds  in  saying  that 
the  kindly  spirit  of  the  chauna  will  seem 
quite  in  keeping  when  it  is  known  that  it 
belongs  to  the  same  order  as  the  cranes 
and  storks. 

A cynical  Frenchman  has  said  that 
friendship  is  only  another  form  of  self- 
ishness. Untrue,  of  course.  But  not  the 
less  real  is  the  foundation  on  which  the 
saying  was  built.  Pure  disinterestedness 
is  very  seldom  seen.  “The  motive  ?”  de- 
mands the  old  lawyer  in  David  Copper- 
field.  Guardianship  in  birds!  The  mo- 
tive ? Alas!  the  answer  must  usually  be, 
ticks,  bats,  flies,  snakes — a good  meal,  in 
short. 

But  pure  disinterestedness  is  sometimes 
seen.  Yes,  and  if  the  crane  do  not  plain- 
ly exhibit  it,  we  shall  vainly  search  for  it. 
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The  pmae  docs,  jiuleedv  t^rfoi’m  one  of  ttve  Iheir  and  urerry  songs, 

purest  ancltijtfsi;  beautiful  acts  of  tanjeVoA  On  tice  c^turii  :;yiy'age:tke 
lenue  re^AiwIed  m aaiural  bfstory.  Tff  - tlVeJtij^fegs  to  4j  b>H'^ 

Vau  LcHUPp  is  diia  tlie  boncM^®!  15^*^  dis- 

covei-y.  of  tl)W  tfuit  in  tbt  >seu,^for  a ^incdl  b!wi>dbpy  flj?  big.li.  and, 

, Tliore  are  M great  nian.vSmaU  b»^^^^  suob 

■'as  tbe  ortolaus,  dai*uagas,.tree-li^  wfftdSt.'  o>v^  conWitipBaf’c  , 

titmice,  smaller thrusht«/&nclus,,^d  atlo;  , It  tWl  fdlut«  investigntiort^ 

fa's,  wbicli  are  obliged  to  leave  Kavo^,  foe  'pmye  tliat  tba  conduct  of  tbe  craiia  Is  tlie 
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a-wa):tner  clunate  as  socai  as  cidd  waalbev  w^iilt  -Of  . soiiib  less  floHJi? 

JS^  ini:  Tific^  ape  ibcdliabip  o^biotig-sws-  tUat  of  doings  good 

Wiaed  fligbtyap  in  tlic  ckttcibpi^M  «tbsS  Ilte,  absence  df  U*b  id'oof  tb  tbat^ 

•tba  ^tedi^rraoe.-m  wbiild  sutbljvp^a'iMi 

^ts'i;vat)£5i?rb 

'2dlbdriS^fis:  bad  Bal3»bb#svddid  b^  samettm^daa^b  bbiebi^tdi^ 

labpb.  f6r^dieir;  f6abl'b  ptfwersl;abd- bl 

in  tliosi  cbm«tti«s  woubi  ineaft  b>  base, 

^ixeept  ;jn  A few  spots,  tbp  winfejji tbe  most  apparent 
.isgrtretpj. ’:f*>r' tliefeb.  How, ibebi;:db1ii^';,'#erebj'.^  :d-b;'  -S'.;- < 

cbnto,?b  t»  dnd  llieir  wby  to  4*^  point  is  a vary,  various  d^pn^; 

'-■  ' Mostnf  :Hifr  crbpW  aro  oftbia  feet  v T’bb  Stbi^giab 

lisdslty  ^ npdftrito^l 

way  soHlb  ait  ifm  flt?tbi>pw»ji«b  df  mliamn  by  tbb;^^  fer 

cmdnt^s, : iowibtferiwff '.tlig  :W^cri;sdfeei:ap«soife.;'#'ibo;^bal 

ory  W .bd-  blbriBi  :-At‘«bf!n;tbo'':wouj4'b& /-iieeniipg: 

JilHebrayiflere  brid«^fedd«l  wp^dril.  Sfebd/H  biland;  ' ^ 

i«cvfe(libld  a<f  St'  mny  t^dse^-u  eSpt^;  to  fJdsi^lgc  bbweyer,  seeni^  IW^ 

qusi^cTs  oii  tlm  Wdcadf  tibvbtlprigvlbggedi;  madb  in'^feyor  of  tbeOreat  ftill:  lit'ke  of 
big'bvAricsl  fririids^  .ld*vfe  lbiVj''cfeiib>ri-  ^ ^ . 

nblv  rik  i»ild  repa v tbelv  bepebu'tois:  by  Tiio  number  of  tbeset  birtbs  frequyof-in^ 
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the  region  of  the  great  inland  sea  varies 
very  much,  sometimes  being  counted  in 
hundreds,  and  sometimes  in  thousands. 
According  to  an  account  in  the  Salt  Lake 
Herald^  the  pioneer  farmer  was  first  made 
acquainted  with  the  gull  in  a way  that 
left  in  his  heart  such  a strong  feeling  of 
gratitude  tliat  he  at  once  took  steps  to  have 
the  bird  protected  by  law.  The  law  was 
not  need^,  however,  for  the  visits  of  the 
bird,  after  the  event  about  to  be  narrated, 
showed  it  to  be  so  useful  that  the  farmers, 
in  the  absence  of  a specific  law,  would  no 
doubt  have  fixed  and  administered  ade- 
quate punishment  in  the  case  of  any  per- 
son injuring  a gull. 

Utah,  upon  the  arrival  there  of  the  first 
band  of  Mormons,  was  not  a particularly 
inviting  spot,  and  it  required  much  hard 
work  to  bring  the  soil  into  a good  condi- 
tion for  bearing.  The  first  year  (1847) 
was  a very  discouraging  one,  but  the  year 
following  gave  such  promise  as  compen- 
sated the  struggling  pioneer  for  the  trials 
and  hard  work  of  the  preceding  year. 
The  grain  arrived  safely  at  that  stage  when 
the  harvest  seems  beyond  the  need  of  a 
care. 

Suddenly  the  farmer  was  roused  from 
his  dream  of  contentment,  and  brought 
face  to  face  with  impending  ruin.  Down 
the  mountain-sides  poured  abroad  torrent 
of  huge  black  crickets.  Resistless  as  burn- 
ing lava,  and  no  less  destructive,  they 
spread  themselves  over  the  fast-ripening 
fields  of  corn,  and  slowly  but  surely  laid 
them  waste.  Vainly  the  farmers  strove 
to  check  the  black  flood.  Their  eflForts 
were  unavailing. 

Despairing  at  last,  they  had  given  up 
the  hopeless  struggle,  when  a straggling 
line  of  biifls  appeared  in  the  sky,  and  then 
settled  down  upon  the  devouring  hordes. 
This  was  only  the  van-guard.  By  hun- 
dreds and  by  thousands  the  strange  birds 
came,  and,  as  if  it  were  their  only  object 
in  coming,  made  systematic  war  upon 
the  crickets.  Ordinary  methods  would 
have  proved  inadequate  to  the  conquest; 
but  for  some  reason  the  gulls  resorted  to 
extraordinary  methods. 

To  have  oaten  and  digested  the  millions 
of  invadei's  would  have  required  the  labors 
of  many  times  the  number  of  gulls  pre- 
sent. The  birds,  therefore,  with  singular 
rapidity,  alternately  devoured  and  dis- 
gorged their  prey  until  all  hiul  been  dis- 
abled. When  this  happy  result  had  been 
attained,  and  the  crops,  in  consequence, 


were  saved,  the  gulls  all  took  flight  again, 
and  returned,  no  doubt,  to  their  sea-side 
homes. 

Every  year  there  are  some  of  these  birds 
make  their  appearance  in  that  region,  and 
as  they  seem  to  understand  that  they  are 
safe  from  harm,  are  quite  tame,  and  close- 
ly follow  the  farmer  as  he  ploughs  up  the 
soil,  swallowing  greedily  the  insects,  bee- 
tles, and  worms  turned  up  by  the  plough. 

This  seems  to  be  the  only  case  of  real 
guardianship  in  the  gull  family,  though 
superstition  is  busy  among  the  ignorant 
sailors  ascribing  various  attributes  to  dif- 
ferent members  of  the  family,  which  if 
true  would  entitle  some  of  them  to  rank 
among  guardian  birds,  while  others  would 
have  to  take  a place  with  the  workers  of 
evil.  The  character  given  a bird  by  the 
superstitious  fancies  of  ignorance  is  not 
sulflcient  title,  however,  to  a place  with 
the  real  guardians. 

The  raven  family  is  well  represented 
among  the  guardian  birds  by  the  ox-biters ; 
but  they  are  not  the  only  members  of  the 
family  worthy  to  be  mentioned,  though  it 
would  hardly  be  possible  to  give  every 
member  due  credit,  for  probably  no  oth- 
er family  furnishes  so  many  instances  of 
this  peculiarity.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
same  family  counts  some  of  the  most  de- 
structive and  mischievous  of  birds  among 
its  members. 

The  crow,  the  best  known  of  this  fami- 
ly, though  a noisy  fellow,  yet  has  many 
good  traits  w^hich  should  make  him  liked, 
but  unfortunately  he  also  has  some  bad 
traits,  and  for  these,  though  comparative- 
ly trifling,  he  is  genenUly  execrated.  He 
d^troys  vast  numbers  of  insects,  grubs, 
caterpillars,  and  other  pests  to  the  farmer; 
and  combined  with  two  or  three  of  his 
fellows  makes  life  miserable  to  the  chick- 
en-hawks. But  he  will  also  help  himself 
to  corn,  and  will  occasionally  himself 
make  a raid  on  the  poultry-yard. 

The  magpies,  though  usually  pests  to 
man,  are  frequently  of  great  service  to 
other  animals.  In  England  and  Scotland 
they  do  a great  kindness  to  the  sheep  by 
ridding  them  of  many  parasites  which 
would  otherwise  cause  the  poor  creatures, 
with  their  long  wool,  great  discomfort* 
In  Asia,  particularly  in  India  and  China, 
it  performs  the  same  kind  office  for  the  un- 
wieldy water-buffalo.  Among  the  star- 
lings, which,  like  the  magpies,  belong  with 
the  ravens,  there  are  many  species  that 
perfoi*m  guardian  duty. 
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[iTj.tOijf;  EJfOEMA'NK ; Vvdis-  at 

[ The  cliriing 
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the  room,  stopped  to  enjoy  the  captain’s 
merriment. 

Rudolf  grew  a little  impatient  of  it;  he 
wanted  to  get  a few  words  with  the  charm- 
ing widow  before  he  went  to  his  office; 
but  he  felt  obliged  to  wait  for  the  captain’s 
communication.  At  last  Loigerot  stopped 
and  pulled  out  a big  red  pocket-handker- 
chief and  wiped  his  eyes. 

‘ ‘ Ta,  ta,  ” he  said.  “Well,  Monsieur  En- 
gemann,  most  haste  is  not  always  best 
speed.  If  you  had  staid  behind  last  night 
and  kept  me  company,  you  would  have 
heard  something.” 

Monsieur  Loigerot  had  by  nature  a loud 
voice,  and  his  effort  to  lower  its  tone  as  he 
made  this  communication  only  served  to 
make  the  other  breakfasters  listen  for  what 
was  to  come. 

“ I was  right” — the  captain  leaned  for- 
ward and  looked  important;  Engemann 
did  not  answer ; and  he  went  on : “I  found 
out  I was  right.  The — the  young  person  I 
had  seen  in  the  morning  loas  the  cousin 
expected  by  Madame  Bobineau.  Aha ! what 
say  you  now, my  boy  f ’ He  patted  Rudolf’s 
shoulder.  “ It  was  she  you  saw,  and  pre- 
tended that  you  saw  she  was  not  pretty.” 

Rudolf  felt  amused.  Glancing  across 
the  room,  he  saw  that  two  of  his  fellow- 
clerks,  who  were  also  pe'tisionnaires  at  the 
hotel,  were  stifling  their  laughter,  and 
were  evidently  listening  to  the  captain’s 
story.  Engemann  looked  at  his  moon- 
faced, rotund  companion,  and  decided  that 
his  taste  in  beauty  would  not  be  refined  or 
bard  to  satisfy’. 

“ I forget  where  you  saw  her,”  he  said, 
“or  what  she  was  like — tall  and  stout,  I 
fancy,  a fine  figure,  eh?”  His  mocking 
smile  w^as,  however,  lost  on  the  captain. 

“ Tall— yes,  she  is  tall,  and  upright  as  a 
pole;  but  she  is  slim,  graceful  too,  every- 
thing that  a young  woman  should  be. 
She-” 

He  stopped  abruptly;  he  was  about  to 
relate  his  morning  adventure,  when  he  be- 
came aware  that  Moritz,  the  head  waiter, 
was  standing  not  far  olf,  and  probably 
overhearing  what  he  said. 

“ I congratulate  you,  captain,”  .said  En- 
gemann. “You  wull  no  longer  complain 
of  the  dullness  of  Berne,  if  this  cliarming 
ci'eature  stay  in  it.” 

Loigerot  flushed  up  to  his  little  eyes. 
He  went  on  in  a lower  voice:  “ Did  I not 
tell  you  ? She  ha.s  come  here  expressly 
to  help  our  friend  Madame  Bobineau  to 
sell  her  gloves.  She  is  not  to  lodge  in  the 


house;  madame  says  there  is  no  room. 
But”— here  the  captain  put  his  finger  to  his 
nose  and  looked  knowing — “but  I agree 
with  our  hostess — lodgings  are  better;  be- 
sides, the  going  to  and  fro  gives  opportu- 
nities.” 

He  became  so  very  red,  and  looked  so 
suddenly  discomfited,  that  Engemann 
could  not  help  laughing,  and  the  two  fel- 
low-clerks joined  in  chorus. 

Loigerot  got  up  from  his  seat,  and  stuff- 
ed his  hands  into  his  pockets  as  he  walk- 
ed to  the  window. 

“ I beg  your  pardon,  captain.”  Rudolf 
laid  down  his  napkin  and  followed  him. 
“But  you  don’t  seem  to  have  lost  time, 
if  she  only  arrived  yesterday,  and  you 
talk  of  opportunities  already.” 

“I  did  not  say  I had  lost  time,”  said 
Loigerot,  gravely.  “ I only  said  you  bad 
done  so.  I have  told  you  all  I had  to 
tell  you,  young  man.” 

He  turned  his  back  and  looked  out  of 
the  window.  He  was  vexed  with  himself ; 
he  did  not  mean  to  have  said  so  much; 
and  yet  he  must  have  told  some  one,  and 
Engemann  was  so  evidently  infatuated 
with  Madame  Carouge  that  he  was  the 
best  confidant  he  could  have  chosen.  The 
other  men  had  laughed,  but  they  had 
not  understood  him — no,  he  felt  sure  they 
had  not.  Monsieur  Loigerot  had  no  idea 
that  he  spoke  so  loud;  still,  he  did  not 
want  to  surround  this  young  girl  with  a 
crowd  of  foolish  admirers,  and  he  thought 
the  safe  plan  would  be  to  let  Engemann 
leave  the  breakfast-room  before  he  him- 
self did,  so  that  he  might  have  no  tempta- 
tion to  repeat  what  he  had  been  listening 
to,  to  these  young  fellows. 

Loigerot  stood  still,  therefore,  at  the 
window;  there  was  always  something  go- 
ing on  in  the  street  just  below  it,  and  to- 
day he  was  charmed  by  the  sight  of  three 
peasant  girls  who  stood  gazing  at  the 
showy  mock -silver  chains,  medals,  and 
brooches  in  a glass  case  in  front  of  a shop 
across  the  way. 

“ Pretty,  unwise  creatures,”  the  captain 
thought:  “ they  wish  to  have  these  trink- 
ets because  they  shine.  Bah ! they  shine 
now,  but  in  a few  weeks  they  will  be  tar- 
nished and  dull,  if  indeed  they  do  not 
show  they  are  but  brass,  or  worse.  It  is 
the  way  with  the  young;  the  outside  look, 
that  is  all  they  care  for,  whether  it  be  in  a 
husband  or  a lx)dice  chain.” 

He  sighed,  and  then  seeing  that  Enge- 
mann had  departed,  he  too  went  out  to  say 
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TUE  CAPTAIX  leaked  FORWARD  AND  LOOKED  IMPORTAKT. 


H few  words  Maciame  Carougc.  The  Loigerot  was  torv  discreet  to  turir  his 
dwr  of  her  room  stood  oiKm,  and  Loigerot  head:  he  could  not,  therefore,  see  the  sweet 
heard  her  voice.  She  was  s}>eakingso  very  expi'essiuu  that  tilled  the  widow’s  dark 
earnestl.r  that  he^  did  not  like  to  go  for-  eyes  as  she  raised  them  to  look  at  Rudolf 
w'aitl.  He  knew  that  >sh©  conhl  him  Engemaun.  The  look  thrilled  through 
if  she  looked  that  Avay,  so  he  stood  watch-  the  young  fellow,  and  .seemed  to  draw  liis 
iiig  the  trickle  of  the  fountaiu,  inany-col-  lieart  out  of  him.  Fie.  felt  perplexed  and 
t'>red  as  the  light  fell  on  it,  and  the  niov-  agitated  as  Ins  evea  met  that  deep,  liquid 
ing  reflected  light  on  the  palm  fronds  glance,  at  once  .so  tender  and  so  iK^seceh- 
near  it*  ing.  He  had  people  say  that  Ma- 

"Ali,  monsieur,”  the  ricli  full  voice  danie  Carouge  had  flashing  eyes,  hut  now 
went  on  within  the  room,  “you  are  too  the  fire  was  quenched  by  a sulxlued sweet- 
kind  in  your  tlmuks;  it  is  I,  on  the  con-  ness,  in  hartmuiy  with  tlie  carelc^  gmee 
trary*  who  have  to  thank  you  for  the  pica-  of  her  atlitutle  as  she  leaned  hack  on  her 
sant  talks  which  brighten  my  monoU>-  little  sofa.  One  hand  lay  in  her  lap.  and 
lious  life,’’  Rudolf  found  hiDiself  looking  at  her  vvedv 
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ding  ring,  and  wondering  whether  she 
had  been  happy  with  her  husband. 

“Is  your  life  monotonous,  then?”  he 
said. 

Loigerot  could  not  help  sniggering  at 
the  change  in  the  young  man’s  voice. 
“Jtfon  Dieu!  he  would  do  for  a stage 
lover,”  he  thought,  over  the  palm  leaves; 
but  he  did  not  like  his  position,  and  as  it 
was  evident  he  had  escaped  notice  in  the 
preoccupation  of  the  two  within  the  par- 
lor, he  went  softly  back  to  the  corner,  and 
then  down  to  the  entrance  door,  where  he 
saw  Moritz  talking  to  some  new  arrivals. 

Rudolfs  question  was  not  answered  at 
once ; madame  sat  thinking.  She  put  up 
one  hand  and  let  her  soft  rounded  chin 
nestle  between  an  outspread  thumb  and 
finger,  thereby  showing  exquisite  curves 
from  the  round  supple  wrist  to  the  pointed 
little  finger,  and  the  rosy  hollowed  palm. 
Rudolf  thought  how  nectarine-like  her 
cheek  glowed  against  her  dark  lashes  as 
she  sat  thinking,  her  head  bent  a little 
forward. 

“You  ai’e  right,”  she  said  at  last. 
“ Men  who  think  can  always  put  the  right 
word.  I meant  to  convey  the  feeling  which 
my  life  gives  me.  Ah  yes,  you  are  right, 
monsieur.  There  is  plenty  of  variety  in  it, 
and  I ought  not  to  complain.  Complaint 
is  always  useless,  and  disagreeable  to  oth- 
ers.” 

She  spoke  very  sadly. 

“ I do  not  see  how  one  can  get  on  with- 
out complaining  sometimes,”  he  said,  sim- 
ply, and  with  a consciousness  that  some- 
how he  had  reproved  her.  “ I think  peo- 
ple are  foolish  who  keep  all  their  griev- 
ances to  themselves.” 

She  looked  up  with  a bright  smile. 

“ And  yet,”  she  said,  “ you  never  speak 
of  youi’s,  and  in  this  life  no  one  can  hope 
to  escape  them.” 

A cough  and  then  a loud  scraping  of  the 
tliroat  disturbed  her,  and  checked  Rudolfs 
answer.  Madame  Carouge  rose  up  from 
the  sofa  and  came  forward  to  the  door. 
Captain  Loigerot  stood  outside,  beaming 
with  satisfaction ; he  bowed  as  low  as  his 
figure  would  permit  of. 

“I  had  the  honor  of  receiving  a mes- 
sage from  you  last  night,  madame,”  he 
said,  conveyed  to  me  by  Moritz,  tliat  you 
wished  to  see  me  to-day.” 

Madame  Carouge  bowed.  “ Monsieur  is 
too  kind,”  she  said,  gravely ; “I  had  not 
thought  of  disturbing  liim  so  early  as  this. 
I told  Moritz  that  if  you  could  spare  me 


five  minutes  before  dinner  I should  be 
very  glad  to  ask  Madame  Bobineau  to  call 
in  to-morrow  as  she  goes  home  from  mass, 
if  you  will  have  the  great  kindness  to  con- 
vey her  my  request.” 

Loigerot  put  his  hand  on  his  heart. 
“I  am  always  at  your  service,  madame,” 
he  said,  effusively.  “Morning  or  night,  I 
am  only  too  happy  to  execute  your  com- 
mands whenever  you  honor  me  with 
them.” 

His  brow,  as  he  spoke,  was  something  to 
see.  Involuntarily  Madame  Carouge  took 
a step  back  as  his  bald  crown  bent  itself 
into  view. 

“Ah,  monsieur,  I do  not  know  how  to 
answer  you,”  she  said,  softly,  “unless  I 
say.  See  what  it  is  to  be  a soldier !” 

Rudolf  Engemann  had  been  impatient- 
ly awaiting  an  opportunity  of  taldng  his 
leave;  Madame  Carouge  looked  back  at 
him  with  a smile. 

“I  must  say  good-day,  madame,”  he 
said.  “ I did  not  know  it  was  so  late.” 

“Ahal”  As  Rudolf  passed  him,  Loi- 
gerot looked  up  and  winked  his  right 
eye.  “Time  passes  quickly  when  we  are 
pleasantly  engaged.” 

Then  he  rubbed  his  hands  and  chuckled 
so  loudly  that  the  sound  followed  Enge- 
mann to  the  entrance  door,  and  made  him 
hurry  up  the  street  at  a much  quicker  pace 
than  usual.  Madame  Carouge  remained 
silent,  and  Loigerot  remembered  with  con- 
fusion that  she  had  perhaps  enjoyed  her 
Ute-^-tete  as  much  as  Engemann  had. 

He  became  grave  in  an  instant.  “Then 
madame  wishes  me  to  say  to  Madame  Bo- 
bineau that  she  is  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
calling  here  to-morrow.” 

“I  thank  you,  monsieur.”  She  courte- 
sied,  and  drew  back  into  her  room,  as  if  to 
say  that  the  interview  was  over.  She  was 
surprised  when  Loigerot  followed  her  in. 
Coming  up  close  beside  her,  he  said,  in  a 
low  voice, 

“ Have  you  heard  about  Madame  Bobi- 
neau’s  cousin,  madame  ?” 

The  widow’s  heavy  ej’^ebrows  drew  near- 
er to  one  another;  Monsieur  Loigerot 
had  seldom  ventured  across  her  threshold. 
Monsieur  Engemann  was»the  only  male 
guest  who  came  further  than  the  door- 
way as  a right,  unless,  indeed,  it  was 
Riesen  the  clockmaker;  but  then  he  was 
a neighbor,  and  he  regulated  all  the  clocks 
of  the  hotel. 

“No,  monsieur,”  she  said,  stifBy;  “I 
rarely  see  Madame  Bobineau.” 
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Loigerot  was  too  much  bent  on  telling 
his  news  to  care  for  the  stiff  tone  in  which 
she  spoke,  though  at  another  time  it  might 
have  caught  his  ear. 

“ Ah  I” — he  lowered  his  voice  still  more ; 
“then  you  have  something  to  see.  A 
young  girl  arrived” — he  stopped  sudden- 
ly ; the  widow’s  lower  lip  was  full  of  scorn : 
indeed,  even  the  captain,  who  was  rather 
obtuse  in  perception,  could  not  fail  to  see 
that  Madame  Carouge  felt  no  interest 
whatever  in  the  young  girl  he  had  been 
about  to  describe. 

“Indeed !”  she  said.  ‘ ‘ Then  I may  count 
on  your  delivering  my  message.  Thank 
you  again,  monsieur,  for  your  condescen- 
sion.” 

She  was  too  polite  to  seat  herself  at  her 
desk,  but  the  captain  felt  that  he  was  ex- 
pected to  go  away. 


CHAPTER  Vni. 

A PAINT  HEART. 

Rudolf  Engemann  had  walked  on  very 
quickly  till  he  reached  the  bank.  As  he 
approached  the  clockmaker's  shop  he  saw 
that  Monsieur  Riesen  was  standing  in  his 
doorway,  ready  to  exchange  a morning 
greeting;  but  Rudolf  was  preoccupied ; he 
did  not  want  to  speak  to  any  one. 

His  thoughts  were  full  of  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. He  had  been  joked  about  her  by 
Loigerot  and  some  of  the  other  regular 
pensionnaires  of  the  hotel,  and  these  jokes 
had  ruffled  his  simple  loyal  nature. 

Rudolf  was  a fine,  tall  young  fellow, 
and  he  was  twenty-three  years  old ; but  he 
had  lived  very  quietly  at  Fribourg  with 
his  old  father  and  mother,  and  since  he 
had  lost  them  last  winter  he  had  not  felt 
much  inclination  to  seek  out  friends.  As 
yet  no  woman’s  coquetry  toward  him  had 
tarnished  the  reverence  he  felt  for  women. 
He  was  grateful  to  Madame  Carouge  for 
her  friendliness;  it  had  seemed  to  him  an 
impertinence  that  these  common-minded 
talkers  should  thus  freely  discuss  his  rela- 
tions with  so  perfect  a woman. 

She  was  to  him  all  that  a woman  should 
be,  and  he  felt  an  indescribable  pleasure 
in  looking  at  her  and  listening  to  her  full 
mellow  voice.  But  to-day  he  felt  trou- 
bled by  the  change  in  her  manner  toward 
him. 

She  had  been  wonderfully  kind;  he 
knew  very  well  that  she  rarely  admitted 


Loigerot  into  her  sanctum;  he  and  Ru- 
dolf’s fellow-clerks  did  all  their  business 
with  Moritz  at  the  bureau  on  the  right  of 
the  entrance;  unless,  indeed,  as  had  hap- 
pened to  Loigerot  this  morning,  Madame 
Carouge  had  sent  a special  message  to  re- 
quest his  presence. 

“Loigerot  does  far  more  for  the  Beau- 
regard than  I do, ” he  thought.  ‘ ‘ He  drinks 
plenty  of  wine,  which  I can  not  afford  to 
do;  her  friendship  for  me  is  simple  kind- 
ness.” 

He  had  often  gone  through  this  for- 
mula during  the  last  two  months,  but  to- 
day, and  indeed  once  or  twice  before,  it 
had  not  satisfied  him;  her  manner  had 
changed;  something  beyond  her  kindness 
puzzled  him  now.  Madame  Carouge  had 
become  so  grave;  she  was  kinder  than 
ever,  but  more  restrained.  Really,  when  he 
recalled  her  sweet  downcast  confusion, 
and  then  the  melting  glance  he  had  met 
with  in  those  beautiful  eyes  of  hers  just 
now,  an  odd  sensation  that  was  chiefly 
pleasure,  but  which  had  yet  a thread  of 
perplexity  interwoven  with  it,  kept  him 
absorbed,  even  after  he  had  reached  the 
bank  and  was  seated  before  his  desk.  As 
he  went  in  he  had  met  one  of  his  fellow- 
clerks  who  dined  daily  at  the  Hotel  Beau- 
regard. 

“I  congratulate  you,  Engemann,”  he 
said.  “Have  you  got  the  widow  to  fix  a 
day  for  the  wedding  ?” 

Rudolf  merely  raised  his  shoulders  and 
passed  in,  but  the  words  went  with  him. 
When  he  began  to  write,  it  seemed  as  if 
he  saw  on  the  paper  the  dark,  glowing 
face  of  Madame  Carouge. 

All  at  once  the  puzzle  went  away;  a 
warm  feeling  of  jdeasure  filled  his  veins; 
life  seemed  to  open  before  him  a broad, 
smooth  path,  golden  with  sunshine.  Ru- 
dolf asked  himself  why  he  should  not 
grasp  this  pleasant  portion  which  almost, 
he  believed,  might  be  his  for  the  asking. 
It  seemed  unmanly  to  hesitate.  The 
doubt  and  self-rebuke  which  had  so  often 
checked  him  kept*silence  now  while  he 
asked  himself  whether  the  change  he  had 
noted  in  Madame  Carouge  was  not  meant 
to  encourage  his  hopes. 

Rudolf  was  too  simple  to  believe  in  the 
extent  of  the  widow's  love.  He  told  him- 
self that  his  admiration  had  not  displeased 
her,  and  that  she  had  attributed  his  slow- 
ness and  coldness  to  the  real  cause — his 
want  of  means.  In  her  generosity  she 
had  tried  to  take  away  this  barrier  in  his 
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path.  Still,  he  did  not  like  the  disparity  posing  that  he  ever  t<x>k  a wife.  He  had 
between  them.  She  was  some  years  older,  jived  so  inuch  alone  that  he  liad  had  more 
but  her  Ijeauly  wouUr  make  up  for  that;  time  for  retlectipii  thuu  most  young  fel- 
his  indepeudeut  nature  revolted  entirely  lows  have,  and  as  he  w^as  by  nature  silent 
from  the  notion  of  a wife  so  much  richer  and  reticent,  lie  often  dreamed  about  the 
than  he  was.  When  the  jokers  had  be-  future,  while  his  companions  enjoyed  the 
gun  their  raillery,  he  had  shrunk  from  present. 

the  idea  of  manning  a widow.  Living  His  dream  to  day  was  too  distracting, 
with  his  old  parenls,  who  had  in  their  and  *as  idleness  wiis  not  one  of  his  charac- 
youtb  married  for  love,  he  had  grown  up  teristies,  he  roused  himself  from  it  and 
with  old- fashioned  ideas,,  one  of  which  compelled  his  attention  to  tlx  on  the  bust- 
was  a fancy  that  he  would  like  to  be  the  nesi^  of  the  day.  When  this  w'as  over,  lie 
sole  possessor  of  his  wife's  atfectious.,  sup-  lingered  at  his  desk  till  the  other  clerks 
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departed,  and  then  he  started  for  a walk. 
Usually  he  went  down  to  the  platform 
in  front  of  the  cathedral  to  look  at  the 
grand  view  of  the  blue-green  Aar  foam- 
ing over  its  weir,  with  the  far-off  back- 
ground of  snow  mountains  ; but  on  this 
platform  on  Saturday  afternoon  there  was 
a certain  risk  of  meeting  acquaintances; 
among  them  the  stout  ex-captain  was  sure 
to  be  found  chatting  with  the  nurse-maids 
who  brought  their  charges  to  play  on  the 
grass,  and  Rudolf  wanted  to  keep  clear  of 
the  captain  till  dinner-time.  He  therefore 
found  his  way  to  the  river-side,  some  way 
from  the  miinster  platform,  and  then  walk- 
ed out  toward  the  country  southward. 

He  was  impatient  to  see  Madame  Ca- 
rouge,  and  yet  he  shrank  from  their  next 
meeting.  His  old  visions  of  a love  mar- 
riage with  a young  girl  came  back,  and 
he  asked  himself  whether  he  was  sure  that 
this  beautiful,  fascinating  woman  was  real- 
ly the  life-long  companion  he  coveted. 

He  knew  so  little  about  her — ^just  as 
they  began  to  talk  on  something  more  in- 
teresting than  usual,  Moritz  was  sure  to 
bring  an  interruption ; it  seemed  as  though 
they  were  perpetually  checked  on  the 
verge  of  becoming  intimate.  And  the 
young  fellow  felt  that  this  would  go  on, 
and  with  his  old-fasliioned  ideas  he  shrank 
from  venturing  such  an  important  ques- 
tion as  marriage  on  mere  liking.  He  felt, 
too,  that  his  present  position  could  not  con- 
tinue. Sooner  or  later  one  of  these  jokes 
so  freely  circulated  would  reach  the  ears 
of  Madame  Carouge,  and  she  would  feel 
herself  compromised. 

A sudden  light  came  to  him  as  he  walk- 
ed disconsolately  along  the  dull  road. 
The  promised  day  at  Thun  would  at  least 
be  free  from  interruptions ; he  could  then 
judge  for  himself.  His  manliness  cried 
out  that  he  was  unworthy  to  win  a wo- 
man if  he  could  consider  her  in  this  cold- 
blooded fashion,  while  more  worldly 
promptings  whispered  him  not  to  be  un- 
wise, not  to  allow  a romantic  scruple  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  the  prosperous  future 
that  lay  before  him  as  the  husband  of 
Madame  Carouge. 

When  he  thought  of  her  position  he 
winced  a little:  he  should  not  like  his  wife 
to  sit  where  any  strange  idler  might,  if 
he  chose  to  take  the  trouble,  gaze  through 
the  window  at  her,  even  speak  to  her;  and 
then  he  smiled  and  told  himself  not  to  be 
premature.  One  of  his  pei*plexities  had 
left  him;  without  owning  his  conquest  to 
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himself  in  any  boastful  manner,  he  seenr- 
ed  at  times  to  have  lost  doubt  and  fear 
about  Madame  Carouge's  feelings  for  him. 

“We  will  leave  it  all  till  that  Sunday 
comes and  turning  back  by  a cross-road 
he  soon  came  in  sight  of  the  gate  flanked 
with  the  stone  bears,  that  seem  to  defy 
intruders  to  enter  Berne. 

He  looked  at  his  watch.  He  was  sur- 
prised to  And  how  late  it  was;  he  had 
scarcely  time  to  go  to  his  lodgings  before 
proceeding  to  the  table  d'hdte. 

He  went  mpidly  along  under  the  ar- 
cades. Just  as  he  reached  the  Red  Glove 
his  two  fellow-clerks  who  frequented  the 
Beauregard  came  laughing  out  of  the 
shop.  They  saw  Engemann,  and  blocked 
up  the  way. 

“Go  into  the  shop  and  look  at  tlie  girl,” 
one  of  them  said.  “ The  oW  captain  has 
not  such  bad  taste,  after  all.” 

“She  is  too  pale  for  Engemann,”  the 
other  said.  “Bless  youl  he  will  see  no 
beauty  in  her;  he  likes  something  more 
full-blown.” 

The  last  speaker  was  a mere  lad,  and 
Rudolf  looked  sternly  at  him. 

“Look  here,  Wengern,”  he  said,  “a 
joke  is  well  enough  within  limits,  but  a 
joke  carried  too  far  is  very  bad  and  offen- 
sive. I wish  you  good-evening.” 

He  looked  calm  and  determined;  the 
clerks  walked  away,  sniggering,  when 
they  got  to  a safe  distance,  about  the  airs 
the  young  giant  gave  himself. 

Till  this  meeting,  Rudolf  had  forgotten 
the  captain's  adventure.  Now  he  looked  in 
through  the  glass  door  of  the  shop,  and 
caught  a glimpse  of  Marie.  She  stood  be- 
hind the  counter  with  her  handkerchief 
to  her  eyes.  He  heard  Madame  Bobineau’s 
voice,  and  glancing  toward  the  desk,  he 
saw  that  his  civil-spoken  landlady's  small 
eyes  gleamed  with  anger.  Rudolf  gave 
another  backward  glance  at  Marie. 

“It's  a shame,”  he  thought,  “that  she 
should  be  made  to  cry.  I dare  say  she 
laughed  when  tliose  fellows  talked  to  her, 
and  the  old  woman  is  a prude.  Well,  she 
should  not  have  a young  girl  in  her  shop 
in  a town  like  Berne.” 

This  was  evidently  not  an  opportune 
moment  in  which  to  make  acquaintance 
with  Madame  Bobineaus  cousin;  there 
w'as  plenty  of  time  for  that,  he  thought,  as 
he  opened  the  house  door.  Before  lie 
reached  the  staircase  his  landlady's  shrill 
voice  made  itself  distinct. 

“I  tell  you  it  must  be  done : a customer 
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is  a customer,  and  his  gloves  must  be  duly 
measured.  Do  you  suppose,  you  vain  lit- 
tle hussy,  that  a gentleman  tliinks  who  it 
is  that  measures  him?  He  thinks  of  his 
gloves,  that's  all.” 

Rudolf  hurried  upstairs,  and  so  lost  the 
end  of  the  scolding. 

The  bell  had  rung  for  table  (Thdte  be- 
fore he  reached  the  hotel ; he  found  every 
one  busy  eating  their  soup,  except  a few  late 
arrivals,  who  sat  tucking  the  corners  of 
their  table  napkins  into  their  waistcoats. 
The  two  clerks  soon  began  to  tease  Loi- 
gerot  about  his  pretty  shop-girl. 

“Did  you  see  her,  Engemann ?”  said 
one  of  them. 

The  captain  looked  sharply  at  Rudolf 
as  he  answered. 

“ I was  hurried.  I only  got  a glimpse 
through  the  window.” 

“Did  I not  tell  you  ?”  the  young  one 
began ; but  a nudge  from  his  companion 
silenced  him,  and  as  the  captain  at  once 
started  a fresh  subject,  no  more  was  said 
about  the  Red  Glove. 

When  dinner  came  at  last  to  an  end, 
Rudolf  took  care  to  leave  the  hotel  with 
the  rest.  He  resolved  not  to  give  fresh 
food  to  these  gossips  on  the  subject  of  his 
interview  with  Madame  Carouge. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MADAME  BOBINEAU  LOSES  HER  SUPPER. 

Madame  Bobineau  never  failed  in  her 
attendance  at  early  mass  on  Sundays  and 
on  Church  festivals,  and  as  the  Hotel 
Beauregard  lay  in  her  way  home,  she  oft- 
en called  in  to  see  the  widow.  It  must 
be  confessed  that  Madame  Carouge  had  a 
horror  of  early  rising,  and  preferred  high 
mass  to  the  services  that  preceded  it. 

Madame  Bobineau  said  it  feasted  her 
eyes  to  get  even  a glimpse  of  the  beauti- 
ful widow — certainly  she  often  managed 
to  combine  this  kind  of  refreshment  with 
the  promise  of  a more  material  feast;  and 
in  this  prospect  of  carrying  home  an  ex- 
cellent Sunday  dinner  it  had  become  a 
habit  with  her  to  take  occasionally  a small 
flag  basket  to  church.  She  managed  to 
wear  this  under  her  ample  skirt,  and  she 
produced  it  when  she  saw  that  Madame 
Carouge  had  some  dainties  to  offer. 

Sometimes  half  a chicken  or  a tempting 
sweet-bread  fell  to  her  lot,  or  a dish  of  cut- 
lets or  stewed  kidneys  would  be  ready 


packed  for  her  in  a little  covered  terrine^ 
and  to  this  Madame  Carouge  often  added 
a half-bottle  of  Diedesheimer.  Yester- 
day, however,  a distinct  message  had 
been  sent  to  the  Red  Glove  through  Cap- 
tain Loigerot.  But  though  Madame  Bobi- 
neau felt  her  appetite  quicken  at  the  pros- 
pect of  sundry  dainties,  she  resolved  to 
deny  herself  the  enjoyment  of  them  till 
after  supper.  Her  former  shop-girls  had 
spent  their  Sundays  at  home,  but  she  was 
Marie’s  only  friend  in  Berne,  and  the  girl 
must  dine  and  sup  with  her.  It  was  possi- 
ble, she  reflected,  as  she  drew  near  the  hotel, 
that  her  liberal  friend,  in  consideration  of 
Marie,  might  bestow  a double  portion. 

Madame  Bobineau  smacked  her  thin 
lips.  “So  much  the  better  for  me,”  she 
said  to  herself ; “for  it  is  not  well  to  pam- 
per a young  girl.  Marie  can  not  have 
been  used  to  dainties  at  the  convent.” 

With  this  reflection  she  stepped  cheer- 
fully into  the  entrance  of  the  Beauregard. 
Moritz’s  pensive,  consumptive  face  showed 
at  the  door  of  his  bureau,  but  when  he 
saw  Madame  Bobineau  he  bowed  and 
grinned  and  retreated,  in  spite  of  the  elab- 
orate courtesy  and  smile  with  which  she 
greeted  him.  She  went  round  softly  to 
the  glazed  end  of  the  widow’s  parlor; 
the  door  stood  open ; but  her  cat-like  tread 
made  no  sound,  and  Madame  Carouge 
gave  a little  start  when  she  found  the  old 
woman’s  eyes  flxed  on  her  in  intense 
scrutiny. 

The  widow  was  sitting  on  her  sofa  in 
deep  thought,  and  she  had  to  force  a smile, 
for  the  interruption  came  at  a wrong  mo- 
ment. She  was  trying  for  about  the 
twentieth  time  to  give  herself  a reason 
why  Monsieur  Engemann  had  not  linger- 
ed to  speak  to  her  after  dinner  yesterday. 
She  felt  chilled  and  disquieted.  And  yet 
he  had  often  gone  out  in  this  way  with 
his  friends;  but  then,  she  argued  to  her- 
self, yesterday  morning’s  interview  had 
completely  changed  their  relations  to  one 
another;  he  had  never  before  looked  at 
her  as  he  had  looked  yesterday  morning. 
Love  had  shone  in  his  eyes,  and  who 
could  say  but  for  that  officious  Moritz  he 
might  have  declared  his  passion  ? 

And  here  it  occurred  to  Madame  Ca- 
rouge that  this  was  not  the  first  time  that 
Moritz  had  broken  in  upon  her  talks  with 
Monsieur  Engemann.  She  frowned  a lit- 
tle as  this  idea  presented  itself,  and  look- 
ing up,  found  herself  face  to  face  with 
Madame  Bobineau. 
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The  mistress  of  the  Red  Glove  looked  so 
like  an  old  witch  that  Madame  Carouge 
shivered  and  turned  slightly  pale.  She  felt 
as  if  this  inquisitive  old  woman  could  read 
her  secret  thoughts.  But  she  spoke  to  her 
pleasantly. 

“ Good-moming,  neighbor ; you  are  ear- 
lier than  usual.  How  have  you  been 
lately?” 

Madame  Bobineau  kept  the  widow’s  soft 
golden-brown  hand  in  her  lean  grasp,  and 
gazed  admiringly  in  her  rich  friend’s  hand- 
some face. 

“ There  is  no  need  to  ask  how  you  are,” 
she  said.  “You  look  like  a newly  open- 
ed rose,  with  your  eyes  as  bright  as  dia- 
monds.” 

Madame  Carouge  turned  away  with  a 
perceptible  shrug  of  the  shoulder;  there 
was  little  variety  in  the  old  woman’s  com- 
pliments, and  she  was  not  in  a mood  for 
flattery  this  morning.  The  bead-like  eyes 
looked  keenly  round  the  room,  but  they 
could  not  spy  any  parcel  likely  to  contain 
dainties. 

“You  were  so  good,  madame,”  the  old 
woman  said,  humbly,  “as  to  send  me 
word  by  Captain  Loigerot — ah,  what  an 
excellent  gentleman  he  is ! — ^that  you  wish- 
ed me  to  call  in  on  my  way  from  mass 
this  morning.” 

“Ah,  so  I did.”  Madame  Carouge 
spoke  with  studied  carelessness.  She  saw 
the  greedy  eyes  furtively  searching  every 
corner,  and  she  enjoyed  Madame  Bobi- 
neau's  anxiety.  “Let  me  see — what  was 
it  I heard? — I remember.  Monsieur  Loi- 
gerot told  me  that  you  have  adopted  a 
young  relative ; that  you  have  her  in  your 
shop.” 

Madame  Bobineau’s  hopes  sank;  but 
then  this  question  might  bear  on  the  ex- 
tra supplies  she  was  hoping  for. 

“I  should  have  come,  dear  madame, 
without  your  summons,  to  tell  you  about 
her.  You  are  always  so  kind  that  I should 
have  ventured  to  believe  that  you  would 
take  some  interest  in  my  little  cousin.” 

“Ah,  then  it  is  a child  that  you  have 
adopted.  But  will  you  not  find  it  a ti*ou- 
blesome  charge  ? — you  will  have  to  send 
it  to  school,  my  good  Madame  Bobineau ; 
you  can  not  keep  a child  in  the  shop.” 

“ It  is  not  so  bad  as  that,”  the  old  woman 
answered.  “It  is  a heavy  burden,”  she 
went  on  in  a whining  voice;  “but  what 
could  I do  ? I could  not  leave  my  poor 
Berthold’s  child  to  be  a burden  to  stran- 
gers, and  I— I want  help  in  the  shop.” 


Madame  Carouge  looked  grave. 

“How  old  is  she?  and  what  is  she 
like  ?” 

Madame  Bobineau’s  eyes  became  keen- 
er than  ever. 

“Oh,  madame,  after  all,  she  is  a mere 
girl  — sixteen  or  thereabout  — a simple 
child  fresh  from  her  convent.” 

“In  that  case” — madame’s  full,  rich 
voice  became  hard  and  dry — “I  do  not 
think  a glove  shop  is  a good  beginning 
for  her.  She  would  be  safer  at  a dress- 
maker’s, or  even  in  a draper’s  shop.” 

Madame  Bobineau  was  at  once  ag- 
grieved and  alarmed. 

“ I am  also  in  the  shop,  madame,  or  at 
worst  I can  see  through  the  glass  door. 
But  I assure  you  Marie  is  more  inclined 
to  prudery  than  to  flirting.  Why,  only 
yesterday,  when  two  of  your  boarders 
came  in,  the  little  chit  actually  let  them 
choose  and  measure  their  own  gloves 
themselves.” 

“ What  did  you  expect  her  to  do,  then?” 
The  widow  could  not  help  smiling  at  Ma- 
dame Bobineau’s  indignation. 

“Well,  my  dear  madame,  you  will,  I 
am  sure,  agree  with  me  that  a girl  of  that 
age  should  do  as  she  is  bid,  and  should 
not  take  up  ideas  of  her  own.” 

Madame  Carouge  was  so  amused  that 
her  pearly  teeth  showed  plainly. 

“Actually,  madame,”  the  old  woman 
went  on,  “ she  had  the  face  to  tell  me  that 
the  gentlemen  stared  at  her,  and  that  she 
considered  them  impertinent.” 

“Perhaps  they  did  stare  rudely,”  said 
Madame  Carouge,  thoughtfully ; ‘ ‘ who  did 
you  say  they  were  ?” 

“Two  of  your  boarders,  madame — young 
Monsieur  Wengem  and  Monsieur  Chris- 
ten. I am  sure  they  are  very  civil  gen- 
tlemen.” 

“They  may  have  been  too  civil,  my 
good  woman” — the  widow’s  manner  was 
still  constrained ; ‘ ‘ but  she  must  be  pretty, 
this  young  cousin  of  yours:  those  are  not 
young  men  who  would  stare  at  a plain 
girl.” 

“Yes,  the  girl  is  passable.”  Then  re- 
membering that  Madame  Carouge  would 
probably  go  to  the  Red  Glove  and  form 
her  own  judgment  of  Marie,  “Captain 
Loigerot  says  she  is  pretty,  but — ” 

“Do  you  mean  to  say,”  Madame  Ca- 
rouge interrupted,  so  sharply  that  the  old 
woman’s  eyes  and  mouth  opened  simul- 
taneously, “that  you  have  this  young 
and  pretty  girl  to  live  in  your  house,  so 
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that  she  makes  acquaintance  with  y.our 
lodgers 

Madame  Bobineau  cringed  and  trem- 
bled. She  felt  almost  scorched  by  the 
fire  that  blazed  in  the  widow’s  soft,  velvet- 
like eyes.” 

‘ ‘ No,  no,  indeed,  madame.  I ask  a hun- 
dred paeons;  but  madame  has  altogether 
mistaken  me.  Marie  does  not  sleep  at  the 
Red  Glove — dear  me,  no ; I could  not  have 
dreamed  of  anything  so  improper.  She 
has  a lodging  in  the  Cour  du  Piuts,  and 
by  no  chance  does  she  go  into  the  passage 
reserved  for  the  lodgers.” 

“Then  how  has  Monsieur  Loigerot 
made  acquaintance  with  her  ? — he  is  not  a 
man  to  buy  gloves.”  The  widow  looked 
stem  and  unbelieving. 

“Madame  is  right,  as  she  always  is.” 
Bobineau  spoke  fawningly,  and  put  her 
lean,  hooked  fingers  on  her  beautiful 
friend’s  arm.  “The  captain  does  not  buy 
gloves;  but  on  the  morning  of  Marie's  ar- 
rival he  saw  her  near  the  station,  and 
showed  her  the  way  to  my  house.  The 
captain  is  a kind  man,  madame.  Only  last 
night,  when  I was  talking  to  liim  and  to 
Monsieur  Engemann — ah,  is  not  that  a 
beautiful  young  man? — the  captain  said  I 
ought  to — to  interest  you  in  my  little 
cousin.” 

She  stammered  over  the  last  words,  for 
another  scorching  glance  told  her  that  her 
speech  had  given  offense. 

Madame  Carouge's  broad  eyebrows  knit, 
she  raised  her  head  proudly,  and  seem- 
ed to  the  friglitened  old  woman  to  look 
grander  and  more  beautiful  than  ever. 

“Do  you  mean  me  to  understand,  Ma- 
dame Bobineau,  that  at  your  age  and  with 
your  experience  you  talk  to  your  gentle- 
men lodgers  about  your  shop-girl  ? You 
must  excuse  me  if  I say  that  your  young 
cousin  would  have  been  safer  in  her  con- 
vent than  she  is  likely  to  be  under  your 
care.” 

She  spoke  haughtily ; her  words  seemed 
to  stab  her  listener;  Madame  Bobineau 
almost  choked  with  alarm. 

“You  mistake  me,  madame,”  she  said. 
“Captain  Loigerot  came  in  last  night 
with  Monsieur  Engemann,  and  as  I hap- 
pened to  be  in  the  passage,  the  captain 
asked  after  little  Marie.” 

“The  captain  is  not  young” — Madame 
Carouge  spoke  very  severely;  “but  I am 
shocked  that  you  should  talk  about  a 
young  girl  to  Monsieur  Engemann — ” 

She  stopped  suddenly,  as  if  she  had  said 


too  much.  Madame  Bobineau  sighed  with 
relief. 

“Ah,  madame” — she  spoke  in  her  most 
fawning  tone — “of  all  the  gentlemen  in 
Berne,  I consider  him  the  safest— as  safe 
as  a married  man.”  Here  she  gave  a 
rather  cynical  smile.  ‘ ‘ It  could  not  be  pos- 
sible to  worship  you,  madame,  and  to 
have  eyes  for  any  other  woman.  No, 
madame,  believe  me  Monsieur  Engemann 
will  not  even  look  at  my  little  cousin.” 

If  Madame  Carouge  had  been  standing, 
she  would  have  stamped  with  impatience 
at  her  friend’s  indiscretion. 

“You  are  making  a great  mistake,  Ma- 
dame Bobineau.”  She  spoke  with  chill 
dignity.  “You  have  been  listening  to 
gossip,  I fear.  I am  not  thinking  about 
Monsieur  Wengem,  or  Monsieur  Enge- 
mann, or  any  gentleman  in  particular. 
I am  trying  to  show  you  how  to  take  care 
of  your  little  cousin.  It  seems  to  me  I am 
a fitter  counsellor  in  the  matter  than  Cap- 
tain Loigerot  is.” 

“Ah,  madame” — the  old  woman  rose 
and  courtesied  ; she  literally  quivered 
with  the  fear  of  having  lost  her  supper — 
“ you  are  as  wise  as  you  are  beautiful.  I 
will  follow  your  advice  in  all  things.” 

“Then,”  said  Madame  Carouge,  smiling, 
“the  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  find  a 
husband  to  take  care  of  this  little  girl  as 
soon  as  possible.” 

Madame  Bobineau  clasped  her  skinny 
hands  and  turned  up  her  little  eyes. 

' * A husband  1 But,  madame,  she  has  not 
a penny;  and  although  I am  willing  to 
feed  and  clothe  her,  I am  not  able  to  pro- 
vide a marriage  portion.  Heavens  1 how 
should  a poor  old  woman  like  me  do  so?” 

Madame  Carouge  gave  her  a smile  full 
of  scorn. 

“I  see  you  do  not  want  advice,  neigh- 
bor; your  mind  is  made  up.  Good!  go  your 
own  way;  but  when  you  come  to  me  in 
three  months’  time  to  complain  that  your 
little  cousin’s  head  is  turned  with  flattery, 
or  perhaps — there  are  plenty  of  bad  people 
in  Berne — that  she  is  ruined,  I shall  have 
no  pity  for  you.” 

She  rose  up,  and  shaking  out  her  skirts, 
as  if  she  dismissed  the  subject  and  her 
visitor,  she  went  slowly  to  her  desk. 

Madame  Bobineau  followed  her  and 
touched  her  arm,  her  lean  fingers  trem- 
bled; had  she  actually  offended  lier  best 
friend  for  the  sake  of  a chit  like  Marie? 

“ Pardon  me,  madame ; I am  an  old  fool 
to  set  my  judgment  up  against  yours.  If 
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you  can  find  any  one  who— who  can  main- 
tain a wife,  and  is  willing  to  take  Marie 
without  a portion,  she  shall  marry  him.” 

“That  is  right.  Leave  it  to  me ; I will 
find  your  little  Marie  a husband,”  said 
Madame  Carouge.  “ And  now,  my  good 
friend,  I must  ask  you  to  leave  me,  or  I 
shall  be  late  at  mass.” 

There  was  plainly  to-day  no  forth-com- 
ing supper  for  M^ame  Bobineau,  and 
after  prolonging  her  leave-taking  as  long 
as  she  dared,  she  departed,  smarting  with 
vexation  and  disappointed  greed,  of  which 
she  considered  Marie  the  primary  cause. 

Marriage  for  the  little  chit  1 How  could 
Madame  Carouge  be  so  foolish  ? She  had 
better  leave  the  girl  alone.  Just  as  she 
liad  had  the  trouble  of  teaching  Marie 
her  duties,  she  was  to  be  distracted  with 
this  notion  of  marriage ; and  the  worst  of 
it  was,  there  was  no  way  out  of  it:  the 
beautiful  widow  always  kept  her  promises. 


CHAPTER  X. 

HOPE  AND  FEAR. 

Madame  Carouqb  stood  still  for  some 
time  after  her  visitor’s  departure.  She 
was  so  absorbed  in  thinking  that  she  fail- 
ed to  hear  a tap  at  her  door — at  first  timid, 
then  smartly  repeated. 

Madame  Bobineau  had  left  the  door 
partly  open,  and  the  widow  started  when 
she  heard  a Jamiliar  voice  say,  “May  I 
come  in?” 

Madame  Carouge  opened  the  door  fully* 
“How  do  you  do.  Monsieur  Riesen  ?” she 
said.  “You  have  something  pleasant  to 
tell  me,  I am  sure.” 

She  seated  herself  on  the  sofa,  and  pat- 
ting it,  smiled  graciously  at  her  visitor. 

Monsieur  Riesen  took  the  seat  indicated, 
thus  making  a remarkable  contrast  to  his 
hoste.ss.  He  was  a tall,  large-boned  man 
with  a sickly  complexion,  gray  hair,  and 
large,  deep-set,  gray  eyes.  His  face  was 
so  tliin  that  his  eyes  had  sunk  back,  and 
seemed  to  peer  suspiciously  through  his 
dark  shaggy  eyebrows  as  he  stooped  for- 
ward to  listen. 

“ Well,  madame,”he  said,  “as  for  plea- 
sant news,  I am  not  sure  whether  you  will 
think  mine  so.  Here  is  another  fine  Sun- 
day, and  I regret  to  say  I am  still  obliged 
to  defer  our  excursion;  and  next  Sunday 
may  bring  torrents  of  rain  with  it.  But 
it  is  always  so,  is  it  not  ?” 


He  looked  so  melancholy  that  she 
laughed. 

“That  Sunday  always  brings  torrents 
of  rain  ? No,  my  good  friend,  and  to-day 
gives  you  a contradiction.  But  then  is  it 
really  settled  for  next  Sunday  ? Ah  I I 
am  glad.”  She  clapped  her  hands  with  a 
gayety  that  scarcely  harmonized  with  the 
intense  expi*ession  in  her  eyes  and  the 
grand  lines  of  her  figure. 

Riesen  was  enchanted.  Ho  had  not  ex- 
pected his  news  to  be  received  so  plea- 
santly. 

“You  look  divine  to-day,  madame.” 
He  bent  his  long  back  over  her,  and  spoke 
in  an  insinuating  whisper.  “ It  will  not 
matter  what  sort  of  weather  we  have  for 
our  excursion : we  shall  have  only  to  look 
at  you  to  feel  sure  that  sunshine  is  with 
us.” 

“Prettily  said,  monsieur;  but  I prefer 
real  sunshine.  It  is  a pity  we  could  not 
go  to-day.” 

“ Yes,” he  sighed ; “but  then  life  is  full 
of  these  vexations  for  me” — he  put  his 
hand  on  his  chest.  “ I am  old,  and  life  is 
always  vexing;  but  to  you,  young,  rich, 
and  beautiful,  all  vexation  should  he 
spared,  every  wish  should  be  fulfilled.  It 
is  grievous  to  me  that  I should  in  any 
way  cause  you  disappointment.” 

She  turned  suddenly  and  faced  him. 
“Is  it,  then,  quite  impossible  we  can  go 
to-day  ?” 

“I  grieve  to  say,  yes.  Various  rea- 
sons have  concurred  to  make  it  out  of  the 
question.” 

This  seemed  the  safest  answer  he  could 
make.  He  felt  sure  that  the  fact  of  his 
being  more  than  usually  dyspeptic  would 
not  be  accepted  by  Madame  Carouge  as  a 
sufficient  reason. 

“You  must  really  try  not  to  disappoint 
me  again,  monsieur” — she  pouted.a  little, 
and  thereby  looked  more  charming  than 
ever.  “But  how  is  it,  then,  that  you 
came  to  see  me  ? I thought  you  were  a 
devout  Protestant,  Monsieur  Riesen,  and 
were  always  in  church  at  this  time  of 
day  ?” 

“Well,  yes”— he  drew  a long  face  and 
got  up  unwillingly — “but  it  is  so  plea- 
sant here,  and  I feared  you  might  be  mak- 
ing some  other  engagement  for  next  Sun- 
day. If  we  have  a day  like  this,  it  will  be 
divine,  though  it  is  not  I who  shall  enjoy 
it  to  perfection.” 

He  sighed,  and  elevated  his  eyebrows 
with  a look  of  admiration. 
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Of  this  Madame  Carouge  took  no  no- 
tice, but  she  shook  her  head  in  rebuke  of 
his  words.  “You  ought  to  enjoy  it  thor- 
oughly, monsieur;  you  will  have  the 
benefit  and  the  pleasure  of  an  open-air 
holiday  in  the  society  of  your  T^fe.” 

Riesen  made  a grimace.  “ Do  you  en- 
joy things  because  you  ought  ?”  he  said,  in 
a whisper.  “ No ; believe  me,  dear  friend, 
pleasure  and  duty  were  never  yet  mated.” 

“You  are  talking  treason,  and  you 
know  it.”  Madame  Carouge  looked  so 
scornful,  spite  of  her  smile,  that  Riesen 
winced  a little.  “I  will  say  au  revoir  to 
you,  neighbor,  for  I am  a little  hurried 
this  morning.” 

As  soon  as  the  clockmaker  had  depart- 
ed, Madame  Carouge  opened  the  door  com- 
municating with  the  bureau. 

“Moritz!”  she  called. 

In  an  instant  the  thin-faced  waiter  ap- 
peared before  her. 

“If  any  one  wants  me  this  n^oming, 
say  I am  gone  to  church.” 

“ Yes,  madame.” 

Moritz  went  back  to  his  desk  with 
a pleased  smile,  and  Madame  Carouge 
mounted  to  her  bedroom.  But  aae  did 
not  get  ready  for  church.  » 

She  placed  herself  before  her  looking- 
glass  and  stood  there  several  minutes  gaz- 
ing at  the  beautiful  refiection. 

‘ * Yes,  I must  be  handsome,  ” she  thought. 
“I  can  not  remember  the  tiipe  when  I was 
not  made  to  know  it.”  She  turned  from 
the  glass  with  a look  of  disgust.  “If 
they  only  jessed  how  sick  I am  of  hear- 
ing their  flattery  1 What  do  I know  ? it 
is  perhaps  because  Rudolf  has  never  paid 
me  a compliment  that  I love  him.  Ah  1 
how  I love  him!”  She  hid  her  glow- 
ing face  between  her  hands  and  sat  down 
in  an  easy-chair. 

Presently  she  let  her  hands  fall  in  her 
lap ; her  lip  curved  upward  and  showed 
her  lovely  teeth. 

“ How  little  one  knows  one’s  self!  how 
often  through  those  dull  ten  years  1 said, 
‘Ah!  when  I get  my  liberty,  I will  never 
lose  it  again.  I will  be  free — free  as  a 
bird — for  the  rest  of  my  life.’”  She 
laughed  a little  at  the  thought  her  words 
called  up.  “Poor  little  Zizi  singing  in 
his  cage  down-stairs  would  be  wiser  than 
I have  been  if  he  found  his  cage  door 
open.  Carouge  has  been  dead  little  more 
than  a year,  and  I am  already  tired  of  my 
liberty.  I have  none  left.”  She  struck 
her  closed  hand  on  the  marble  shelf  be- 


low her  mirror.  “My  married  life  was 
only  imprisonment — at  least  my  heart 
was  free;  but  now  I do  not  seem  to  be- 
long  to  myself.  What  a weak  creature  I 
am ! I only  feel  really  living  in  Rudolfs 
presence.  Between  the  times  I see  him  is 
like  adull  dream  that  has  to  be  got  through 
somehow.” 

She  sat  thinking.  It  was  such  a chance 
that  she  had  known  him  I If  she  bad  fol- 
lowed the  suggestion  of  Carouge’s  man  of 
business,  Rudolf  Engemann  might  still 
have  been  a stranger  to  her.  When  she 
was  told  that  her  husband  had  left  her  all 
he  possessed,  she  was  advised  to  live  for  a 
while  in  retirement,  and  it  was  suggested 
^that  Moritz,  the  head  waiter  of  the  Hotel 
Beauregard,  was  capable  of  carrying  on 
the  business  for  her  benefit. 

Even  now  she  smiled  as  she  remem- 
bered her  answer,  and  the  surprise  it  had 
elicited. 

She  had  looked  fixedly  in  the  face  of 
the  sleek,  stolid  man  who  she  knew  con- 
sidered her  a pretty  doll,  for  whom  every- 
thing must  be  arranged. 

“Monsieur,”  she  said,  “lam  eight-and- 
twenty — quite  old  enough  to  take  care  of 
n^self,  and  Moritz  can  manage  the  Beau- 
re^rd  under  me  just  as  well  as  he  could 
without  me.” 

And  the  lawyer  had  been  obliged  to 
own  at  the  end  of  the  first  few  months 
that  the  hotel  was  far  more  flourishing 
since  the  beautiful  young  widow  had  es- 
tablished herself  there.  Sh^  gave  all  her 
orders  through  Moritz,  and  he  was  her 
slave.  Although  she  had  soon  remodelled 
the  household,  and  had  made  many 
changes  in  the  internal  arrangements,  he 
had  never  murmured,  but  had  borne  pa- 
tiently with  the  ill-will  shown  by  some  of 
the  older  servants. 

Now  as  she  sat  musing  she  was  half 
ashamed  of,  half  amused  at,  the  stir  which 
Madame  Bobineau  had  awakened  in  her. 
And  growing  calm  again,  she  asked  her- 
self what  had  been  the  use  of  her  studies 
in  these  past  years.  Had  she  not  taught 
herself  that  true  love  could  not  change  ? 
If  this  were  true,  she  was  unreasonable 
to  doubt  Rudolf  Engemann.  She  had 
lived  on  in  the  hope  that  some  day  she 
should  go  out  into  the  world  and  find  this 
other  half  of  her  soul  which  she  had 
dreamed  of. 

And  one  day,  six  months  ago  now,  Cap- 
tain Loigerot,  who  had  some  time  before 
introduced  himself  to  her  as  her  husband's 
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friend,  presented  to  her  Monsieur  Rudolf 
Engemann,  a gentleman  newly  arrived 
from  Fribourg,  who  was  about  to  take  up 
his  residence  in  Berne,  and  wished  to  be- 
come a boarder  at  the  Hotel  Beauregard. 

When  she  sat  alone  in  the  evening  aft- 
er this  short  interview,  Madame  Carouge 
knew  that  she  had  seen  the  realization  of 
her  dream.  The  conviction  came  to  her 
with  a sad  certainty,  which  left  no  doubt 
of  its  truth. 

Since  her  husband's  death — more  than  a 
year  ago  now — she  had  lived  in  as  much 
seclusion  as  her  position  would  allow,  and 
yet  she  could  not  help  seeing  the  universal 
admiration  her  beauty  excited.  She  had 
not  been  aware  that  Rudolf  Engemann 
admired  her.  He  had  looked  at  her  at- 
tentively, but  as  she  met  his  gaze  her 
thoughts  had  at  once  occupied  themselves 
with  him;  indeed,  he  had  ever  since  held 
them  captive,  ceaselessly  filled  with  his 
image. 

A strangely  new  life  had  begun  for  her; 
she  felt  changed,  timidly  anxious  about 
the  impression  she  had  made  on  this 
young  Swiss.  Since  then  his  manner  and 
his  attentions  satisfied  her  when  she  was 
with  him,  but  in  his  absence  fear  and  har^- . 
assing  doubts  attested  the  strength  of  her' 
love.  Every  day  she  sought  anxiously  in 
her  glass  for  a trace  of  the  years  which  she 
knew  made  her  older  than  Monsieur  En- 
gemann, but  her  love-fraught  eyes  only 
made  her  look  more  attractive;  she  could 
not  see  any  mark  of  time's  fingers. 

“I  wrong  him  too  much,”  she  thought, 
“by  these  silly  doubts.  If  Rudolf  loves 
me,  he  could  not  easily  give  me  up ; and  if 
he  does  not  love  me,  can  I wish  to  keep 
his  attentions?” 

But  she  could  not  answer  this  question. 
She  looked  once  more  at  herself.  If  her 
beauty  did  not  satisfy  Rudolf,  she  felt  that 
her  pride  in  it  was  over;  she  would  have 
cast  it  all  away  if  she  could  become  that 
which  he  desired. 

“ Nonsense!”  she  said  softly  to  herself, 
the  light  of  hope  shining  in  the  dark  beauty 
of  her  eyes.  ‘ ‘ They  can  not  all  be  wrong ; 
he  does  love  me;  see  how  the  captain 
stands  aloof  when  Rudolf  is  with  me. 
Riesen  and  his  wife,  and  Madame  Bobineau 
too,  they  can  not  all  deceive  themselves.” 

She  remembered  that  true  love  was  rare- 
ly self-confident,  and  this  might  apply  to 
Rudolf  as  well  as  to  herself.  In  his  case 
the  knowledge  that  she  was  wealthy  would 
certainly  revolt  his  independence  and  tie 


his  tongue.  Once  more  she  told  herself, 
blushing,  that  when  Sunday  came,  she 
must  try  to  give  her  lover  decided  encour- 
agement. 

“It  is  too  late  for  mass  to-day,”  she 
said. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  BEAR  PIT. 

Last  Sunday  had  been  rainy ; the  bright 
sunshine  of  this  Sunday  had  put  all  the 
holiday-makers  in  good  humor,  and  they 
came  trooping  along  with  gay,  expect- 
ant faces.  They  fiocked  out  of  the  tall 
houses  on  each  side  of  the  long  street  that 
stretches  from  one  end  of  the  town  to  the 
other  till  it  reaches  the  Nydeck  Bridge; 
they  came,  too,  in  merry  groups  from  the 
side  streets  and  alleys,  till  the  long  street 
seemed  filled  with  the  wearers  of  straw 
hats  and  bonnets  trimmed  with  l^nots  and 
garlands  of  flowers.  They  wore  chiefly 
sombre-colored  skirts,  but  many  of  them 
had  the  dazzling  white  sleeves  and  chemi- 
settes and  the  glittering  silver  chains  and 
brooches  of  the  canton. 

A buzz  of  talk  went  on  among  these 
women ; there  were  plenty  of  children  too, 
in  Sunday  garb,  and  with  round,  festive 
faces,  their  eyes  big  with  anticipation; 
they  were  going  to  the  cathedral  platform 
to  eat  ca^es  ana  play  on  the  grass.  There 
were  few  mto  in  the  crowd.  Most  of 
them  had  lounged  off  in  the  direction  of 
the  Enge,  or  of  the  bastions.  A few, 
however,  witli  stolid,  patient  f^es,  went 
on  with  their  women  and  children,  but 
these  kept  on  past  the  turning  to  the 
miinster,  along  the  street,  till  they  reach- 
ed the  bridge  which  unites  the  long  prom- 
ontory on  which  the  city  stands  to  the 
country  beyond  it.  Most  of  these  peo- 
ple were  of  the  poorest  class,  and  they 
were  going  to  pay  their  Sunday  visit  to  the 
living  legend  of  their  city,  the  famous 
bears  of  Berne. 

Marie  and  Madame  Bobineau  were  in 
the  crowd.  The  old  woman  looked  cheer- 
ful ; her  feelings  had  been  soothed  by  the 
arrival  of  a basket  from  the  Hotel  Beaure- 
gard. Inside  of  it  she  had  found  so  ample 
a repast  that  she  had  actually  given  Marie 
some  cutlets  for  her  dinner.  She  was 
looking  forward  to  a luxurious  supper 
when  the  girl  went  home  to  her  lodging, 

Marie  was  in  ecstasy.  As  she  walked 
along  she  thought  Berne  was  the  most 
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beautiful  place  she  had  ever  seen,  and  to- 
day the  bright  sun-glow  brought  every 
point  into  high  relief;  the  quaint  fount- 
ains looked  more  many-colored,  the  gay 
stripes  of  the  red  and  orange  window- 
blinds  had  never  seemed  so  vivid,  and  the 
brilliant  effects  of  light  and  shade  in  the 
arcaded  streets  made  constant  pictures. 
The  girl’s  eyes  seemed  to  dance  with  hap- 
piness as  she  moved  airily  along  beside 
her  old  companion. 

Now  they  reach  the  end  of  the  street. 
On  the  right  is  the  bridge,  and  in  front  of 
them  is  the  beautiful  blue-green  river 
shimmering  in  the  warm  sunshine.  Close 
by  is  another  gray-green  fountain,  guard- 
ed by  an  armed  warrior,  and  Marie’s  de- 
light grows  at  the  sight  of  a group  of  mer- 
ry children  hand  in  hand  dancing  round 
a woman  who  bends  over  the  fountain 
while  she  fills  her  buckets. 

“Have  a care  there,”  she  cries,  “ Lies- 
chen,  Aline,  and  you,  Wilhelm.  The  wa- 
ter will  fill  your  shoes  and  spoil  your  Sun- 
day clothes.  Have  a care.” 

“Ah,  the  dear  little  children!”  Marie 
cries ; but  Madame  Bobineau  will  not  stop ; 
she  plods  slowly  on  to  the  bridge. 

“Come  along,  Marie;  you  must  never 
loiter  in  the  street,  child,”  she  says,  as 
Marie  pauses  again  to  look  up  the  river. 
“You  were  loitering,  no  doubt,  when  Cap- 
tain Loigerot  spoke  to  you.  Ahl”  she 
sighs;  “ well  for  you  that  you  met  with  so 
honorable  a geutleman  I”  She  shakes  her 
head  and  frowns. 

Marie  laughs  out.  The  sunshine  and 
fresh  air  have  completely  revived  her 
spirits,  and  although  when  the  old  woman 
scolds  her  very  much  she  is  still  strongly 
tempted  to  go  back  to  the  Sisters,  the  feeling 
does  not  last.  She  likes  the  consciousness 
of  independence;  she  is  earning  her  own 
living  while  she  remains  with  Madame 
Bobineau,  and  it  seems  cowardly  to  give 
up  in  despair  because  an  old  woman,  who 
in  other  respects  treats  her  fairly,  has  a 
trick  of  scolding. 

“Pardon  me  if  I laugh,  madame,”  she 
says,  shyly,  for  she  sees  rebuke  in  her 
cousin’s  face.  “A  man  can  not  eat  me 
up,  as  the  ogre  on  the  fountain  eats  the 
children.  Do  not  be  afraid ; I am  very 
strong.  I would  not  let  any  one  steal  my 
purse.  And  if  any  one  did  steal  it  he 
would  not  find  much  in  it,”  the  clear 
young  voice  goes  on  merrily.  ‘ ‘ Ah, ” she 
cries,  “this  is  delightful!  I thank  you, 
madame,  for  bringing  mo  here.” 


She  looks  at  her  with  sparkling  eyes, 
for  they  have  reached  the  platform  in 
front  of  the  Bear  Pit,  and  are  standing 
under  the  shade  of  the  trees,  among  the 
chattering,  merry  groups  who  have  come 
all  this  way  to  see  the  bears  of  Berne.  Men 
and  women  and  a crowd  of  little  children 
loiter  about  the  stalls  near  the  pit.  These 
are  covered  with  toys  and  knickknacks, 
souvenirs  de  Berne  in  the  shape  of  small 
carved  wooden  tokens;  bears  white  and 
bi*own  and  black,  in  all  kinds  of  atti- 
tudes; boxes  and  trays  and  inkstands  and 
Swiss  chalets  innumerable;  dried  Alpine 
flowers,  and  photographs  of  the  town  and 
neighborhood.  Beyond  are  tables  on 
which  heaps  of  buns  and  carrots  are  ex- 
hibited; these  are  propitiatory  offerings 
for  the  shaggy  idols  in  the  dens  below. 

Marie  can  not  yet  see  the  bears.  It  is 
early,  and  they  have  not  come  out  to 
greet  their  friends;  the  crowd,  however, 
has  nearly  left  the  stalls,  and  makes  a 
thick  hedge  along  the  edge  of  the  pit,  so 
as  to  screen  it  from  sight.  Marie  is  not 
anxious  to  see  the  beare;  this  concourse 
of  happy  people  and  the  gay  stalls  glitter- 
ing in  the  sunshine  make  for  her  a specta- 
cle she  has  never  before  enjoyed. 

“Do  but  see,  dear  madame” — she  pulls 
Madame  Bobineau's  shawl,  to  make  her 
stop — ‘ ‘ do  but  look  at  the  toy  bears  I Ah, 
the  pretty  little  beasts ! and  I thought  bears 
were  huge,  ugly  monsters ! See ! liere  are 
white  bears,  and  here  are  brown  ones;  and 
oh ! here  are  some  that  carry  parasols,  and 
some  smoke  pipes,  and  some— ah !” — here 
she  laughs  again — “but  these  are  droll 
beyond  belief.  Here  is  a bear  that  teach- 
es his  little  scholars.  See  them!  there 
are  eight,  and  they  sit  on  a bench,  and  he, 
the  teacher,  has  spectacles;  and  oh,  ma- 
dame, here  is  a bear  that  paints,  and  his 
picture  is  the  Lake  of  Lucerne,  roy  beloved 
lake!”  she  claps  her  hands,  and  cries  this 
out  joyfully. 

“Chut!”  says  Madame  Bobineau;  “we 
shall  have  a crowd  round  us,  child.  People 
will  think  you  are  a savage,  Marie.” 

But  Marie  leaves  off  laughing.  Her 
mood  has  suddenly  changed.  Close  be- 
side her  on  the  stall  she  sees  some  dried 
flowers;  her  lips  part  in  awful  wonder, 
for  she  recognizes  them ; they  are  edel- 
weiss blossoms,  and  she  knows  that  they 
must  have  been  gathered  on  the  heights 
of  the  snow  mountains  she  so  dearly  loves. 

“See,  madame,”  she  says,  but  her  voice 
is  now  hushed  and  grave,  “these  are  the 
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lovely  snow-flowers.  Is  it  not  as  if  the 
8UOW  itself  had  budded  into  blossoms  V' 

Madame  Bobineau  turns  quickly  away. 
She  thinks  the  girl  will  follow  her,  but  as 
Marie  looks  up  fiom  the  edelweiss  to  the 
faces  of  the  people  near  her,  slie  meets  a 
pair  of  blue  eyes  fixed  intently  on  her  own. 
Next  moment  the  tall  owner  of  these  eyes 
turns  away,  and  when  Marie  reaches  Ma- 
dame Bobineau,  she  finds  the  same  tall 
pleasant-looking  stranger  speaking  to  her 
old  cousin. 

“You  did  not  see  me  just  now,  ma- 
dame,  he  says.  ‘ ‘ Have  you  come  to  have 
a look  at  the  bears  ? So  have  I.  And  this 
is  your  cousin,  is  it  not?” 

Marie  has  been  gazing  at  him;  she 
thinks  lie  is  nicer  than  any  one  she  has 
seen  in  Berne,  he  is  so  tall  and  grand- 
looking. She  feels  taken  by  surprise  when 
he  raises  his  hat  and  bows  to  her. 

His  fair  hair  is  golden  in  the  sunshine, 
and  there  is  a happy,  peaceful  look  on  his 
broad  forehead  and  in  his  blue  eyes,  Marie 
thinks.  Though  he  is  so  very  tall,  she  is 
not  much  afraid  of  him. 

Madame  Bobineau  makes  another  courte- 
sy. “I  am  your  humble  servant,  mon- 
sieur, and  I thank  you  for  your  conde- 
scension. I wish  you  good-day,  monsieur.  ” 

She  takes  Marie's  arm,  and  is  proceed- 
ing to  the  further  side  of  the  Bear  Pit. 

“Pardon  me” — Engemann  places  him- 
self befoi-e  her — “but  it  is  perhaps  the 
first  time  that  mademoiselle  has  seen  the 
bears,  and  she  can  not  see  tliem  so  well 
from  that  side;  the  people  feed  them  over 
there” — he  looks  over  his  shoulder.  “ If 
you  will  allow  me,  madame,  I will  find  a 
place  for  mademoiselle  in  the  front.” 

He  looks  so  kindly  at  Marie  that  she 
follows  him ; the  crowd  falls  away  before 
his  massive  figure,  and  he  soon  finds  a 
place  for  her  in  front  beside  the  low  wall 
which  circles  round  the  edge  of  the  huge 
den.  Down  below,  a monstrous  brown 
bear  and  a smaller  black  one  are  walking 
on  their  hind -legs  round  the  paved  cir- 
cuit of  the  pit  above  which  Marie  stands. 
The  bears  are  much  too  bulky  to  climb  the 
tall  tree  in  the  midst  of  the  den,  and  the 
surface  of  the  wall  round  their  prison  is 
too  smooth  to  offer  any  foot-hold,  yet  Ma- 
rie draws  away  shuddering. 

“ Don't  be  afraid,”  her  companion  says, 
kindly ; ‘ ‘ the  bears  can  not  reach  you  here, 
nor  can  they  escape  from  their  den.  Look, 
look,  mademoiselle,  that  comical  brown 
beast  bows  to  you.” 


He  laughs  heartily,  and  as  Marie  listens 
she  feels  re-assured.  She  has  forgotten 
Madame  Bobineau  for  the  moment,  and 
the  old  woman  is  thankful  that  the  crowd 
has  made  Marie  invisible.  Monsieur  En- 
gemann's  fair  head  towers  above  the  rest, 
but  it  is  impossible  to  see  bis  companion. 

Madame  Bobineau  is  in  the  friendly 
grasp  of  her  old  friend  and  compatriot 
Monsieur  Lenoir,  the  chief  hair-di*esser, 
and  it  must  be  confessed  the  chief  retailer 
of  gossip,  in  Berne. 

“This  is  indeed  a pleasure,”  said  Mon- 
sieur Lenoir,  and  he  is  polite  enough  to 
add,  “the  pleasanter  for  being  unexpect- 
ed— eh,  my  friend?” 

Lenoir  puts  his  head  on  one  side,  and 
his  pointed  chin  digs  into  his  collar.  He 
is  a little  dapper  man,  with  an  irresistible 
likeness  to  a tomtit;  bis  black  eyebrows 
seem  almost  to  encircle  his  eyes,  and  he  is 
always  in  movement. 

“I  should  have  remembered,”  he  says, 
before  Madame  Bobineau ’s  answer  is  ready, 
“ it  is  for  mademoiselle  your  cousin’s  sake. 
Yes,  yes,  it  is  like  your  kindness;”  and 
now  a twitter  of  complete  satisfaction 
goes  through  his  restless  body;  the  twitter 
has  not  far  to  go,  but  it  denotes  intense 
enjoyment.  * ‘ Now  you  will  present  me  to 
the  charming  cousin.  There,  there,”  silen- 
cing Madame  Bobineau’s  attempt  at  dep- 
recation; “she  is  charming,  I hear;  a lit- 
tle bird  has  told  me ;”  he  touches  his  left 
ear  and  looks  inscrutable. 

Madame  Bobineau  is  on  thorns.  She 
longs  to  get  rid  of  this  Argus-eyed  chatter- 
er ; however,  unless  he  sees  Marie  and  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  he  can  not  tell  tales;  and 
she  begins  to  walk  slowly  toward  the  outer 
fringe  of  the  crowd  in  the  hope  of  getting 
rid  of  him. 

“ Where  do  you  say  the  cousin  is  ?”  says 
Lenoir. 

Madame  Bobineau  offers  a thanksgiv- 
ing that  he  has  never  seen  Marie.  “ I do 
not  know,”  she  says.  “She  left  me  a 
while  ago.  You  must  come  to  the  Red 
Glove  and  see  her  there.” 

She  feels  desperate.  She  knows  his  per- 
tinacious curiosity  too  well  to  dismiss  him 
abruptly,  and  so  she  walks  on  beside  him 
in  a tremor  of  fear  lest  Marie  and  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  should  appear  together. 

Marie  is  growing  re-assured ; with  such 
a powerful -looking  protector  she  feels 
that  it  is  childish  to  give  way  to  terror. 
She  tries  even  to  laugh  at  the  unwieldy, 
awkward  monster  who  stands  with  one 
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huge  paw  laid  beseechingly  on  his  hairy 
chest,  leering  up  at  her  out  of  his  small 
red  eyes.  His  shaggy  hide  is  quivering 
with  excitement,  and  to  all  appearance  he 
is  laughing  as  he  opens  his  mouth  and 
begs.  But  Marie  draws  back  again.  Just 
now  among  the  fancy  articles  on  the  stalls 
she  has  seen  prints  repi'esenting  a man 
who,  having  fallen  into  the  pit,  is  strug- 
gling  for  his  life  with  these  bears.  It  seem- 
ed to  the  girl  horrible  to  pet  and  play  with 
monsters  who  only  wanted  opportunity 
to  repeat  the  cruel  tragedy  that  they  had 
once  enacted. 

At  this  moment  a woman  beside  her 
flung  the  brown  bear  a carrot;  he  caught 
it  dexterously  in  his  mouth,  and  crunched 
it  amid  the  loud  plaudits  of  the  spectators. 
A shower  of  carrots  now  fell  into  the  den, 
and  everybody  laughed  at  the  fawning 
antics  of  the  bears. 

But  Marie  could  not  enjoy  the  sight ; the 
grotesque  contrast  between  the  comic  gam- 
bols of  these  monsters  and  their  repulsive, 
savage  aspect  was  horrible  to  her. 

“Mademoiselle  does  not  care  for  the 
bears.’’  Engemann  had  been  watching 
her  serious  face. 

Marie  felt  ashamed.  It  seemed  un- 
grateful not  to  be  pleased  with  the  sight 
that  this  kind  gentleman  had  been  at  the 
trouble  of  showing  her.  She  raised  her 
eyes  with  a protest  in  them ; but  her  new 
friend  was  not  looking  vexed.  He  was, 
on  the  contrary,  smiling  in  a way  that 
soothed  her.  He  looked  satisfled  with 
her,  Marie  thought,  as  the  Superior  of  St. 
Esprit  used  to  look ; and  besides  this,  there 
was  something  in  his  smile  that  drew  her 
liking  out  to  him  in  return.  She  felt 
trust  in  him,  and  at  the  same  time  a 
strong  hope  that  she  should  see  his  frank, 
manly  face  again.  Strong  feelings  were 
new  to  Marie.  They  had  not  been  elicited 
among  the  gentle  Sisters,  who  had  never 
thwarted  her,  and  who  had  by  their  ex- 
ample taught  her  content  with  her  daily 
lot;  but  this  wish  came  so  naturally  that 
the  girl  yielded  to  it  without  distrust:  it 
was  part  qf  the  pleasure  of  this  delightful 
afternoon. 

“ Marie  I Marie !”  came  shrilly  from  the 
back  of  the  crowd. 

Engemann  recognized  the  voice  of  his 
landlady,  and  he  pushed  on  before  Marie 
so  as  to  open  a passage  for  her. 

They  found  Madame  Bobineau  fluttered 
and  frowning,  but  she  bestowed  a smile 
on  her  lodger. 


“You  have  been  too  kind  and  conde* 
scending,  monsieur,”  she  said,  quickly. 
“I  am  sure  the  child  is  greatly  honored.” 
Then,  with  a nervous  look  round  her, 

‘ ‘ Thank  monsieur  for  his  goodness  to  you, 
Marie,  for  we  must  be  going.” 

Marie  looked  grave.  She  felt  disap- 
pointed at  this  sudden  collapse  of  enjoy- 
ment. 

“ It  is  early  yet,  madame,”  she  b^;an; 
and  she  looked  up  at  the  blue  sky,  over 
which,  however,  a few  snowy  clouds 
showed  like  fragments  detached  from  the 
Blumlis  Alp. 

“ Yes,  yes,  I know  that.  You  think  of 
the  weather,  my  girl.  I,  on  the  contrary, 
think  of  my  legs.  There  are  no  seats  to 
be  had  hei*e;  the  place  is  too  full.  Come, 
we  will  go  somewhere  else.”  She  courte- 
sied  to  Monsieur  Engemann.  “Adieu, 
monsieur;”  and  catching  at  Marie’s  arm, 
she  walked  away  with  her. 

Monsieur  Lenoir  had  left  her  to  take  a 
walk,  he  said,  but  Bobineau  trembled  lest 
some  other  gossiping  neighbors  should 
see  and  report  to  Madame  Carouge  Mon- 
sieur Engemann’s  attentions  to  Marie. 

Marie  murmured  her  thanks  as  she 
passed  Monsieur  Engemann.  She  felt 
vexed  with  Madame  ^bineau. 

“I  wanted  to  stay,”  she  said.  “ There 
is  one  empty  seat  under  the  trees,  if  you 
like  to  go  back;  I can  stand.” 

Madame  Bobineau  hurried  out  of  the 
inclosure.  “No,  no,  child.  We  ought 
to  be  going  home.” 

“What  is  the  name  of  that  gentleman, 
madame?”  said  Marie.  “He  has  been 
very  kind  to  me.” 

The  old  woman  gave  her  a keen  glance, 
but  Marie’s  eyes  looked  simple  and  uncon- 
scious. 

“That  is  Monsieur  Engemann,  child. 
He  is  a grand  gentleman.  You  must  treat 
him  with  great  respect.  He  is  going  to 
marry  the  beautiful  lady  who  sent  the 
cutlets  to-day,  Madame  Carouge,” 

Marie  felt  surprised.  “I  thought  you 
said  Madame  Carouge  was  a widow,  ma- 
dame.” 

“ Yes,  she  is  a widow ; but  what  of  that? 
She  is  youngand handsome,  and, besides--” 
She  paused.  Then,  with  a twinkle  in  her 
eyes,  she  said,  dryly:  “She  has  what  a 
young  man  like  Monsieur  Engemann  car^ 
for  more  than  for  youth  and  beauty— she 
has  plenty  of  money,  all  she  can  wish 
for,  Marie.  Ah  I”  she  sighed  and  smacked 
her  colorless  lips  as  if  the  thought  were 
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appetizing.  Really  she  was  thinking  of 
the  sweet -bread  with  rich  brown  sauce 
and  comet  d la  crime  set  aside  for  supper 
when  Marie  should  leave  her  to  her  good- 
night. 

The  girl  walked  on  silently.  The 
day  had  lost  some  of  its  brightness,  she 
thought.  This  Monsieur  Engemann  could 
not  really  be  as  nice  as  she  had  thought 
him,  if  he  was  going  to  marry  a rich  wife 
for  the  sake  of  her  money.  She  gave  a lit- 
tle sigh  as  they  walked  on  beside  the  river. 
She  had  been  wondering  when  she  should 
see  him  again. 

All  at  once  Madame  Bobineau  noticed 
her  silence,  and  looking  up  at  her,  she  saw 
the  flush  that  made  the  girl's  pale  cheeks 
glow  like  a China  rose  under  the  long 
lashes  that  almost  touched  them. 

“Yes,  yes,  little  girl,”  the  old  woman 
said,  “ but  for  that  I should  have  gone  aft- 
er you.”  As  if  she  could  have  made  her 
way  through  the  throng!  thought  Marie. 
“I  should  not  have  let  you  go  away  with 
a stranger,  but  I have  known  Monsieur 
Engemann  for  some  months.” 

“Ah!”  Marie  said. 

They  were  following  the  path  beside 
the  river,  under  the  poplars  that  fringe 
the  foot  of  the  high  green  bank  on  which 
stand  the  houses  of  Berne.  Marie  looked 
about  her,  and  tried  to  admire  what  she 
saw,  but  it  seemed  dull  and  fiat  to  walk 
here  alone  with  Madame  Bobineau.  It 
had  been  so  amusing  in  that  merry  chat- 
tering crowd  by  the  Bear  Pit,  the  girl 
thought  it  would  be  preferable  to  go  back 
into  the  town  and  stare  into  the  shop  win- 
dows than  to  saunter  on  here  with  her 
old  cousin.  Her  holiday  had  made  her 
discontented. 

After  a while  they  came  to  a flight  of 
stone  steps  in  the  side  of  the  steep  green 
bank.  Madame  Bobineau  gasped  before 
she  reached  the  top  of  these,  and  clung 
heavily  to  Marie^s  arm. 

“ Ah,  mon  Dieu  / 1 do  a great  deal  for 
you,  Marie;  but  I never  shrink  from  a 
duty.” 

“ I am  very  much  obliged  to  you,”  the 
girl  said ; “but  we  can  sit  down  here,  and 
you  can  rest.” 

“ No,  no;  I am  tired,  and  we  have  still 
far  to  go.” 

Madame  Bobineau  did  not  intend  to 
take  Marie  past  the  Hotel  Beauregard;  so 
instead  of  making  for  the  main  thorough- 
fare, she  kept  in  back  streets,  and  went 
even  a little  out  of  her  way,  till  finally 


they  emerged  under  the  arcades  beside 
the  Eafig  Thurm. 

Marie  did  not  at  first  see  how  near  they 
were  to  the  Red  Glove.  She  looked  round 
her,  and  backed  against  some  one  coming 
up  the  street. 

“A  thousand  pardons,  mademoiselle.” 
And  there  was  Captain  Loigerot’s  bald 
crown  shining  as  he  bowed  to  her.  ‘ ‘ Aha, 
Madame  Bobineau ! You  have  been  show- 
ing mademoiselle  the  beauties  of  Berne. 
That  is  right.”  He  rolled  from  one  leg 
to  the  other.  He  was  thoroughly  pleased 
by  the  sight  of  Marie,  and  at  finding  his 
landlady  so  considerate.  ‘ ‘ Mademoiselle 
will  tell  me  what  she  has  seen,  I hope. 
Permit  me,  madame” — and  he  placed  him- 
self between  the  two  ladies — “ to  have  the 
honor  of  walking  with  you.  You  have, 
perhaps,  been  to  the  Schauzli  ?” 

“We  have  been  to  see  the  bears,”  Ma- 
rie said.  She  liked  the  captain,  but  she 
felt  inclined  to  laugh  at  his  round  good- 
tempered  face,  which  looked  always  the 
same. 

‘ ‘ Aha ! you  have  seen  the  bears.  That 
is  right.  They  are  clever  beasts.  And 
did  you  like  them,  mademoiselle  He 
looked  up  at  her  admiringly. 

“No,  monsieur.  I think  they  look 
cruel.  I felt  afraid.” 

The  captain  smiled.  “I  wish  I had 
been  there  to  take  care  of  you.”  Then  he 
turned  to  Madame  Bobineau.  “ Did  you 
meet  Engemann  there  ? He  was  going, 
for  he  asked  me  to  accompany  him.” 

Madame  Bobineau  hesitated,  but  she 
felt  that  Marie  was  looking  at  her  across 
the  captain.  She  was  obliged  to  speak 
truly.  “Yes,  we  saw  him,”  she  said. 

The  captain  turned  quickly  to  Marie; 
he  felt  a little  sorry  that  he  had  refused 
Engemann's  invitation.  “ I greatly  wish 
I had  been  of  the  party,  mademoiselle. 
You  should  not  have  been  afraid  if  I had 
been  with  you.” 

“ You  are  very  kind,  monsieur.”  This 
good-natured  old  man,  as  Marie  consider- 
ed him,  seemed  quite  an  old  acquaintance 
since  her  meeting  with  the  tall  young 
Swiss.  “And  Monsieur  Engemann  was 
very  kind  too;  he  made  way  for  me  to 
get  to  the  front,  so  that  I might  see  the 
bears.” 

“ Come,  come,  child,”  said  Madame  Bo- 
bineau; “what  can  you  be  thinking  of  to 
keep  the  captain  from  his  walk  ? Here 
we  are  at  the  door.  I pray  you,  monsieur, 
to  excuse  us  for  so  detaining  you.” 
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The  captain  was  looking  pensive,  but 
at  this  he  rallied  into  a broad  smile. 

‘ ‘ Good  - evening,  madame.  Mademoi- 
selle, I have  the  honor  to  say  farewell  — 
to  our  next  meeting,  madame  and  made- 
moiselle.” 

Madame  Bobineau  waits  till  his  sturdy, 
widely  planted  legs  have  carried  the  cap- 
tain some  way  up  the  street.  Then  she 
shakes  her  he^  angrily  at  Marie.  “ Mis- 
chievous little  chatter-box, ” she  says,  ‘ ‘ you 
have  done  harm  that  you  can  not  undo.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  THE  MIRROR. 

Meantime  Captain  Loigerot  had  blink- 
ed and  winked  his  eyes,  had  chuckled  and 
rolled  from  one  side  of  the  pavement  to 
the  other.  What  mischief  he  had  it  in 
his  power  to  make  between  the  fair  widow 
and  this  lofty  young  fellow  who  seemed 
so  careless  about  his  conquest! 

“I  can  not  make  him  out,”  the  stout 
man  thought,  planting  his  feet  wider  apart 
than  ever.  ‘ ‘ Why  is  he  so  backward  with 
her  ? Is  he  cold,  or  afraid  ? In  some  ways 
it  might  help  to  bring  things  to  an  upshot 
if  I told  tales.  But  no;  I prefer  a quiet 
life,  and  she  would  never  forgive  me. 
No,  ril  not  blab  if  I can  help  it.” 

At  dinner-time  Engemann  was  silent; 
but  as  he  went  down-stairs  he  fell  into 
talk  with  Monsieur  Riesen,  who  always 
dined  at  the  Beauregard  on  a Sunday. 
They  were  in  full  talk  when  they  reached 
the  foot  of  the  stairs,  and  passed  out  into 
the  street  together.  But  the  captain  lin- 
gered behind  them.  He  felt  unusually 
chatty,  and  as  Engemann  had  deserted 
him,  he  thought  he  would  go  round  to 
Madame  Carouge’s  window.  He  coughed, 
as  a warning  of  his  approach,  and  then 
glancing  in,  he  saw  her  sitting  on  her  sofa, 
with  a look  of  weariness  on  her  beautiful 
face. 

“Good -evening,  madame,”  he  said. 
“ Have  you  been  out  this  bright  day?” 

She  shook  her  head.  “I  was  tired, 
monsieur.” 

The  captain's  shyness  deserted  him ; it 
seemed  to  him  that,  beauty  though  she 
was,  she  was,  after  all,  a young  creature 
in  want  of  advice,  and  he  felt  like  a father 
toward  her.  He  actually  stood  on  the 
threshold  and  looked  her  full  in  the  face. 
“My  dear  lady,”  he  said,  “pardon  me. 


How  is  it  that  I never  see  you  enjoying 
yourself  abroad  ?” 

Madame  Carouge  gave  a languid  smile. 
“ I have  so  few  friends,  and  it  is  dull  to  be 
alone  in  a crowd.”  . 

“Pardon  me,  madame;  I am  sure  that 
Engemann” — she  raised  her  head  proud- 
ly, and  he  hurried  on — “or  I should  only 
be  too  happy  to  be  permitted  to  accompa- 
ny you.  ;^lieve  me,  madame,”  he  held 
up  his  head  and  expanded  his  chest,  “rec- 
reation is  as  necessary  as  food  is,  and  air 
and  sunshine  are  as  necessary  as  recreation 
is.  Why,  even  old  Madame  Bobineau  has 
taken  holiday  to-day.” 

‘ ‘ Indeed  1”  Madame  Carouge  spoke  la- 
zily. She  was  mortified  by  Engemann's 
avoidance.  She  wanted  her  visitor  to  un- 
derstand that  his  presence  was  undesired. 
“She  took  her  little  cousin  out,  I sup- 
pose ?” 

“ Yes;  she  has  been  with  her  cousin  to 
the  Bear  Pit — ” Loigerot  stopped  abrupt- 
ly ; it  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  gone  per- 
ilously near  the  edge.  But  he  would  not 
blab ; he  was  resolved  not  to  blab.  And  yet 
the  longer  he  thought  of  it,  the  more  unne- 
cessary it  seemed  to  him  that  Engemann 
should  have  paid  attention  in  public  to  a* 
young  girl  like  Marie,  when  he  must  sure- 
ly be  on  the  eve  of  proposing  for  Madame 
Carouge — if,  indeed,  he  was  not  her  ac- 
cepted lover;  for  the  captain  fancied  some- 
times that  the  young  fellow’s  indifference 
was  assumed. 

“Did  you  escort  them,  monsieur?”  the 
widow  asked.  “Ah!  that  was  kind  of 
you.” 

The  captain  rolled  from  one  leg  to  the 
other.  He  would  not  blab,  but  he  was 
too  honest  and  humble-minded  to  accept 
praise  he  had  not  earned.  He  was  trou- 
bled, and  looking  up,  he  saw  in  the  wid- 
ow’s fixed  gaze  that  he  had  betrayed  his 
uneasiness. 

“No,  madame,  it  was  not  I,”  he  stam- 
mered, and  looked  at  her  more  boldly,  his 
round  red  face  full  of  alarm. 

Madame  Carouge  returned  his  gaze  ful- 
ly. “They  went  alone,  then  ?”  she  said. 

“Yes,  madame.”  Then  with  an  effort 
he  went  on : “Mademoiselle Marie  said  she 
was  afraid  of  the  bears:  she  is — she  is 
timid.  Have  you  seen  her,  madame? 
She  is  a charming  girl.” 

“Is  she?”  Madame  spoke  dryly,  and 
Loigerot  felt  that  the  only  thing  left  for 
him  was  to  wish  her  good-evening  and 
escape.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  the  floor 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


AT  THE  RED  GLOVE. 


447 


was  sinking  under  his  feet  as  he  stammer- 
ed out  his  farewell,  and  he  hardly  knew 
how  he  reached  the  street. 

“Afon  DieUj  Achille,  you  should  mind 
your  own  business he  took  out  his  hand- 
kerchief and  wiped  his  perspiring  face. 
“This  is  what  comes  of  mixing  one’s  self 
up  in  the  affairs  of  others.  The  widow 
suspects ; and  a woman  who  suspects  is  the 
devil  for  finding  out.  What  do  I know  ? 
She  is  perhaps  capable  of  making  old  Bo- 
bineau  tell  her  the  truth,  and  if  she  sees 
Marie,  it  will  be  all  up  with  Engemann. 
Great  heavens!  I do  not  envy  him.” 

The  captain  went  home  that  evening 
utterly  crest-fallen.  Even  the  walk  he 
had  taken  to  smooth  his  ruffled  spirits  had 
proved  a failure.  He  had  a consciousness 
that  things  were  going  wrong,  and  that  ho 
was  to  blame.  But  for  all  that,  when  he 
had  smoked  his  last  cigar,  he  went  to  bed 
and  slept  so  soundly  that  Rudolf  Enge- 
mann, who  slept  overhead,  had  a fearful 
dream,  in  which  an  avalanche  came  sweep- 
ing down  on  him,  and  he  roused  up  in 
alarm  to  find  that  the  noise  that  had  so  dis- 
turbed him  was  created  by  the  snoring  of 
Captain  Loigerot. 

Madame  Carouge  was  less  fortunate. 
She  did  not  snore,  but  her  sleep  was  harass- 
ed by  sad,  tormenting  dreams.  Something 
in  the  captain’s  manner  had  made  her  un- 
easy; it  was  too  absurd  a feeling  to  con- 
fess, and  she  laughed  and  blushed  as  she 
told  herself  it  would  never  do  to  be  jealous 
of  a girl  whom  she  had  never  seen,  who 
was  perhaps  a commonplace  child;  be- 
sides, she  had  no  proof  that  Monsieur 
Engemann  had  seen  the  girl.  Even  if 
he  had  seen  her,  her  thoughts  went  on, 
she  wronged  him  by  this  doubt.  But  she 
had  never  found  self-mastery  so  difficult. 
The  thought  seemed  banished— laughed 
at ; it  was  impossible  it  should  return ; and 
then,  all  at  once,  there  it  was,  stronger 
than  ever.  At  last  she  fell  asleep,  but 
when  she  rose  next  morning  her  eyes 
looked  heavy,  and  she  was  paler  than 
usual. 

Sharp-eyed  Lenoir,  the  hair-dresser,  who 
came  to  her  every  morning  as  soon  as  she 
had  drank  her  chocolate,  saw  at  a glance 
that  something  ailed  her,  and  while  he 
combed  out  the  long  strands  of  fine  soft 
hair  before  he  plaited  it  into  the  rich  braids 
which  gave  her  head  such  an  artistic  fin- 
ish, he  pondered  what  could  have  hap- 
pened to  disturb  his  fair  customer.  He 
had  had  the  daily  care  of  Madame  Ca- 


rouge’s  hair  ever  since  she  came  to  the 
Hotel  Beauregard,  and  he  was  attached  to 
the  splendid  wealth  of  tresses,  and  identi- 
fied himself  with  their  beauty ; but  his  cu- 
riosity was  his  strongest  passion,  and  he 
would  take  any  trouble  to  gratify  it. 

“ Was  madame  out  yesterday  ? It  was 
a beautiful  day.” 

“No.”  Madame  Carouge  always  felt 
dreamy  while  her  hair  was  being  dressed, 
and  she  was  entirely  unconscious  of  the 
keen  watch  kept  on  her  face  as  she  sat  be- 
fore a long  mirror  in  her  bedroom. 

“ It  was  indeed  beautiful.  I never  saw 
so  many  people  out  in  all  directions.  The 
bear  platform  was  crowded.” 

Madame  Carouge  moved  her  head  ever 
so  little,  and  Lenoir’s  attention  was  roused. 
He  too  had  heard  the  gossip  about  the 
beautiful  widow  and  Monsieur  Engemann. 
He  did  not  approve  of  such  an  idea,  and 
he  declined  to  believe  in  it;  but  there  was 
nothing  like  certainty, 

“ Really,”  she  said ; and  then,  unable  to 
restrain  herself,  she  asked  a question  she 
wished  unspoken  as  soon  as  it  hsul  passed 
her  lips.  “Did  you  see  any  one  at  the 
Bear  Pit  you  knew.  Monsieur  Lenoir?” 

Befoi*e  he  answered  she  felt  her  face 
fiush  with  shame  at  her  own  want  of  dig- 
nity. Lenoir  was  feeling  for  hair-pins  in 
the  pocket  of  his  apron. 

“Oh  yes,  madame” — he  spoke  indis- 
tinctly; for,  let  me  tell  you,  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  converse  when  you  have  just  put 
two  hair-pins  in  your  mouth  — “more 
than  one — more  than  one.”  His  atten- 
tion was  a little  disturbed,  for  he  was  cre- 
ating a new  arrangement  in  the  knot  of 
plaits,  and  for  the  moment  his  art  was  all- 
absorbing.  * ‘ A little  to  the  left,  madame, 
if  you  please.”  Just  then,  as  he  contem- 
plated, with  his  head  on  one  side,  the  new 
complication  in  profile,  he  discerned  a 
subtle,  anxious  expression  in  the  widow’s 
beautiful  eyes  which  had  looked  to  him 
so  heavy.  It  was  enough;  his  curiosity 
blazed  into  full  flame.  “Yes,  madame” 
— he  kept  a devouring  watch  on  the  glow- 
ing face  in  the  glass,  serenely  triumphant 
in  the  knowledge  that  it  had  no  means  of 
hiding  its  secret  fi*om  him — “I  saw  many 
friends  yesterday;  friends  of  yours  too.” 
He  emphasized  the  last  words,  and  Ma- 
dame Carouge  looked  up  suddenly  in  the 
glass  before  her.  It  was  impossible  to 
mistake  the  expression  of  the  sharp  dark 
eyes  she  saw  in  the  little  face  perked  on 
one  side.  She  gave  almost  a sigh  of  self- 
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cong7*atulation,  and  sat  motionless  as  if 
her  face  had  been  carved  in  stone.  Le- 
noir went  on:  “I  saw  Madame  Bobineau 
and  a young  g^irl — a pretty  creature — a re- 
lation, she  tells  me,  who  has  come  to  live 
with  her.” 

“Ah,  yes!”  Madame  Carouge  spoke 
very  languidly. 

“ I saw  also  Monsieur  Engemann.”  Le- 
noir felt  impatient  of  her  indifference. 
Even  this  announcement  failed  to  produce 
any  effect  on  the  beautiful  still  face.  * ‘ He 
is  certainly  veiy  kind ; he  was  taking 
charge  of  Madame  Bobineau’s  cousin.  I 
fancy  the  old  woman  could  not  make  her 
way  through  the  crowd  to  the  edge  of  the 
pit.” 

“ Probably  not,”  said  Madame  Carouge. 

Lenoir  had  grown  desperate.  He  knew 
very  well  that  he  was  indispensable;  even 
if  he  gave  offense,  he  must  try  a last 
chance.  ‘ * It  was  a new  character  for  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  to  assume.  He  does  not 
usually  seem  much  of  a lady’s  mojx.  But 
then  one  can  never  tell.” 

He  had  shot  his  last  arrow,  and  without 
result.  The  only  change  in  Madame  Ca- 
rouge’s  face  was  that  she  looked  bored, 
and  now  she  put  one  shapely  hand  to  her 
lips  to  hide  a yawn. 

Lenoir  brought  down  his  eyebrows  into 
a frown  that  made  him  look  spiteful.  He 
drew  the  peignoir  from  madame's  shoul- 
dei'S,  folded  it,  and  then  rolled  up  his 
apron.  “I  have  the  honor  to  wish  ma- 
dame  a good-morning,”  he  said. 

“ Good -morning,”  said  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. 

He  felt  so  angry  that  he  made  a grimace 
as  he  went  down-stairs. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A PAIR  OP  GLOVES. 

Rudolf  Engemann  had  been  awakened 
during  the  night  by  the  supposed  ava- 
lanche, but  his  morning  dreams  must  have 
been  pleasant,  for  when  he  opened  his  eyes 
it  seemed  to  him  that  the  sunshine  ought 
to  have  streamed  in  at  his  windows  to 
match  the  bright  freshness  of  his  feel- 
ings. He  did  not  trouble  himself  to  inquire 
whence  the  feeling  came,  but  he  was  sen- 
sible of  a new  and  pleasant  anticipation. 
Life  had  suddenly  opened  itself  at  a page 
which  suggested  other  pages  of  interest 
beyond  it.  The  puzzled  vexation  of  the 
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past  week  had  fled ; he  felt  once  more  sim- 
ple and  self-possessed ; and  he  told  himself 
that  if  there  were  time,  he  would  stop  and 
have  a few  minutes’  talk  with  Madame 
Carouge  before  he  went  to  the  bank  this 
morning. 

It  was  hardly  in  pursuance  of  this  end, 
however,  that  he  turned  back  from  the 
house  door  and  looked  in  at  the  shop  win- 
dow of  the  Red  Glove. 

Marie  was  there  alone.  She  had  evi- 
dently been  dusting  the  counter,  for  a 
feather  brush  lay  on  it,  and  she  was  giv- 
ing the  last  touches  to  a tasteful  display 
of  embroidery  in  the  farthest  window. 

“I  believe  I want  a pair  of  gloves,” 
he  thought,  as  he  pushed  the  shop  door  ' 
open. 

Marie  went  back  to  her  place  behind 
the  counter.  She  smiled  and  blushed 
when  Monsieur  Engemann  bowed  to  her; 
then  she  glanced  to  the  green-curtained 
window  and  saw  that  Madame  Bobineau 
was  not  at  her  post  of  observation. 

Engemann  thought,  as  he  looked  at 
Marie,  she  was  much  prettier  without  her 
hat,  her  head  was  so  well  placed,  and  her 
hair  was  so  bright  it  looked  as  if  it  glowed 
with  imprisoned  sunshine.  There  was  such 
an  indescribable  atmosphere  of  youth  and 
freshness  about  her  that  at  once  she  be- 
came part  of  the  joy  that  had  awakened 
with  him,  and  he  felt  very  happy. 

“Can  I do  anything  for  monsieur?” 
Marie  gave  him  a grateful  glance ; she  had 
been  thinking  ever  since  yesterday  of  his 
kindness. 

“Yes,  if  you  please,  mademoiselle;  I 
want  some  gloves.” 

“What  kind  of  gloves  does  monsieur 
wish  for,”  said  Marie,  demurely — “dark 
gloves  or  light  gloves  ?” 

Rudolf  Engemann  was  not  ready-wit- 
ted, and  he  had  not  prepared  himself  for 
this  question;  he  looked  into  Marie’s  soft 
gray  eyes  with  so  bewildered  a gaze  that 
she  smiled.  He  reddened  a little. 

“ It  does  not  signify— any  sort,”  he  said, 
hurriedly;  and  indeed  this  was  the  truth. 

He  was  aware  that  he  did  not  want  gloves ; 
he  only  wanted  a pretext  for  talking  to 
Marie. 

The  answer  chimed  in  with  the  girl’s 
gay  humor;  it  sounded  so  absurd  that  she 
began  to  laugh  while  she  placed  a box  of 
gloves  before  him.  Then,  meeting  his 
eyes,  she  remembered  Madame  Bobineau’s 
warning  against  laughter,  and  grew  grave 
in  an  instant.  Somehow  the  little  flush 
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that  had  come  with  her  repressed  look  en- 
couraged Engemann. 

“Something  amuses  mademoiselle.” 

Marie  bent  down  her  head,  ashamed, 
and  Engemann  affected  to  look  round  the 
shop.  “There  is  nothing  else,”  he  said, 
as  if  to  himself ; “ it  must  be  I,  then,  who 
have  caused  mademoiselle  amusement.” 

Marie  felt  compelled  to  raise  her  eyes 
to  the  gaze  so  strongly  fixed  on  hers. 

“ I beg  monsieur’s  pardon.” 

She  said  it  so  penitently,  and  looked  so 
winning  in  her  humility,  that  Engemann 
felt  his  enjoyment  deepen ; it  seemed  as  if 
all  kinds  of  possibilities  lay  before  him  in 
the  way  of  pleasant  talks  with  this  stran- 
ger; he  was  as  gay  as  a butterfly  in  the 
fresh  young  sympathy  that  had  so  quick- 
ly established  itself  between  them  ; it 
might  have  existed  for  years,  it  was  so 
secure.  He  did  not  trouble  himself  to 
analyze  his  feelings ; he  simply  enjoyed 
them,  and  felt  purified  and  freshened  into 
a more  spring-like  mood. 

All  this  time  the  two  young  creatures 
had  been  studying  each  other's  eyes.  Ma- 
rie looked  back  to  the  gloves;  the  flush  on 
her  face  had  grown  deeper;  her  manner 
was  a little  hurried. 

“Does  monsieur  like  these” — she  held 
up  a pair  of  yellow-brown  gloves — ‘ ‘ if  they 
are  the  right  size  ?” 

She  darted  a glance  toward  the  green 
curtain.  She  knew  that  she  was  not  ful- 
filling her  instructions. 

“ilfa /oi,”  said  Engemann,  “I — I” — he 
looked  at  his  large  hand  and  then  at  Ma- 
rie— “ I am  not  sure  about  my  size.” 

He  wanted  her  to  measure  the  glove 
across  his  knuckles;  but  something,  in 
spite  of  her  little  burst  of  laughter,  kept 
him  in  check.  He  did  not  know  it, 
but  there  was  a helpless,  appealing  look 
in  his  blue  eyes  that  touched  and  amused 
Marie;  it  gave  her  confidence  to  think 
that  she  could  be  of  use  to  this  tall  gentle- 
man. 

“Allow  me,”  she  said,  gravely;  her 
hands  trembled  a little,  but  she  measured 
the  glove  across  his  knuckles  with  a dain- 
ty grace ; her  soft,  warm  fingers  gave  him 
an  exquisite  thrill  of  pleasure ; it  seemed  to 
him  that  she  was  absolutely  fascinating. 

“Shall  I stretch  them,  monsieur  ?” 

“ If  you  please,  mademoiselle.” 

He  wished  her  to  do  anything  which 
migh  t prolong  this  pleasant  time.  He  stood 
looking  at  Marie  with  delight  while  she 
was  manipulating  the  pretty  little  pair  of 


stretchers  with  which  Madame  Bobineau 
had  intrusted  her. 

Marie  knew  that  he  was  looking  at  her. 
She  was  not  quite  sure  whether  she  ought 
to  like  his  admiration,  but  she  felt  that  she 
did  like  it;  her  heart  began  to  beat  in  a 
most  unusual  fashion.  She  was  putting 
the  gloves  in  paper,  when  a bright  idea 
came  to  Engemann — he  saw  ^.n  easy  way 
of  prolonging  this  delightful  time. 

“I  will  have  another  pair  of  gloves — 
not  this  kind — lighter  ones,  if  you  please.” 

He  thought  that  if  he  chose  the  gloves 
out  of  the  same  packet,  Marie  might  con- 
sider the  fit  certain,  and  he  should  lose  the 
pleasure  of  having  them  measured.  He 
had  no  use  that  he  knew  of  for  light  gloves, 
and  certainly  he  had  no  superfluous  money 
to  spend  on  them.  But  while  Marie  care- 
fully replaced  the  box  out  of  which  he  had 
made  his  first  purchase,  and  took  down 
another  box  from  the  high  shelf  behind 
her,  it  occurred  to  him  that  it  might  be 
proper  to  wear  light  gloves  when  he  went 
to  Thun  with  Madame  Carouge, 

“Which  color  does  monsieur  prefer?” 
Marie  was  trying  to  remember  her  lesson. 

“ It  does  not  signify,”  said  Rudolf.  “ I 
will  leave  it  to  mademoiselle  to  choose  them 
for  me.  She  knows  more  about  gloves 
than  I.”  He  smiled  at  her. 

Marie  laughed.  “No,  monsieur,  I have 
never  worn  gloves.  I have  lived  among 
Sisters,  and  they  do  not  wear  them.” 

“But  you  will  wear  them  now,”  he 
said. 

“Yes,  perhaps;”  here  she  looked  a lit- 
tle grave,  and  opening  two  packets  she 
spread  before  him  a heap  of  delicate 
shades  of  color — ^ink  and  primrose  and 
lavender. 

“They  are  very  pretty,”  he  said,  look- 
ing at  her  more  than  at  the  gloves. 

Marie  wondered  whether  she  should 
ever  possess  anything  so  dainty. 

“ These  are  pretty;”  she  drew  a pair  of 
pale  citron -color  from  the  heap.  “I 
think  these  will  do — if  monsieur  will  per- 
mit me.” 

Engemann  put  out  his  hand  only  a lit- 
tle. She  looked  so  pretty  bending  for- 
ward, and  he  knew  she  must  do  it  to  mea- 
sure across  his  hand. 

“ Ah!”  he  said,  as  she  finished,  “I  fear 
they  may  be  a little  short.  Will  made- 
moiselle measure  the  fingers  ?” 

Marie  had  not  practiced  this  art,  and 
she  had  to  do  it  twice  before  she  succeed- 
ed, for  at  first  she  put  the  thumb -tip  to 
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his  finger-tip,  and  vici  versa.  She  look- 
ed up  smiling  at  Engemann. 

“ Pardon,  monsieur,”  she  said,  and  then 
she  felt  a little  vexed,  for  something  in 
the  glance  she  had  met  made  her  lieart 
beat  fast,  and  her  fingers  become  suddenly 
limp  and  awkward. 

Engemann,  too,  was  silent;  he  wished 
Marie  would  raise  her  eyes  to  his. 

And  while  the  girl  stood  in  this  dis- 
turbed, nervous  condition,  there  came, 
grating  harshly  into  the  soft  silence  that 
had  followed  her  last  glance,  the  voice  of 
Madame  Bobineau. 

‘ ‘ Good-moruing,  Monsieur  Engemann,  ” 
it  said.  ‘ ‘ I hope  you  have  found  what  you 
want.” 

Engemann  felt  a little  foolish,  and  he 
turned  a solemn  face  to  his  landlady.  He 
was  vexed  too  that  the  pleasant  time  was 
over. 

“Yes, thank  you,  madame;”  and  then 
it  occurred  to  him  that  Madame  Bobineau’s 
arrival  was  in  a way  opportune;  it  had 
removed  from  him  the  necessity  of  paying 
Marie  for  the  gloves;  this  would  have 
been  disagreeable. 

“Monsieur  will,  then,  have  this  i)air 
also?” 

Marie  held  up  the  citron-colored  gloves. 
She  too  had  looked  at  Madame  Bobineau, 
and  she  saw  that  though  the  old  woman 
had  smiled  at  the  customer,  she  had  next 
minute  given  a reproving  glance  in  her 
direction ; she  felt  that  she  could  not  bear 
to  be  scolded  before  her  new  friend.  She 
folded  the  gloves,  and  after  putting  them 
in  paper,  she  placed  them  on  madame’s 
desk,  and  then  began  carefully  to  set  in 
order  and  put  away  the  delicately  tinted 
heap  which  she  had  scattered  on  the  coun- 
ter for  Rudolfs  choice. 

Monsieur  Engemann  went  to  the  desk 
and  paid  for  his  purchase;  he  wished  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  good-morning;  then  he 
came  back  to  the  counter. 

“Good-morning,  Mademoiselle  Marie,” 
he  said.  “I  thank  you  for  your  kind- 
ness.” 

He  wished  to  shake  hands,  but  he  felt 
that  Madame  Bobineau  might  object  to 
this. 

The  old  woman  came  forward  and  open- 
ed the  door.  She  stood  looking  down  the 
street  after  her  lodger.  She  was  very  an- 
gry, and  yet  it  was  difficult  to  find  a scape- 
goat to  bear  her  wrath.  Marie  had  suc- 
ceeded in  selling  two  pail's  of  gloves  to  a 
man  who  rarely  bought  anything  in  the 


shop ; it  would  be  both  unjust  and  impol- 
itic to  scold  Marie,  and  yet  her  wrath 
burned  fiercely. 

“That  young  man  will  be  late  at  the 
bank,”  she  muttered.  “Such  a time  of 
day  to  choose  for  buying  gloves!  You 
must  not  expect  every  one  to  thank  you, 
Marie,”  she  said,  sharply.  “Monsieur 
Engemann  is  a grand  gentleman,  but  he  is 
young,  and,  besides,  he  is  not  much  in  the 
habit  of  buying  gloves.” 

Almost  as  she  spoke  Madame  Bobi- 
neau felt  that  she  bad  made  an  unwise 
admission. 

Marie  expected  a lecture ; she  had  grown 
accustomed  to  undeserved  scoldings;  it 
seemed  to  her  that  each  time  she  had  spoken 
to  a gentleman  she  had  evoked  a storm, 
and  now,  relieved  at  being  let  off  so  easily, 
she  laughed  and  clapped  her  hands  gayly. 

“ Oh,  I am  so  glad,”  she  said — “so  glad 
he  bought  them  of  me ! I like  him  so  much 
— oh,  so  very  much  I” 

“Chut ! nonsense ! Like,  indeed ! How 
often,  then,  must  I ask  you,  child,  to  have 
a little  common-sense  ? You  are  not  want- 
ed to  like  the  customers.  Do  you  suppose 
that  customers  think  about  you  ? Do  you 
think  a gentleman  like  Monsieur  Enge- 
mann  notices  the  difference  between  one 
shop-girl  and  another  ?” 

Till  to-day  Marie  had  tried  to  remember 
the  Superiors  advice,  and  although  she 
had  inwardly  rebelled,  she  had  taken  her 
scoldings  in  silence ; but  to-day  her  tongue 
seemed  to  move  without  her  guidance. 

“ I am  sure  he  does,”  she  said. 

Madame  Bobineau  looked  at  her,  but 
Marie  met  her  angry  eyes  fearlessly;  a 
bright  spot  of  red  burned  in  each  cheek, 
but  there  was  a confidence  in  her  manner 
that  was  almost  triumphant.  She  felt  that 
she  was  no  longer  friendless  in  Berne. 

Madame  Bobineau  only  understood  one 
side  of  human  nature — its  weakness  and  its 
double  motives— and  she  at  once  assumed 
that  harm  lurked  in  the  girl’s  courage. 

“ You  are  as  vain  as  you  are  silly,”  she 
said,  “and  I am  afraid  you  are  not  fit  to 
stand  behind  a counter;  I am  afraid  you 
stare  at  gentlemen,  Marie,  and  try  to  be 
admii*ed.  I wonder  wliat  the  Sisters  would 
think  of  you  ?”  Then  seeing  that  the  girl 
still  smiled,  “You  little  fool,  do  you  sup- 
pose men  are  what  they  seem  ? Why,  at 
this  very  moment,  if  he  thinks  of  you  at 
all,  Monsieur  Engemann  is  turning  you 
into  ridicule  with  his  fellow-clerks;  or,  if 
he  ventures  to  mention  such  a subject  to 
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her,  he  is  perhaps  telling  Madame  Ca- 
rouge  what  a vain  little  puss  I am  plagued 
with  as  shop-girl.” 

Marie  stood  leaning  against  the  coun- 
ter. As  she  listened  she  grew  rosy,  the 
rich  color  glowed  through  her  fair  hair, 
and  when  the  old  woman  spoke  of  Ma- 
dame Carouge,  scorching,  angry  tears  fell 
sparkling  on  her  hot  face. 

“I  do  not  believe  it;  he  is  not  double- 
faced.  He  is  good — I am  sure  he  is;  he 
would  not  do  such  false,  mean  things.” 
And  then,  overmastered  by  the  sudden  fear 
the  old  woman’s  words  had  called  up,  she 
flung  her  arms  on  the  counter,  and  bury- 
ing her  face  in  them,  she  sobbed  loudly. 

Madame  Bobineau  had  I’elieved  her  tem- 
per, and  now  her  sense  of  propriety  came 
to  Mai’ie's  help. 

“Gi*eat  heavens,  child!  how  can  you 
be  so  violent ! Nicely  the  Sisters  have  train- 
ed you,  I must  say ! Have  done,  will  you?” 
But  the  sobs  went  on  vehemently.  ‘ * There, 
there,  child ; I did  not  say  it  was  so ; I said 
perhaps;  for,  as  you  say,  Monsieur  Enge- 
mann  is  good  and  kind.  I only  mean  to 
warn  you,  Marie,  to  show  you  to  what 
your  vanity  exposes  you.  Come,  come;” 
she  patted  her  shoulder.  ‘ ‘ A customer  will 
arrive  and  find  you  sobbing.  Come, 
come,  child;  if  you  must  cry,  go  into  my 
room,  and  I will  mind  the  shop  till  you 
come  to  your  senses.” 


Marie  seemed  to  feel  the  force  of  this 
appeal.  She  tried  to  check  her  sobs,  and 
lifting  up  her  swollen,  tear-stained  face, 
she  went  slowly  into  the  little  room,  and 
shut  the  green-curtained  door  behind  her. 
Then  she  dropped  into  Madame  Bobineau’s 
easy -chair,  and  hid  her  shame  - stricken 
face.  Her  sobs  had  ceased ; she  was 
alarmed  at  the  tumult  which  had  broken 
out  in  her. 

“What  would  the  Sisters  say  to  me? 
They  would  not  know  their  little  Marie; 
they  would  not  believe  I could  be  so  wick- 
ed and  passionate — and  yet  it  is  true.” 

She  got  up  and  went  to  the  little  dingy 
mirror  at  which  Madame  Bobineau 
smoothed  her  hair  before  she  went  into 
the  shop.  Marie  gazed  mournfully  at 
her  own  reflection.  Certainly  she  did  not 
look  like  the  Marie  who  had  just  now 
laughed  so  merrily;  her  eyes  were  glazed 
with  tears,  and  her  lips  were  swelled  and 
pouting. 

“Yes,  I am  changed.  I look  cross  and 
horrid;  and  if  I stay  here  I shall  grow 
wicked.  I can’t  like  Madame  Bobineau ; 
directly  I begin  to,  she  says  something 
cruel,  and  makes  me  feel  stung  all  over. 
And  oh ! I do  hate  Madame  Carouge.  . . . 
What  would  the  dear  Mother  say  if  I told 
her  that?  But  I will  go  back  and  tell  her 
everything.  I shall  soon  forget  that  I ever 
came  to  Berne.” 


IN  THE  RANKS. 

HIS  deatli-blow  struck  him,  there  in  the  ranks — 
There  in  the  ranks,  with  his  face  to  the  foe: 
Did  his  dying  lips  utter  curses  or  thanks?  • 

No  one  will  know. 

Still  he  marched  on,  he  with  the  rest — 

Still  he  marched  on,  with  his  face  to  the  foe, 

To  the  day’s  bitter  business  sternly  addrest: 

Dead — ilid  they  know  ? 


When  the  day  was  over,  the  fierce  fight  done, 

His  cheeks  were  red  with  the  sunset’s  glow, 

And  they  crowned  him  there  with  their  laurels  won: 

Dead — did  he  know  ? 


Laurels  or  roses,  all  one  to  him  now — 

What  to  a dead  man  is  glory  or  glow  ?— 

Rose  wreaths  for  love,  or  a crown  on  his  brow: 

Dead — does  he  know  ? 


And  yet  you  will  see  him  march  on  with  the  rest — 
No  man  of  them  all  makes  a goodlier  show — 

In  the  thick  of  the  tumult  jostled  and  prest: 

Dead — ^would  you  know  ? 
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that  there  are  architectural  defects  even 
in  Pullman.  The  diversity  is  not  quite 
all  that  could  be  desired.  What  may  be 
called  the  public  buildings,  that  is  to  say, 
the  hotel,  school-house,  arcade,  etc.,  are  de- 
tached, but  no  private  house  stands  by  itself, 
though  there  are  quite  a number  of  detach- 
ed double  houses.  Spaces  have,  however, 
been  reserved  for  a few  detached  private 
residences,  which  will  improve  the  appear- 
ance of  the  town.  With  the  exception  of 
the  church  and  parsonage,  built  of  green 
serpentine  stone  from  Philadelphia,  all  the 
buildings  are  of  brick.  This  is  monoto- 
nous, and  rather  wearying  to  the  eye,  but 
the  slate  roofs,  and  a large  use  of  light 
stone  trimmings,  and  stripes  of  black  across 
the  houses,  help  matters  somewhat.  The 
general  character  of  the  architecture  is 
what  has  been  called  advanced  secular 
Gothic.  This  is  skillfully  varied,  and  in 
the  hotel  particularly  there  is  a feeling  of 
the  Queen  Anne  style.  But  there  ought  to 
be  some  bold  break  in  the  general  design. 
The  newness  of  things,  which  time  will 
remedy,  is  a little  distressing,  as  is  also  the 
mechanical  regularity  of  the  town,  and  it 
is  this,  perhaps,  which  suggests  the  epithet 
‘‘machine-made.”  The  growth  of  shade 
trees  will  break  into  the  sameness,  and  the 
magnificent  boulevard  which  divides  the 
shops  on  the  north  from  the  residences  on 
the  south,  stretching  from  east  to  west 
across  the  town,  and  bordered  with  double 
rows  of  elms,  will,  twenty  years  from  now, 
be  a vast  improvement.  Great  overarch- 
ing trees  will  hide  one  part  of  the  town 
from  another,  and  give  opportunity  for 
pleasant  surprises  in  nature  and  art. 

The  interior  of  the  houses  affords  scarce- 
ly less  gratification  than  their  exterior. 
Even  the  humblest  suite  of  rooms  in  the 
flats  is  provided  with  water,  gas,  and 
closets,  and  no  requisite  of  cleanliness  is 
omitted.  Most  of  the  cottages  are  two 
stories  in  height,  and  contain  five  rooms, 
besides  a cellar,  closets,  and  pantry,  as 
seen  in  the  accompanying  plan  and  illus- 
trations. Quite  a large  number  of  houses 
contain  seven  rooms,  and  in  these  larger 
dwellings  there  is  also  a bath-room. 

Outside  of  the  home  one  finds  other  note- 
worthy provisions  for  the  comfort,  con- 
venience, and  well-being  of  the  residents 
in  Pullman.  There  is  a large  Market- 
house,  100  by  110  feet  in  size,  through 
which  a wide  passage  extends  from  east  to 
west.  This  building  contains  a basement 
and  two  stories,  the  first  divided  into  six- 


teen stalls,  the  second  a public  hall.  The 
dealers  in  meat  and  vegetables  are  con- 
centrated in  the  Market-house.  The  finest 
building  in  Pullman  is  the  Arcade,  a 
structure  256  feet  in  length,  146  feet  in 
width,  and  90  feet  in  height.  It  is  built 
of  red  pressed  brick,  with  stone  founda- 
tions and  light  stone  trimmings,  and  a 
glass  roof  extends  over  the  entire  wide 
central  passage.  In  the  Arcade  one  finds 
offices,  shops,  the  bank,  theatre,  library, 
etc.  As  no  shops  or  stoi'es  are  allowed  in 
the  town  outside  of  the  Arcade  and  Mar- 
ket-house, all  shopping  in  Pullman  is  done 
under  roof — a great  convenience  in  wet 
weather,  and  a saving  of  time  and  strength. 

The  theatre,  situated  in  the  Arcade  as 
just  mentioned,  seats  eight  hundred  peo- 
ple, and  is  elegantly  and  tastefully  fur- 
nished. The  illustration  on  page  456  of 
the  Arcade  includes  a view  of  the  boxes, 
which  are  Moorish  in  design.  It  was  in- 
tended to  embrace  in  this  theatre  many  of 
the  best  features  of  the  Madison  Square 
Theatre,  but  the  scope  of  the  present  article 
does  not  admit  of  a detailed  description  of 
them,  exquisite  and  perfectly  appointed  as 
they  are.  Representations  are  given  by 
various  ti*oupes  about  once  in  two  weeks. 
There  is  nothing  peculiar  in  the  manage- 
ment. The  company  rents  it  to  applicants, 
but  attempts  to  exclude  immoral  pieces, 
and  admit  only  such  as  shall  afford  inno- 
cent amusement  and  instruction.  The 
prices  for  tickets  are  thirty-five,  fifty,  and 
seventy-five  cents,  which  have  been  found 
to  be  the  most  profitable  in  Pullman,  high- 
er prices  keeping  the  people  away,  and  low- 
er ones  not  attracting  enough  more  to  com- 
pensate for  the  diminished  return  on  each 
ticket. 

In  the  interior  of  the  Arcade  a balcony 
extends  around  the  passage  in  front  of  tlie 
rooms  and  offices  of  the  second  story,  which 
it  thus  conveniently  connects.  It  pro- 
duces a pleasing  effect,  and  affords  a fa- 
vorable position  from  which  to  view  the 
busy  throng  below.  The  library,  which 
opens  on  this  balcony,  contains  six  thou- 
sand volumes,  the  gift  of  Mr.  P^illman,  and 
numerous  periodicals,  among  which  were 
noticed  several  likely  to  be  of  special  im- 
portance to  mechanics,  such  as  the  Rail- 
way Age,  the  Iron  Age,  Scientific  Amer- 
ican, and  Popular  Science  Monthly.  The 
library  roortis  are  elegantly  furnished  with 
Wilton  carpets  and  pi usli-co veered  chairs, 
and  the  walls  are  beautifully  painted. 
Objection  has  been  raised  to  this  luxuri- 
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ousness  by  those  who  think  it  re- 
pels the  ordinary  artisan,  unac- 
customed in  his  own  home  to 
such  extravagance;  but  it  must 
be  remembered  that  it  is  avowed- 
ly part  of  the  design  of  Pullman 
to  surround  laborer  as  far  as 
possible  with  all  the  privileges  of 
large  wealth.  The  annual  charge 
for  the  use  of  the  Public  Library, 
for  nothing  in  Pullman  is  free, 
is  three  dollars — rather  high  for 
workmen  in  these  days  of  free  li- 
braries. The  management  of  the 
librarian  is  most  commendable, 
and  every  aid  is  given  to  those 
who  patronize  it  to  render  it  as 
instructive  and  elevating  as  pos- 
sible. A special  effort  has  been 
made  to  induce  the  subscribers  to 
choose  a superior  class  of  litera- 
ture, but  the  record  shows  that 
seventy- five  per  centum  of  the 
books  drawn  are  still  works  of 
fiction,  which  is  about  the  usual 
percentage  in  public  libraries. 

The  educational  facilities  of 
Pullman  are  those  generally  af- 
forded in  larger  American  vil- 
lages by  the  public-school  system. 
The  school  trustees  are  elected  by 
the  citizens,  and  rent  of  the  Pull- 
man Company  a handsome  build- 
ing, which  harmonizes  in  archi- 
tecture and  situation  with  the  re- 
mainder of  the  town. 

There  are  no  barns  in  the  place, 
but  a large  building  provides  ac- 
commodation for  livery-stables, 
and  a fire  department  sustained 
by  the  Pullman  Company.  The 
hotel,  the  property  of  the  com- 
pany, and  managed  by  one  of  its 
officers,  is  a large  structure,  sur- 
rounded on  three  sides  by  beauti- 
ful public  squares  covered  with 
flowers  and  shrubbery.  It  is 
luxuriously  furnished,  admii*ably 
kept,  and  contains  the  only  bar- 
room allowed  in  Pullman,  though 
there  are  thirty  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  place  in  Kensington.  How- 
ever, the  temptation  to  drink’’ 
does  not  constantly  stare  one  in 
the  face,  and  this  restriction  has 
not  entirely  failed  to  accomplish 
its  end,  the  promotion  of  temper- 
ance. 

There  is  nothing  so  peculiar  in 
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these  features  of  PuUman  as  to  require 
further  description.  It  was  necessary  to 
make  brief  mention  of  them  to  help  the 
reader  to  understand  the  nature  and  ex- 
tent of  the  experiment  called  Pullman. 

The  whole  is  the  work  of  the  Pullman 
Palace  Car  Company  and  the  Pullman 
Land  Association,  which  are  both  under 
one  management,  and,  to  a considerable 
extent,  the  same  practically,  although  two 
separate  legal  persons.  Colonel  James 
Bowen,  who  appears  to  have  been  one  of 
the  interesting  characters  in  the  early  his- 
tory of  Chicago,  had  long  prophesied  that 
the  true  site  for  a great  city  was  upon 
the  shores  of  Lake  Calumet — an  expanse 
of  water  some  six  feet  deep,  about  three 
miles  long,  and  a mile  and  a half  wide, 
and  connected  with  Lake  Michigan  by  the 
Calumet  River.  Having  found  a believer 
in  Mr.  Pullman,  he  was  commissioned  by 
that  gentleman  to  purchase  quietly  four 
thousand  acres  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
this  has  become  the  site  of  Pullman. 
The  entire  town  was  built  under  the  di- 
rection of  a single  architect,  Mr.  S.  S.  Be- 
man,  an  ambitious  young  man  whose  fre- 
quently expressed  desire  for  an  opportu- 
nity to  do  a “big  thing”  was  hei’e  grati- 
fied. This  is  probably  the  first  time  a sin- 
gle architect  has  ever  constructed  a whole 
town  systematically  upon  scientific  prin- 
ciples, and  the  success  of  the  work  entitles 
him  to  personal  mention.  The  plans  were 
drawn  for  a large  city  at  the  start,  and 
these  have  been  followed  without  break  in 
the  unity  of  design.  Pullman  illustrates 
and  proves  in  many  ways  both  the  advan- 
tages of  enterprises  on  a vast  scale  and 
the  benefits  of  unified  and  intelligent 
municipal  administration.  All  articles  em- 
ployed in  the  construction  of  the  town 
were  purchased  at  the  lowest  figures,  as 
orders  were  given  for  unusually  large 
quantities,  and  thus  the  outlay  was  far 
less  than  it  would  have  been  had  each 
building,  or  even  each  block,  been  built  by 
a separate  individual.  It  is  manifest,  for 
example,  that  a man  will  obtain  hinges 
at  the  most  favorable  rates  w^ho  oi*ders 
twenty-five  thousand  pairs  at  one  time. 
An  additional  saving  was  effected  by  the 
establisliment  of  the  carpenter  shops  and 
brick-yards,  which  enabled  the  company 
to  avoid  the  payment  of  profits  on  the 
wood-work  and  on  the  bricks.  The  bricks 
were  manufactured  of  clay  from  the  bot- 
tom of  Lake  Calumet,  and  thus  the  con- 
struction of  the  town  helped  to  deepen  its 


harbor  and  prepare  it  for  the  large  ship- 
ping which  is  one  day  expected  there,  for 
its  proprietors  prophesy  that  vessels  will 
yet  sail  from  Pullman  to  London.  Then, 
as  there  is  no  competition  at  Pullman,  and 
no  conflicting  municipal  boards,  gas,  wa- 
ter, and  sewerage  pipes  were  laid  once  for 
all,  and  the  pavement,  when  completed, 
not  again  disturbed.  The  money  saved 
by  this  wise,  unified,  and  consequently 
harmonious  action  must  be  reckoned  by 
the  hundred  thousand. 

There  are  over  fifteen  hundred  build- 
ings at  Pullman,  and  the  entire  cost  of  the 
town,  including  all  the  manufacturing  es- 
tablishments, is  estimated  at  eight  millions 
of  dollars.  The  rents  of  the  dwellings  vary 
from  $4  50  per  month  for  the  cheapest  flats 
of  two  rooms  to  $100  a month  for  the  largest 
private  house  in  the  place.  The  rent  usu- 
ally paid  varies  from  $14  to  $25  a month, 
exclusive  of  the  water  charge,  which  is 
generally  not  far  from  eighty  cents.  A 
five-roomed  cottage,  such  as  is  seen  in  the 
illustration,  rents  for  $17  a month,  and 
its  cost  is  estimated  at  $1700,  including 
a charge  of  $300  for  the  lot.  But  it  must 
be  understood  that  the  estimated  value  of 
$1700  includes  profits  on  brick  and  carpen- 
ter work  and  everything  furnished  by  the 
company,  for  each  industry  at  Pullman 
stands  on  its  own  feet,  and  keeps  its  own 
separate  account.  The  company’s  brick- 
yards charge  the  company  a profit  on  the 
brick  the  latter  buys,  and  the  other  estab- 
lishments do  the  same;  consequently  the 
estimated  cost  of  the  buildings  includes 
profits  which  flowed  after  all  into  the 
company’s  coffers. 

The  Pullman  companies  retain  every- 
thing. No  private  individual  owns  to-day 
a square  rod  of  ground  or  a single  structure 
in  the  entire  town.  No  organization,  not 
even  a church,  can  occupy  any  other  than 
rented  quarters.  With  the  exception  of  the 
management  of  the  public  school,  every 
municipal  act  is  here  the  act  of  a private 
corporation.  What  this  means  will  be 
perceived  when  it  is  remembered  that  it  in- 
cludes such  matters  as  the  location,  repairs, 
and  cleaning  of  streets  and  sidewalks,  the 
maintenance  of  the  fire  department,  and 
the  taking  of  the  local  census  whenever 
desired.  When  the  writer  was  in  Pullman 
a census  was  taken.  A superior  officer  of 
the  company  said  to  an  inferior,  “ I want 
a census,”  and  told  what  kind  of  a census 
was  desired.  That  was  the  whole  matter. 
The  people  of  the  place  had  no  more  to 
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say  about  it  than  a resident  of  Kamtchat- 
ka.  All  this  applies  only  to  what  is  gen- 
erally known  as  Pullman,  which  is  in  re- 
ality no  political  organization,  and  is  call- 
ed a town  or  city  simply  in  a popular  sense 
for  the  sake  of  convenience.  Pullman  is 
only  a part  of  the  large  village  and  town 
of  Hyde  Park,  but  the  latter  appears  to 
have  relinquished  the  government  of  this 
portion  of  its  territory  bearing  the  name 
of  Pullman  to  private  corporations,  and 
the  writer  was  not  able  to  find  that  a sin- 
gle resident  of  Pullman,  not  an  officer  of 
the  Pullman  companies,  was  either  in  the 
board  of  trustees  of  Hyde  Park  or  in  the 
statf  of  officers.  The  town  clerk  and  trea- 
surer ai*e  both  officers  of  the  Pullman  Pal- 
ace Car  Company,  and  the  directory  of 
Hyde  Park  reveals  the  fact  that  with  one 
exception  every  member  of  the  board  of 
education  of  the  Pullman  school  district 
is  an  officer  of  the  Palace  Car  Company 
or  some  concern  which  bears  the  name  of 
Pullman. 

One  of  Mr.  Pullman’s  fundamental  ideas 
is  the  commercial  value  of  beauty^  and 
this  he  has  endeavored  to  carry  out  as 
faithfully  in  the  town  which  bears  his 
name  as  in  the  Pullman  drawing-room 
and  sleeping  cars.  He  is  one  of  the  few 
men  who  have  thought  it  a paying  invest- 
ment to  expend  millions  for  the  purpose 
of  surrounding  laborers  with  objects  of 
beauty  and  comfort.  In  a hundred  ways 
one  sees  in  Pullman  to-day  evidences  of 
its  founder’s  sagacious  foresight.  One  of 
the  most  interesting  is  the  fact  that  the 
company  finds  it  pays  them  in  dollars  and 
cents  to  keep  the  streets  sprinkled  with 
water  and  the  lawns  well  trimmed,  the 
saving  in  paint  and  kalsomine  more  than 
repaying  the  outlay.  Less  dust  and  dirt 
are  carried  and  blown  into  houses,  and 
the  injury  done  to  walls  and  wood-work 
is  diminished.  For  the  rest,  the  neat  ex- 
terior is  a constant  example,  wliich  is  sure 
sooner  or  later  to  exert  its  proper  effect  on 
housewives,  stimulating  them  to  exertion 
in  behalf  of  cleanliness  and  order. 

It  should  be  constantly  borne  in  mind 
that  all  investments  and  outlays  in  Pull- 
man are  intended  to  yield  financial  re- 
turns satisfactory  from  a purely  business 
point  of  view.  The  minimum  return  ex- 
pected is  six  per  centum  on  expenditure, 
and  the  town  appears  to  have  yielded  a 
far  higher  percentage  on  cost  up  to  the 
present  time.  Much  of  the  land  was 
bought  at  less  than  $200  per  acre,  and  it  is 


likely  that  the  average  price  paid  did  not 
exceed  that.  A large  part  of  this  now 
yields  rent  on  a valuation  of  $5000  per 
acre,  and  certain  sections  in  the  heart  of 
Pullman  are  to-day  more  valuable,  and 
will  continue  to  increase  in  value  in  the 
future,  if  the  town  grows  as  is  expected. 
The  extreme  reluctance  of  the  officers  of 
the  company  to  make  precise  statements 
of  any  kind  renders  it  impossible  to  ob- 
tain the  accurate  information  desired. 
Yet  there  seems  to  be  no  reason  to  doubt 
the  emphatic  assertion  that  the  whole  es- 
tablishment pays  handsomely.  A large 
part  of  Pullman  belongs  to  the  Palace  Car 
Company,  which  claims  to  have  paid  nine 
and  one -half  per  centum  on  its  entire 
stock  for  the  last  three  years,  and  to  have 
averaged  about  ten  per  centum  since  its  or- 
ganization in  1867.  As  far  as  the  Land 
Association  is  concerned,  it  is  sufficient  to 
know  that  all  its  houses  are  rented  at  a 
high  valuation,  and  the  land  put  in  at 
twenty-five  times  its  cost. 

It  pays  also  in  another  way.  The  whole- 
some, cheerful  surroundings  enable  the 
men  to  work  more  constantly  and  more 
efficiently.  The  healthy  condition  of  the 
residents  is  a matter  of  general  comment. 
The  number  of  deaths  has  been  about  seven 
in  a thousand  per  annum,  vrhereas  it  has 
been  about  fifteen  in  a thousand  in  the 
rest  of  Hyde  Park. 

It  is  maintained  that  Pullman  is  truly  a 
philanthropic  undertaking,  although  it  is 
intended  that  it  should  be  a profitable  in- 
vestment, and  this  is  the  argument  used: 
If  it  can  he  shown  that  it  does  pay  to  pro- 
vide beautiful  homes  for  laborers,  accom- 
panied with  all  the  conditions  requisite 
for  wholesome  living  both  for  the  body 
and  the  mind,  the  example  set  by  Mr. 
Pullman  will  find  wide  imitation.  If 
what  is  done  for  the  residents  of  the  town 
were  simply  a generous  gift,  another 
might  argue,  “ If  Mr.  Pullman  chooses 
to  spend  his  mouey  this  way,  very  well ! 
I have  no  objection,  but  I prefer  to  keep 
a stable  of  blooded  horses.  Each  one  ac- 
cording to  his  taste!”  We  may  feel  in- 
clined to  shrug  our  shoulders  at  the  phi- 
lanthropy which  demands  a good  round 
sum  for  everything  it  offers,  but  certainly 
it  is  a great  thing  to  have  demonstrated 
the  commercial  value  of  beauty  in  a city 
of  laborers. 

The  wages  paid  at  Pullman  are  equal 
to  those  paid  for  similar  services  else- 
where in  the  vicinity.  In  a visit  of  ten 
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days  at  Pullman  no  complaint  was  heard 
on  this  score  which  appeared  to  be  well 
founded.  Unskilled  laborers — and  they 
are  perhaps  one-fourth  of  the  population 
— receive  only  $1  30  a day ; but  there  are 
other  corporations-  about  Chicago  which 
pay  no  mbre,  and  Pullman  claims  to  pay 
only  ordinary  wages.  Many  of  the  me- 
chanics earn  $2  50  or  $2  75  a day,  some 
$3  and  $4,  and  occasionally  even  more. 
Those  who  receive  but  $1  30  have  a hard 
struggle  to  live,  after  the  rent  and  water 
tax  ai*e  paid.  On  this  point  there  is  una- 
nimity of  sentiment,  and  Pullman  does 
comparatively  little  for  them,  and  the  so- 
cial problem  in  their  case  remains  un- 
solved. They  are  crowded  together  in 
the  cheap  flats,  which  are  put  as  much 
out  of  sight  as  possible,  and  present  a 
rather  dreary  appearance,  although  vast- 
ly better  than  the  poorer  class  of  New 
York  tenements. 

The  great  majority  at  Pullman  ai*e  skill- 
ed artisans,  and  nearly  all  with  whom  the 
writer  conversed  expressed  themselves  as 
fairly  well  satisfied  with  their  earnings, 
and  many  of  them  took  pains  to  xK)int 
out  the  advantages  of  the  steady  eniploy- 
ment  and  prompt  pay  they  always  found 
there.  The  authorities  even  go  out  of 
their  way  to  “make  work”  for  one  who 
has  proved  himself  efficient  and  faithful. 

There  ai*e  many  other  pleasant  and  in- 
teresting features  of  Pullman,  to  which  it 
is  possible  only  to  allude  here.  One  is 
the  perfect  system  of  sewerage,  similar  to 
that  which  has  been  found  so  successful 
in  Berlin,  Germany.  The  sewerage  is  all 
collected  in  a great  tank  under  the  “ wa- 
ter tower,”  and  then  pumped  on  to  a large 
garden  farm  of  one  hundred  and  seventy 
acres,  called  the  “Pullman  Farm.”  This 
is  already  profitable,  and  it  is  hoped  that 
in  time  it  w'ill  pay  interest  on  the  cost  of 
the  entire  sewerage  system  of  the  town, 
wdiich  was  $300,000.  It  is  worthy  the 
careful  study  of  municipal  authorities. 

There  are  a thousand  and  one  little 
ways  in  which  the  residents  of  Pullman 
are  benefited,  and  in  many  cases  without 
cost  to  the  company.  Considerable  care 
is  taken  to  find  suitable  employment  for 
those  who  in  any  way  become  incapaci- 
tated for  their  ordinary  work.  A watch- 
man with  a missing  arm  was  seen,  and  a 
position  as  janitor  was  found  for  a man 
who  had  become  partially  paralyzed. 
These  are  but  examples.  Men  tempora- 
rily injured  receive  full  pay,  save  in  cases 


of  gross  carelessness,  when  one  dollar  a 
day  is  allowed.  Employes  are  paid  with 
checks  on  the  “Pullman  Loan  and  Sav- 
ings Bank,”  to  accustom  them  to  its  use 
and  encourage  them  to  make  deposits. 

Encouraging  words  from  superiors  are 
helpful.  One  warm-hearted  official,  to 
whom  the  welfare  of  the  laboring  classes 
appears  to  be  a matter  of  momentous  con- 
cern, wrote  a note  of  thanks  to  the  occu- 
pant of  a cottage  which  was  particularly 
well  kept  and  ornamented  with  growing 
flowers.  In  another  case  ho  was  so  well 
pleased  with  the  appearance  of  a cottage 
that  he  ordered  a couple  of  plants  in  pots 
sent  from  the  greenery  to  the  lady  of  the 
house,  with  his  compliments.  The  effect 
of  systematic  persistence  in  little  acts  of 
kind  thoughtfulness  like  these  is  seen  in 
the  diffusion  of  a spirit  of  mutual  help- 
fulness, and  in  frequent  attempts  to  give 
practical,  even  if  imperfect,  expression  to 
the  truth  of  the  brotherhood  of  man. 
Several  ladies  were  especially  prominent 
in  this  way,  and  among  them  may  be 
mentioned  the  librarian.  When  the  hum- 
bler young  women  see  her  home,  which 
was  designed  for  an  ordinary  mechanic, 
they  often  ask:  “Can  this  be  the  same 
kind  of  a house  we  live  in?  Oh!  how 
did  you  make  all  these  pretty  things? 
Please  tell  us.”  And  a ready  response  is 
always  given  to  their  appeals.  At  a 
charming  picnic,  where  a large  number 
of  residents  were  met,  the  writer  had  the 
pleasure  of  making  the  acquaintance  of  a 
great-hearted  motherly  German  lady,  the 
wife  of  a manager  of  the  shops,  whose 
life  is  spent  in  good  works  among  the 
employes.  The  strangers  are  visited  and 
brought  into  congenial  social  circles,  and 
the  poor  and  sick  relieved  in  their  dis- 
tress, by  this  noble  Christian  woman. 
An  interesting  and  successful  experiment 
was  tried  in  connection  with  wall-paper. 
Great  quantities  were  bought  at  whole- 
sale, and  a man  sent  to  the  poorer  houses 
with  a number  of  varieties,  from  which 
tlie  tenant  was  requested  to  select  one, 
the  company  offering  the  paper  at  the 
very  low  figures  at  which  they  purchased 
it,  and  agreeing  to  hang  it  without  charge. 
The  architect  assured  the  writer  that  this 
was  doubtless  the  first  time  many  women 
had  been  called  upon  to  exercise  taste  and 
consider  the  beautiful  in  color  in  any  mat- 
ter pertaining  to  their  dwellings.  Great 
interest  was  aroused  in  the  selection  of 
wall-paper,  and  friends  and  neighbors 
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were  called  in  to  aid  in  the  discussion  of 
colors  and  in  the  final  choice.  The  small 
charge  made  was  only  beneficial,  as  it  led 
the  people  to  value  what  they  had  ac- 
quire. 

Tiiese  are  the  devices  which,  together 
with  the  constant  example  set  by  the  com- 
pany, have  awakened  a very  general  desire 
in  the  residents  to  adorn  and  beautify  their 
dwellings.  Every  where,  even  in  a flat  of 
two  rooms  in  the  third  story,  one  sees 
prints  and  engravings  on  the  walls, 
Christmas  and  other  cards,  with  cheap 
bric  ii-hrac  on  brackets  in  the  comer,  or 
on  some  inexpensive  ornamental  table, 
and  growing  plants  in  the  windows.  It 
is  comparatively  a small  matter  that  a 
highly  developed  aestheticism  could  not 
approve  of  much  that  is  seen,  for  it  is  only 
the  beginning  of  an  education  of  the  high- 
er faculties,  and  better  things  will  be  seen 
in  the  children. 

In  the  way  of  material  comforts  and 
Ijeautiful  surroundings,  Pullman  proba- 
bly offers  to  the  majority  of  its  residents 
quite  as  much  as  they  are  in  a position 
to  enjoy,  and  in  many  cases  even  more. 
There  are  those  who  do  not  feel  it  a hard- 
ship to  live  in  a dark  alley  of  a great  city, 
and  there  are  men  and  women  at  Pull- 
man incapable  of  appreciating  its  advan- 
tages. But  they  are  learning  to  do  it,  and 
many  who  go  away  dissatisfied  return,  be- 
cause they  can  not  find  elsewhere  that  to 
which  they  have  become  accustomed  there. 
The  pure  air  and  i)erfect  sanitary  condi- 
tion of  the  houses  and  of  the  entire  city 
are  more  and  more  valued,  especially  by 
mothers,  one  of  whom  exclaimed  to  the 
writer,  in  speaking  of  Chicago:  “I  just 
hate  the  ugly  old  city.”  Pullman  had 
taught  her  better  things  than  she  former- 
ly knew,  and  thus  it  is  becoming  a great 
school,  elevating  laborei's  to  a higher  plane 
of  wholesome  living.  The  Commissioner 
of  Health  of  Chicago,  who  holds  that 
“healthy  houses  whose  incumbency  does 
not  hint  at  the  acceptance  of  charity  ai*e 
the  best,  in  fact  the  only,  means  of  teach- 
ing sanitation  to  the  working  classes,” 
calls  the  emigiTints  from  Pullman  “sani- 
tary missionaries.” 

But  admirable  as  are  the  peculiarities 
of  Pullman  which  have  been  described, 
certain  unpleasant  features  of  social  life 
in  that  place  are  soon  noticed  by  the  care- 
ful observer,  which  moderate  the  enthusi- 
asm one  is  at  first  inclined  to  feel  upon 
an  inspection  of  the  external,  plainly  vis- 


ible facts,  and  the  picture  must  be  com- 
pleted before  judgment  can  be  pronounced 
upon  it. 

One  just  cause  of  complaint  is  what  in 
government  affairs  would  be  called  a bad 
civil  service,  that  is,  a bad  administration 
in  respect  to  the  employment,  retention, 
and  promotion  of  employes.  Change  is 
constant  in  men  and  officers,  and  each 
new  superior  appears  to  have  his  own 
friends,  whom  he  appoints  to  desirable 
positions.  Favoritism  and  neix)tism,  out 
of  place  as  they  are  in  an  ideal  society, 
are  oft-repeated  and  apparently  well-sub- 
stantiated charges. 

The  resulting  evil  is  very  naturally  dis- 
satisfaction, a painful  prevalence  of  petty 
jealousies,  a discouragement  of  superior 
excellence,  frequent  change  in  the  resi- 
dents, and  an  all-pervading  feeling  of  in- 
security, Nobody  regards  Pullman  as  a 
real  home,  and,  in  fact,  it  can  scarcely  be 
said  that  there  are  more  than  temporary 
residents  at  Pullman.  One  woman  told 
the  writer  she  had  been  in  Pullman  two 
years,  and  that  there  were  only  three  fam- 
ilies among  her  acquaintances  who  were 
there  when  she  came.  Her  reply  to  the 
question,  “It  is  like  living  in  a great  hotel, 
is  it  not  ?”  was,  “We  call  it  camping  out.” 
The  nature  of  the  leases  aggravates  this 
evil.  As  already  stated,  all  the  property 
in  Pullman  is  owned  by  the  Pullman  as- 
sociations, and  every  tenant  holds  his 
house  on  a lease  which  may  be  terminated 
on  ten  days’  notice.  A lease  which  lies 
on  the  table  before  the  writer  reads: 
“From  to  , unless  sooner  can- 

celled in  accordance  with  the  conditions 
of  the  lease.”  It  is  not  necessary  that 
any  reason  be  assigned  for  the  notice; 
“and  it  is  expressly  agreed  that  the  fact 
that  rent  may  have  been  paid  at  any  time 
in  advance  shall  not  be  a waiver  of  the 
right  to  put  an  end  to  the  term  and  tenancy 
under  this  lease  by  such  notice.”  Fur- 
thermore, three-fourths  of  the  laborers  in 
Pullman  are  employed  by  the  Palace  Car 
Company,  and  many  of  those  wlio  do  not 
work  for  it  arc  employed  in  establishments 
in  which  the  company  as  such  or  a prom- 
inent member  of  it  is  interested.  The 
power  of  Bismarck  in  Germany  is  utter- 
ly insignificant  when  compared  with  the 
power  of  the  ruling  authority  of  the  Pull- 
man Palace  Car  Company  in  Pullman. 
Whether  the  power  be  exercised  rightful- 
ly or  wrongfully,  it  is  there  all  the  same, 
and  every  man,  woman,  and  child  in  the 
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town  is  completely  at  its  mercy,  and  it  can 
be  avoided  only  by  emigration.  It  is  im- 
possible within  the  realm  of  Pullman  to 
escape  from  the  overshadowing  influence 
of  the  company,  and  every  resident  feels 
this,  and  “monopoly”  is  a word  which 
constantly  falls  on  the  ear  of  the  visitor. 
Large  as  the  place  is,  it  supports  no  news- 
paper, through  A’hich  complaints  might 
find  utterance,  and  one  whose  official  po- 
sition in  the  town  qualified  him  to  speak 
with  knowledge  declai’cd  positively  that 
no  publication  would  be  allowed  which 
was  not  under  the  direct  influence  of  the 
Pullman  Company.  A Baptist  clergy- 
man, who  had  built  up  quite  a congrega- 
tion, once  ventured  to  espouse  the  cause 
of  a poor  family  ejected  from  their  liouse, 
and  gave  rather  public  expression  to  his 
feelings.  Shortly  after  his  support  began 
to  fall  away,  one  member  after  another 
leaving,  and  it  has  since  never  been  pos- 
sible to  sustain  a Baptist  organization  in 
Pullman.  It  is  indeed  a sad  spectacle. 
Here  is  a population  of  eight  thousand 
souls  where  not  one  single  resident  dare 
speak  out  openly  his  opinion  about  the 
town  in  which  he  lives.  One  feels  that 
one  is  mingling  with  a dependent,  servile 
people.  There  is  an  abundance  of  griev- 
ances, but  if  there  lives  in  Pullman  one 
man  who  would  give  expression  to  them 
in  print  over  his  own  name,  diligent  in- 
quiry continued  for  ten  days  was  not  suf- 
ficient to  find  him. 

One  gentleman,  whose  position  ought 
to  have  exempted  him  from  it,  was  “ warn- 
ed” in  coming  to  Pullman  to  be  careful  in 
what  he  said  openly  about  the  towm.  It 
required  recourse  to  some  ingenuity  to  as- 
certain the  real  opinion  of  the  j^eople  about 
their  own  city.  While  the  writer  does  not 
feel  at  liberty  to  narrate  his  own  experi- 
ence, it  can  do  no  harm  to  mention  a 
strange  coincidence.  While  in  the  city 
the  buttons  on  his  w ife’s  boots  kept  tear- 
ing off  in  the  most  remarkable  manner, 
and  it  was  necessary  to  try  different  shoe- 
makers, and  no  one  could  avoid  free  dis- 
cussion with  a man  who  came  on  so  harm- 
less an  errand  as  to  have  the  buttons  sew- 
ed on  his  wife's  boots.  This  was  only  one 
of  the  devices  employed.  The  men  believe 
they  are  watclied  by  the  “company’s  spot- 
ter,” and  to  let  one  of  them  know  that  in- 
formation was  desired  about  Pullman  for 
publication  was  to  close  his  lips  to  the 
honest  expression  of  opinion.  The  wo- 
men were  inclined  to  be  more  outspoken. 


An  evil  worthy  of  attention  is  the  neg- 
lect of  religion.  There  are  scarcely  ac- 
commodations for  one-eighth  of  the  popu- 
lation in  the  halls  where  religious  exer- 
cises are  conducted  on  Sunday.  Tliere  is 
but  one  church  building  in  Pullman,  and 
that,  the  property  of  the  company,  is  unoc- 
cupied because  no  denomination  can  pay 
the  rent.  The  Presbyterians  offered  $2000 
a year  for  it,  and  this  was  refused.  The 
company,  owning  all  the  property  of  the 
place,  does  nothing  for  the  support  of  re- 
ligion. The  Presbyterians  receive  $700  a 
year  from  the  Presbyterian  Board,  and  pay 
$600  of  it  over  to  the  company  for  rent. 
The  Methodists  and  Episcopalians  also  sup- 
port small  organizations  with  difficulty. 
The  men  say : ‘ ‘ The  company  care  nothing 
for  our  souls.  They  only  want  to  get  as 
much  work  as  possible  out  of  our  bodies;” 
and  forthwith  they  begin  to  neglect  the 
provision  others  have  made  for  their  spir- 
itual welfare.  This  may  be  illogical  con- 
duct, but  it  is  human  nature. 

The  town-meeting  of  New  England  has 
ever  been  regarded  by  writers  of  the  high- 
est authority  on  American  government  as 
one  of  the  bulwarks  of  our  liberties.  The 
free  discussion  of  local  affairs,  and  the  full 
responsibilityforwhatisdoneandnotdone, 
have  ever  been  held  to  be  an  education  of 
the  mind,  a means  to  develop  the  qualities 
most  useful  in  a citizen  of  a republic  and 
a training  for  larger  public  duties.  People 
of  other  cou  ntries  are  st ri  viu  g af  ter  a nearer 
approach  to  this  in  an  improved  local  self- 
government,  and  the  renow’ned  Geiman 
publicist  Gneist  is  perhaps  chiefly  esteemed 
for  what  he  has  done  to  promote  the  move- 
ment ill  Germany.  Yet  in  Pullman  all 
this  disappeai's.  The  citizen  is  surrounded 
by  constant  restraint  and  restriction,  and 
everything  is  done  for  him,  nothing  by 
him. 

The  desire  of  the  American  to  acquire 
a home  is  justly  considered  most  com- 
mendable and  hopeful.  It  promotes  thrift 
and  economy,  and  the  habits  acquired  in 
the  effort  to  pay  for  it  are  often  the  foun- 
dation of  a future  prosperous  career.  It 
is  a beginning  in  the  right  direction. 
Again,  a large  number  of  house  owners 
is  a safeguard  against  violent  movements 
of  social  discontent.  Heretofore  laborers 
at  Pullman  liave  not  been  allowed  to  ac- 
quire any  real  property  in  the  place. 
There  is  a repression  here  as  elsewhere  of 
any  marked  individuality.  Everything 
tends  to  stamp  upon  residents,  as  upon  the 
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town,  the  character  expressed  in“machine- 
made.”  Not  only  are  strikes  regarded  as 
the  chief  of  social  sins,  a view  too  widely 
disseminated  by  works  like  Charles  Readers 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place,  but  individu- 
al initiative,  even  in  affaii*s  which  concern 
the  residents  alone,  is  repressed.  Once  sev- 
eral of  the  men  wanted  to  form  a kind  of 
mutual  insurance  association  to  insure 
themselves  against  loss  of  time  in  case  of 
accident,  but  it  was  frowned  down  by  the 
authorities,  and  nothing  further  has  been 
heard  of  the  matter.  A lady  attempted 
to  found  a permanent  charitable  organiza- 
tion to  look  after  the  poor  and  needy,  but 
this  likewise  was  discouraged,  because  it 
was  feared  that  the  impression  might  get 
abroad  that  there  was  pauperism  in  Pull- 
man. 

In  looking  over  all  the  facts  of  the  case 
the  conclusion  is  unavoidable  that  the  idea 
of  Pullman  is  un-American.  It  is  a near- 
er approach  than  anything  the  writer  has 
seen  to  what  appears  to  be  the  ideal  of  the 
great  German  Chancellor.  It  is  not  the 
American  ideal.  It  is  benevolent,  well- 
wishing  feudalism,  which  desires  the  hap- 
piness of  the  people,  but  in  such  way  as 
shall  please  the  authorities.  One  can  not 
avoid  thinking  of  the  late  Czar  of  Russia, 
Alexander  II.,  to  whom  the  welfare  of  his 
subjects  was  truly  a matter  of  concern. 
He  wanted  them  to  be  happy,  but  desired 
their  happiness  to  proceed  from  him,  in 
whom  everything  should  centre.  Serfs 
were  freed,  the  knout  abolished,  and  no 
insuperable  objection  raised  to  reforms, 
until  his  people  showed  a decided  deter- 
mination to  take  matters  in  their  own 
hands,  to  govern  themselves,  and  to  seek 
their  own  hapiiiness  in  their  own  way. 
Then  he  stopped  the  work  of  reform,  and 
considered  himself  deeply  aggrieved.  The 
loss  of  authority  and  distrust  of  the  people 
is  the  fatal  weakness  of  many  systems  of 
reform  and  well-intentioned  projects  of 
benevolence. 

Pullman  ought  to  be  appreciated,  and 
high  honor  is  due  Mr.  Greorge  M.  Pullman. 
He  has  at  least  attempted  to  do  something 
lasting  and  far-i'caching,  and  the  benefits 
he  has  actually  conferred  upon  a laboring 
population  of  eight  thousand  souls  testify 
tliat  his  heart  must  be  warm  toward  his 
IK)orer  brother.  Mr.  Pullman  has  partial- 
ly solved  one  of  the  great  xu'oblems  of  the 
immediate  x>resent,  which  is  a diffusion  of 
tlie  benefits  of  concentrated  wealth  among 
wealth-creators. 


Pullman  is  still  in  its  infancy,  and  great 
things  are  promised  in  the  future.  On  an 
adjoining  tract  lots  are  now  offered  for 
sale,  and  workmen  will  be  aided  in  the 
purchase  of  these,  and  encouraged  to  build 
houses  thereon.  Other  manufacturing  es- 
tablishments are  expected  soon,  and  a 
more  extended  and  diversified  industry 
will  render  the  laborei's  less  dependent. 
Mr.  Pullman  has  also  at  heart  numerous 
plans,  the  purpose  of  which  is  to  give  em- 
ployment to  women  and  young  people. 
It  is  further  proposed  to  establish  a man- 
ual training  school,  and  the  inevitable 
Western  university  is  talked  about.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  that  what  has  been  begun  at 
Pullman  will  be  continued  in  a larger 
spirit,  and  that  a grander  structure  will 
arise  on  foundations  already  laid.  It  is 
especially  to  be  desii’ed  that  means  should 
be  discovered  to  awaken  in  the  residents 
an  interest  and  a pride  in  Pullman.  It  is 
now  thought  a praiseworthy  thing  “to 
beat  the  comjjany,”  which  phrase  in  itself 
points  to  something  radically  wrong.  It 
is  quite  practicable  to  develop  a democracy, 
or  at  least  what  might  be  called  a consti- 
tutional monarchy,  out  of  the  despotism  of 
Pullman.  It  is  not  more  than  has  been 
done  elsewhere,  as,  for  example,  by  M. 
Godin,  at  Guise,  Prance,  where  the  affairs 
of  the  “Social  Palace”  are  managed  by 
committees  of  laborers  elected  by  labor- 
ers. Some  co-operative  features  might  be 
added,  which  would  be  a move  in  the  right 
direction,  and  every  great  philanthroi)ic 
enterprise  ought  as  soon  as  possible  to  be 
placed  on  such  a footing  as  not  to  be  de- 
pendent upon  the  life  of  any  one  indi- 
vidual. Not  a few  have  ventured  to  ex- 
press the  hope  that  Pullman  might  be 
widely  imitated,  and  thus  inaugurate  a 
new  era  in  the  history  of  labor.  But  if 
this  signifies  approval  of  a scheme  which 
would  immesh  our  laborers  in  a net-work 
of  communities  owned  and  managed  by 
industrial  superiors,  then  let  every  patri- 
otic American  cry,  God  forbid!  What 
would  this  mean  ? The  establishment  of 
the  most  absolute  power  of  capital,  and 
the  repression  of  all  freedom.  It  matters 
not  that  they  are  well-meaning  capitalists; 
all  capitalists  are  not  devoted  heart  and 
soul  to  the  intei'ests  of  their  employes,  and 
the  history  of  the  world  lias  long  ago 
demonstrated  that  no  class  of  men  are  fit 
to  be  intrusted  with  unlimited  power.  In 
the  hour  of  temptation  and  pressure  it  is 
abused,  and  the  real  nature  of  the  abuse 
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may  for  a time  be  concealed  even  from 
him  guilty  of  it;  but  it  degrades  the  de- 
pendent, corrupts  the  morals  of  the  supe- 
rior, and  finally  that  is  done  unblushingly 
in  the  light  which  was  once  scarcely  al- 
lowed in  a dark  corner.  This  is  the  his- 
tory of  a large  shai*e  of  the  degeneracy  of 
manners  and  morals  in  public  and  private 
life. 

No;  the  body  is  more  than  raiment, 
and  the  soul  more  than  the  body.  If 
free  American  institutions  are  to  be  pre- 
served, we  want  no  race  of  men  reared  as 
underlings  and  with  the  spirit  of  menials. 
John  Stuart  Mill  and  others  have  regard- 
ed the  relation  of  master  and  servant, 
employer  and  employed,  as  unworthy  of 
the  highest  attainable  average  type  of 
manhood  and  womanhood,  and  have  pro- 
phesied the  abolition  of  such  relationship, 
and  the  establishment  of  some  kind  or 
another  of  co-operation,  where  men  will 
work  for  and  with  one  another.  Perhaps 
that  may  seem  Utopian,  but  it  is  possible 
to  strive  for  it  as  an  ideal,  and  it  is  the 
goal  toward  which  the  wdsest  philanthro- 
pists are  pushing.  Shall  we  turn  about 
and  forge  new  bonds  of  dependence?  ^Is 
not  a tendency  to  do  this  observable  as 


one  of  the  signs  of  the  time  ? Are  we  not 
frequently  trying  to  offer  the  gilded  cage 
as  a substitute  for  personal  liberty  ? When 
John  Most,  in  an  address  to  the  laborers  of 
Baltimore,  sneered  at  this  much-vaunted 
American  liberty,  and  asked,  “Of  what 
value  is  it?  Has  apy  one  ever  been  able 
to  clothe  himself  with  it,  to  house  himself 
in  it,  or  to  satisfy  with  it  the  cravings  of 
his  stomach  ?”  did  he  not  give  a gross 
expression  to  a kind  of  materialism  which 
is  becoming  too  common  ? It  is  idle  to 
deny  the  spread  of  luxury,  and  numer- 
ous defalcations  and  embezzlements  bear 
witness  to  wide-extended  extravagance, 
an  overvaluation  of  material  comforts,  and 
an  undervaluation  of  the  higher  ethical 
goods.  So  when  we  see  such  splendid 
provision  for  the  body  as  at  Pullman,  we 
clap  our  hands  and  stop  not  to  ask  how 
all  this  is  to  effect  the  formation  of  char- 
acter. And  the  impassioned  pleas  for  lib- 
erty which  moved  Americans  mightily  one 
hundred  years  ago  fall  to-day  on  the  ear 
as  something  strange  and  ridiculous.  Such 
thing  are  sti*aws  fioating  on  the  stream  of 
social  life.  Have  w^e  reason  to  be  pleased 
with  the  direction  in  which  the  current  is 
setting  ? 


EAST  ANGELS. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  Doctor  admitted  that  Garda  could 
converse  in  Spanish.  He  suggested 
that  they  should  w^alk  on  and  join  her. 
Joining  her,  of  course,  meant  joining  De 
Torrez.  The  Cuban  proved  to  be  a dark- 
skinned  youth,  with  dull  black  eyes,  a thin 
face,  and  black  hair,  closely  cut,  that  stood 
up  in  straight  short  thickness  all  over  his 
head,  defying  a parting.  He  was  tall, 
gaunt,  with  a great  want  of  breadth  in  the 
long  expanse  of  his  person ; he  was  delib- 
erate in  his  motions,  ungainly.  Yet  he 
could  not  have  been  described  as  insig- 
nificant exactly,  because  of  a certain  deep 
reticent  consciousness  of  his  own  impor- 
tance, which  w’as  visible  in  every  one  of 
his  slow,  stiff  movements,  in  every  glance 
of  his  dull,  reserved  eyes.  He  bowed  pix)- 
foundly  when  introduced  to  the  North- 
erner ; but  said  nothing.  He  did  not 
speak  after  the  others  came  up.  When 
Garda  addressed  him,  he  contented  him- 
self w ith  another  bow. 


They  all  walked  on  together,  and  after 
some  minutes  the  little  ridge,  winding 
with  its  sentinel  bayonets  across  old  fields, 
brought  them  to  the  main  avenue  of  the 
place.  This  old  road,  broad  as  it  was,  was 
completely  overarched  by  the  great  live- 
oaks  which  bordered  it  on  each  side. 
Their  boughs  rose  high  in  the  air,  met, 
interlaced,  and  passed  on,  each  stretching 
completely  over  the  centre  of  the  road- 
way, and  curving  downward  on  the  oppo- 
site side;  looking  east  and  looking  west 
was  like  looking  through  a Gothic  aisle, 
vaulted  in  gray-green.  The  little  party 
entered  this  avenue.  Garda,  after  a few 
moments,  again  separated  herself  from 
Winthrop  and  Dr.  Kirby,  and  walked  on 
in  advance  with  De  Torrez.  The  Doctor 
looked  after  them,  discomfited. 

“We  should  have  spoken  Spanish,  ’’  said 
Winthrop,  smiling. 

“Ido  not  know  a word  of  the  language,  ” 
declared  the  Doctor,  with  something  of  the 
frankness  of  fatigue  in  his  voice. 

For  the  Doctor  was  not  in  the  habit  of 
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walking,  and  he  did  not  like  to  walk ; the 
plump  con  vexes  of  his  comfortable  person 
formed,  indeed,  rather  too  heavy  a weight 
for  his  small  feet  in  their  shining  little 
boots.  But  he  was  far  too  devoted  a fam- 
ily friend  to  be  turned  back  from  obvious 
duty  by  the  mere  trifle  of  physical  fatigue; 
he  thei'efore  waved  his  hand  toward  the 
live-oaks,  and  (keeping,  however,  one  eye 
well  upon  Garda  and  her  companion  in 
front)  resumed  with  grace  his  descriptive 
discourse.  “ Tliese  majestic  old  trees,  Mr. 
Winthrop,  were  set  out  to  adorn  the  main 
avenue  of  the  place,  leading  from  the  river 
landing  up  to  the  mansion-house.  You 
will  find  a few  of  these  old  avenues  in  this 
neighborhood  ; but  far  finer  ones—the 
finest  in  the  world — at  the  old  places  on 
the  Ashley  and  Cooper  rivei'S,  near  the 
city  of  Charleston.” 

“ But  there  are  no  trees  near  the  house,” 
said  Winthrop;  “I  noticed  that  particu- 
larly.” 

“The  road  goes  to  the  door,  the  trees 
stop  at  the  edge  of  the  open  space;  that 
• space  was  left,  as  you  have  probably  di- 
vined, as  a protection  against  surprises  by 
Indians.” 

The  younger  man  laughed.  “I  confess 
I was  thinking  more  of  the  traditional 
Spanish  jealousy  than  of  the  Indians. 
You  are  right,  of  course;  I must  not  al- 
low my  fancies,  which  are,  after  all,  rath- 
er operatic  in  their  origin,  to  lead  me 
astray  down  here.” 

“You  will  find,  I think,  very  little  that 
is  operatic  amongst  us,”  said  Kirby,  a 
trace  of  sombren^s  making  itself  felt  for 
the  first  time  through  the  courteous  opti- 
mism of  his  tone.  Truly  there  had  been 
little  that  was  operatic  in  their  life  at  the 
South  for  some  time. 

“I  don't  know,”  said  Winthrop.  “Isn’t 
that  rather  an  operatic  personage  who  has 
just  stopped  Miss  Thorne  ? The  Tenor 
himself,  I should  say.” 

The  spectacles  were  safely  in  their  Case, 
and  back  in  the  Doctor’s  pocket.  But  he 
now  made  haste  to  take  them  out  a second 
tipae  ; he  knew  of  no  Tenors  in  Gracias. 
YHicn  he  had  adjusted  them,  “ Oh,  it’s 
only  Manuel  Ruiz,”  he  said,  with  both  re- 
lief and  vexation  in  his  tone.  He  was 
relieved  that  it  was  only  Manuel,  but 
vexed  that  he  should  have  been  led,  even 
for  a moment,  to  suppose  that  it  might  be 
some  one  else,  some  one  who  was  objec- 
tionable (as  though  objectionable  persons 
could  penetrate  into  their  society  1);  and 
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he  asked  himself  inwardly  what  the  deuce 
this  Northerner  meant  by  calling  their  ar- 
rangement of  their  lands  “opemtic,”  and 
their  young  gentlemen  ‘ * Tenors.  ” ‘ ‘ Man- 
uel Ruiz  is  the  son  of  an  old  friend  of 
ours;  their  place  is  on  Patricio,  opposite,” 
he  said,  frigidly.  “ The  Ruiz  family  were 
almost  as  well  known  here  in  the  old 
Spanish  days  as  the  Dueros.” 

He  had  no  time  for  more,  for,  as  Garda 
had  stopped,  they  now  came  up  with  the 
little  party  in  front. 

Manuel  Ruiz  was  older  than  De  Torrez. 
Manuel  was  twenty-one.  He  was  a tall, 
slender,  graceful  youth,  with  a mobile 
face,  eloquent  dark  eyes,  and  a manner 
adorned  with  much  gesture  and  anima- 
tion. He  undoubtedly  cherished  an  ex- 
cellent opinion  of  Manuel  Ruiz.  But 
undoubtedly  also  there  was  good  ground 
for  that  opinion,  Manuel  Ruiz  being  a 
very  handsome  young  man.  That  'Win- 
throp should  have  called  him  operatic 
was  perhaps  inevitable.  He  wore  a short, 
round,  black  cloak,  an  end  of  which  was 
tossed  over  one  shoulder  after  the  ap- 
proved manner  of  the  operatic  young  gen- 
tleman when  about  to  begin,  under  the 
balcony  of  his  lady-love,  a charming  ser- 
enade ; on  his  head  was  a picturesque  som- 
brero, and  he  carried,  or  rather  flourished, 
a slender  cane,  which  might  well  have 
been  a rapier.  These  properties,  together 
with  his  meridional  eyes,  his  gestures,  and 
the  slight  tendency  to  attitude  visible  in 
his  graceful  movements,  made  him  much 
like  the  ideal  young  Tenor  of  the  Italian 
stage,  as  he  comes  down  to  the  foot  lights 
to  sing  in  deepest  confidence,  to  the  sym- 
pathetic audience,  of  his  loves  and  his 
woes. 

That  the  ideal  young  Tenor  has  often 
encountered  wide -spreading  admiration, 
no  one  would  venture  to  deny.  Still, 
there  have  been,  now  and  then,  those 
among  bis  audiences  who  have  not  alto- 
gether shared  this  feeling.  They  have 
generally  been  men.  Not  infrequently 
they  have  been  men  of  a somewhat  light- 
er complexion,  with  visual  orbs  paler,  per- 
haps, and  not  so  expressive,  a grace  in 
attitude  less  evident.  Evert  Winthrop 
cared  nothing  for  Tenors,  real  or  imitative. 
But  he  was  a man  made  with  more  pre- 
tensions to  strength  than  to  sinuousness; 
he  had  no  gestures;  his  complexion,  where 
not  bronzed  by  exposure,  was  fair;  his 
eyes  were  light.  They  were  gray  eyes, 
with,  for  the  most  part,  a quiet,  calm  ex- 
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pression.  But  they  easily  became  keen. 
They  could,  upon  occasion,  become  stem. 
He  opposed  a short,  thick  brown  beard  to 
Manuel’s  pointed  mustache,  and  thick 
straight  hair,  closely  cut,  of  the  true 
American  brown,  to  the  little  luxuriant 
rings,  blue-black  in  color,  short  also,  but 
curling  in  spite  of  shortness,  which  the 
breeze  stirred  slightly  on  the  head  of  the 
handsome  young  Floridian  as  he  stood, 
sombrero  in  hand,  beside  Garda  Thorne. 

Manuel  was  not  another  De  Torrez;  he 
was  an  American,  and  spoke  English  per- 
fectly. Upon  this  occasion,  after  his  in- 
troduction, he  offered  to  the  Northerner 
with  courtesy  several  well-turned  sen- 
tences as  the  beginning  of  an  acquaint- 
ance, and  then  they  all  walked  on  togeth- 
er up  the  old  road. 

“I  believe  we  have  now  finished  our 
little  tour.  Miss  Garda,  have  we  not  ?”  said 
the  Doctor,  in  a cheerful  voice.  Though 
very  tired,  he  was  walking  onward  with 
his  usual  trim  step,  his  toes  well  turned 
out,  his  shoulders  thrown  back,  his  head 
erect,  but  having  no  perception  of  the 
fact  ^lump  men  never  have)  that,  as  seen 
from  behind,  his  round  person  appeared 
to  be  projected  forward  into  space  as  he 
walked,  with  something  of  an  overweight 
in  front,  and  his  little  legs  and  feet  to 
have  been  set  on  rather  too  far  back  to 
balance  this  weight  properly,  so  that  there 
seemed  to  be  always  some  danger  of  an 
overthrow. 

“Oh  no,”  answered  Garda;  “ I have 
promised  to  take  Mr.  Winthrop  over  the 
entire  place,  and  we  have  still  the  orange 
walk,  the  rose  garden,  the  edge  of  the 
swamp,  the  wild  cattle,  and  the  crane.” 

“I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Wintupwill  find 
much  to  amuse  him  in  the  wild  cattle,” 
remarked  Manuel,  laughing. 

It  was  certainly  a slight  offense : Manuel 
had  never  been  North,  and  did  not  know  the 
name.  In  addition,  owing  to  the  mixture 
of  races,  much  liberty  of  pronunciation 
was  allowed  in  Gracias,  Manuel  himself 
seldom  hearing  his  own  name  in  proper 
form,  the  Spanish  names  of  Florida,  like 
the  Huguenot  names  of  South  Carolina, 
having  undergone  more  than  one  meta- 
morphosis on  New  World  shores.  Win- 
throp walked  on  without  replying.  He 
seemed  not  to  have  heard  the  remark. 

“You  do  want  to  see  the  wild  cattle, 
don't  you,  Mr.  Winthrop  ?”  said  Garda. 
“They’re  beautiful — in  glimpses.” 

“If — ah — somebody  should  ride  one  of 


them,  in  glimpses,  it  might  be  entertain- 
ing,” answered  Winthrop.  “ Perhaps  one 
of  these  young  gentlemen  would  favor 
us  ?” 

Garda’s  laugh  i)ealed  forth;  Manuel 
looked  angry;  De  Torrez  watohed  the 
scene,  but  prudently  gave  no  smile  to 
what  he  did  not  understand.  Even  the 
Doctor  joined  in  Gkirda’s  laugh. 

“What  in  the  world  are  you  thinking 
of  ?”  he  said  to  Winthrop.  “Bull-fight- 
ing ? I am  afraid  we  shall  not  be  able  to 
gratify  you  in  that  way  just  now.” 

At  this  moment,  round  a bend  in  the 
road,  appeared  the  small  figure  of  Mrs. 
Thorne.  She  was  advancing  toward 
them,  accompanied  by  a gentleman  in 
clerical  attire. 

“ Here  is  mamma, with  Mr.  Moore,”  said 
Garda.  She  left  the  others,  and  went 
across  to  Winthrop.  “ The  whole  four,” 
she  murmured,  softly;  “my  four  persons 
about  here.” 

“Sol supposed, ’’Winthrop answered,  in 
the  same  tone. 

The  two  parties  now  met,  and  it  was 
decided  that  the  wild  cattle  and  the  swamp 
should  be  postponed  for  the  present,  and 
that  they  would  all  go  together  to  the 
rose  garden,  whei*e,  at  tliis  hour,  Carlos 
Mateo  was  generally  to  be  found  disport- 
ing himself.  Garda  explained  that  he 
was  disporting  himself  with  the  roses;  he 
was  very  fond  of  roses.  He  was  often 
observed  gazing  with  fixed  intei*est  at  un- 
closing buds.  When  they  were  fully 
opened,  he  ate  them.  This,  however,  was 
not  gluttony,  but  appreciation.  It  was 
his  only  way  of  showing  his  admiration, 
and  a very  expressive  one,  Garda  thought. 

“Remarkably,”  observed  the  Doctor. 
“ Captain  Cook  was  of  the  same  opinion.” 

The  live-oak  avenue  brought  them  to 
the  open  space  which  surrounded  the 
house;  crossing  this  space,  they  took  a 
path  that  came  up  to  its  border  from  the 
opposite  direction.  This  second  avenue 
was  a green  arched  walk,  with  a roof  of 
leaves  that  seemed,  as  one  looked  down  it, 
sure  to  touch  the  head.  They  never  did 
touch  it,  however;  it  was  an  illusion  pro- 
duced by  the  stretching  vista  of  the  long, 
narrow  aisle.  The  same  illusion  made 
the  opposite  entrance  at  the  far  end — a 
half-circle  of  yellow  light  shining  in  from 
outside — seem  so  low  and  near  the  ground 
that  one  would  inevitably  be  forced  to 
creep  through  it  on  one’s  hands  and  knees 
when  one  had  reached  it ; there  would  be 
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no  other  way.  This,  again,  was  an  illu- 
sion; the  aisle  was  eight  feet  in  height 
throughout  its  length.  This  long  arbor 
had  been  formed  by  bitter-sweet  orange- 
trees,  whose  clean,  slender  little  trunks 
stood  close  together  in  an  even  row  on 
each  side.  Not  a ray  of  the  sunshine 
without  could  penetrate  their  thick  foli- 
age. But  the  clear  light  color  of  the 
shining  leaves  themselves,  with  the  sun- 
shine touching  them  everywhere  outside, 
made  a cheerful  radiance  within,  and  the 
aisle  was  further  illumined  by  the  large, 
warm-looking  globes  of  the  fruit,  thickly 
hanging  like  golden  lamps  from  the  roof 
of  foliage.  There  was  an  indescribably 
fresh  youthfulness  in  this  golden-green 
light;  it  was  as  different  from  the  rich 
dark  shade  cast  by  the  magnolias  as  from 
the  gray  stillness  under  the  old  live-oaks. 

Through  this  orange  aisle  it  pleased 
Miss  Thorne  to  walk  with  Evert  Wiu- 
throp.  Mrs.  Thorne  came  next,  with  the 
Beverend  Dr.  Moore.  Dr.  Kirby  follow- 
ed at  a little  distance,  walking  alone,  and 
resting,  if  not  his  feet,  at  least  his  conver- 
sational powers.  The  two  younger  men 
wei'e  last,  and  some  yards  behind  the  oth- 
ers, De  Torrez  advancing  with  his  usual 
woodenness  of  joint,  not  indulging  in 
much  conversation,  but  giving  a guarded 
Spanish  monosyllable  now  and  then  to 
his  New  World  compatriot,  who,  still  an- 
gry, let  his  slender  cane  strike  the  trunks 
of  the  orange-trees  as  tliey  passed  along, 
these  strokes  being  carefully  watched  by 
De  Torrez,  who  turned  his  thin  neck  stiff- 
ly each  time,  like  an  automaton,  to  see  if 
the  bark  had  received  injury. 

“We  make  quite  a little  procession,” 
said  Winthrop,  looking  back.  “We  have 
four  divisions.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  them?”  in- 
quired Garda. 

“The  divisions?” 

“ No ; my  four  persons  about  here.” 

“Dr.  Kirby  is  delightful;  I don’t  know 
when  I have  met  any  one  so  much  so.” 

“ Delightful,” said  Garda,  meditatively, 
“I  am  very  fond  of  Dr.  Reginald;  he  is 
almost  the  best  friend  I have  in  the  world. 
But  delightful  ? — does  delightful  mean — 
mean — ” She  paused,  leaving  her  sen- 
tence unfinished. 

“Does  delightful  mean  Dr.  Kirby?” 
said  Winthrop,  finishing  it  for  her.  “Dr. 
Kirby  is  certainly  delightful.  But  he 
doesn’t  exhaust  the  capacity  of  the  adjec- 
tive; it  has  branches  in  other  directions.” 


“And  the  others?” 

“The  other  directions ?” 

“No;  the  other  persons  about  here.” 

“ I have  seen  Mr.  Moore  as  yet  so  few 
times  that  I have  had  scarcely  opportuni- 
ty to  form  an  opinion.” 

“You  formed  one  of  Dr.  Reginald  the 
first  time  you  saw  him.  But  I was  not 
speaking  of  Mr.  Moore;  I meant  the  oth- 
ers still,” 

“ Those  young  natives  ? Really  I have 
not  observed  them.” 

“Now,  there,  I do  not  believe  you,” 
said  Gkuda.  “You  have  observed  them; 
you  observe  everything.  You  say  that 
to  put  them  down : why  should  you  put 
them  down?  You  are  very  imperious: 
why  should  you  be  imperious  ?”  And  she 
looked  at  him,  not  vexed,  but  frankly  cu- 
rious. 

‘ ‘ Imperious,  ” said  Winthrop.  ‘ ‘ What 
extraordinary  words  you  use  I I am  not 
imperious,  as  you  call  it,  with  you.” 

“No;  but  you  would  be  if  it  were  al- 
lowable,” said  the  girl,  nodding  her  head 
shrewdly.  “ Fortunately  it  isn’t.” 

“Make  the  exx)eriment — allow  it;  I 
might  do  better  than  you  think.” 

“There  is  room  for  improvement,  cer- 
tainly,” she  answered,  laughing.  They 
had  reached  the  end  of  the  orange  aisle ; 
she  passed  under  the  green  archway  (which 
proved  to  be  quite  high  enough),  and  went 
out  into  the  sunshine  beyond,  calling  in 
her  sweet  voice,  “Carlos  Mateo  1 Carlos 
dear  1”  Then,  in  Spanish,  “Angel  of  my 
heart,  come  to  me.” 

The  old  garden  had  long  been  left  un- 
tended. It  was  large,  but  seemed  larger 
even  than  it  was,  because  it  had  wandered 
out  into  the  forest,  and  wild  growths  from 
there  had  come  back  with  it,  jumped  bold- 
ly across  the  once  well-guarded  bounda- 
ries, and  overrun  the  cultivated  verdure 
with  their  lawless  green.  Oleanders  were 
lost  in  thickets,  fig-trees,  pomegranates, 
and  guavas  were  bound  together  in  a tan- 
gle of  vines;  flower  beds  had  become  min- 
iature jungles  in  which  the  descendants 
of  the  high-born  blossoms  that  had  once 
held  sway  there  had  forgotten  their  man- 
ners, and  almost  their  pedigree,  in  the 
crowd  of  lusty  plebeian  plants  that  jostled 
against  them.  Even  the  saw -palmetto 
had  pushed  his  way  in  from  the  barrens, 
and  now  clogged  the  paths  with  his  rough 
red"  legs,  holding  up  his  stiff  fans  in  the 
very  faces  of  the  lilies,  who,  being  South- 
ern lilies,  longed  for  the  sun.  A few 
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paths  had  been  kept  open,  however,  round 
the  great  rose-tree,  the  pride  of  the  place, 
a patriarch  fifteen  feet  high,  its  branches 
covered  with  beautiful  tea-roses, whose  pet- 
als of  soft  creamy  hue  were  touched  at 
the  edges  with  an  exquisite  pink.  A little 
space  of  garden  beds  in  comparative  order 
encircled  this  tree.  Here,  too,  on  the  right, 
opened  out  the  sweet-orange  grove. 

This  grove  was  by  no  means  in  good 
condition,  many  of  its  trees  were  ancient, 
some  were  dead ; still,  work  had  been  done 
there,  and  the  attempt,  such  as  it  was,  had 
been  persisted  in,  though  never  eflPectual- 
ly.  The  persistence  had  been  due  to  the 
will  of  Mrs.  Thorne,  the  ineffectualness  to 
the  will  of  old  Pablo.  His  mistress,  by  a 
system  of  serenely  calm  authority,  had 
been  able  to  triumph,  to  a certain  extent, 
over  the  ancient  and  well-organized  con- 
trariness of  this  old  man — a dumb  opposi- 
tion whose  existence  she  never  in  the 
least  recognized,  though  its  force  she  well 
knew.  Each  season  the  obstinate  old 
servant  began  by  disapproving  regularly 
of  everything  she  ordered;  next,  he  car- 
ried out  her  orders  slowly,  and  with  as 
many  delays  as  possible.  This  was  not 
so  much  from  any  reasonable  objection 
to  her  ideas  as  from  his  general  principles 
of  resistance,  founded  upon  family  pride. 
For  Pablo,  who  was  Raquel’s  husband — a 
bent  little  negro  of  advanced  age — could 
never  forget  that  “Marse  Edgar’s  wife” 
was  but  an  interloper  after  all,  an  impor- 
tation from  New  England,  and  not  “ob 
de  farably  c’nection,”  not  even  of  South- 
ern birth.  The  memory  of  majestic  “ Old 
Madam,”  Edgar  Thorne’s  Spanish  aunt, 
kept  her  “Young  Miss”  still  in  the  esti- 
mation of  the  two  old  slaves,  though  “ Ole 
Miss”  had  now  been  for  a number  of 
years  safely  in  her  coquina  tomb — “let 
us  hope  enjoying  rest  and  peace,  as  that 
poor  little  Mistress  Thorne  will  now  enjoy 
them  too,  I trust,  at  as  an  old  friend 
of  the  family,  Mrs.  Betty  Carew,  had  re- 
marked with  much  feeling,  though  some 
ambiguity  of  phrase  (the  latter  quite  un- 
intentional, however),  the  day  after  the 
funeral. 

“Young  Miss ’lows  dese  yere  yappul- 
trees,”  Pablo  said  to  Raquel,  with  a fine 
scorn,  as  he  dug  objectingly  round  their 
roots.  “An’  ’lowing  it,  ^lowing  it,  Ra- 
quel, she  orders  accordin’  I” 

But  the  Southern  trees  had  lived,  and 
had  even,  some  of  them,  thrived  a little 
under  the  unwonted  Northern  methods 


applied  to  them.  Mrs.  Thome,  therefore, 
was  able  to  rise  above  old  Pablo’s  disap- 
provals—a feat,  indeed,  which  she  had  been 
obliged  to  perform  almost  daily,  and  with 
regard  to  many  other  things  than  oranges, 
ever  since  her  firet  arrival  at  East  Angels, 
seventeen  years  before. 

This  lady  now  seated  herself  on  a bench 
under  the  rose-tree.  She  had  tied  on,  over 
her  neat  little  widow’s  cap,  the  broad- 
brimmed  palmetto  hat  which  she  usually 
wore  in  the  garden ; this  hat  had  fallen 
slightly  back,  and  now  its  broad  yellow 
brim,  standing  out  in  a circle  round  her 
small  face,  looked  not  unlike  the  dull 
nimbus  with  which  the  heads  of  Uie  stiff 
sweet  little  angels  in  the  early  Italian 
paintings  are  weighted  down.  The  cler- 
gyman, Mr.  Moore,  stood  beside  her. 

The  Reverend  Middleton  Moore,  rector 
of  St.  Philip  and  St.  Jam^s,  Gracias-a- 
Dios,  was  a tall  gentleman,  with  narrow, 
slightly  stooping  shoulders,  long  thin 
hands,  a long  smooth  face,  and  thin  dry 
brown  hair,  which  always  looked  long 
(though  it  was  not),  because  it  grew  from 
the  top  of  his  head  down  to  his  ears  in 
straight  flat  smoothness,  the  ends  being 
there  cut  across  horizontally.  His  features 
were  delicately  moulded.  His  long  feet 
were  slender  and  well-shaped.  There  was 
a charming  expression  of  purity  and  good- 
ness in  his  small,  mild  blue  eyes.  He 
was  attired  in  clerical  black,  all  save  hU 
hat,  which  was  brown — a low -crowned 
brown  straw  hat  adorned  with  a brown 
ribbon.  Mrs.  Penelope  Moore,  his  wife, 
profound  as  was  her  appreciation  of  the 
dignity  of  his  position  as  rector  of  the 
parish,  could  yet  never  quite  resist  the 
temptation  of  getting  for  him,  now  and 
then,  a straw  hat,  and  a straw  hat,  too, 
which  was  not  black.  To  her  sense  a 
straw  hat  was  youth,  and  to  her  sense  the 
rector  was  young.  It  was  in  a straw  hat 
that  she  had  first  beheld  and  admired  him 
as  the  handsomest,  as  well  as  the  most 
perfect,  of  men ; and  so  in  a straw  hat 
she  still  occasionally  sent  him  forth,  gaz- 
ing at  the  back  view  of  it  and  him,  from 
the  rickety  windows  of  her  Gothic  rectory, 
with  much  satisfaction,  as  he  went  down 
the  flower-bordered  path  toward  the  gate 
on  his  way  to  some  of  the  gentle  Gracias 
entertainments.  For  of  course  he  wore 
it  only  on  such  light,  unofiScial  occasions. 

Dr.  Kirby,  meanwhile,  was  making  the'- 
circuit  of  the  orange  grove.  He  stopped 
and  peered  up  sidewise  into  each  tree,  his 
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head  now  on  one  shoulder,  now  on  the 
other.  After  this  systematic  search  he 
came  back,  bringing  in  his  hands  and 
pockets  the  finest  oranges,  which  he  offer- 
ed to  all  in  turn ; he  then  seated  himself 
on  the  broad  low  curb  of  the  old  well,  and 
began  to  peel  one  with  the  little  silver 
knife  which  he  kept  for  the  purpose,  do- 
ing it  so  deftly  that  not  a drop  of  the  juice 
escaped,  and  looking  on  calmly  mean- 
while as  the  other  bird,  Carlos  Mateo, 
went  through  his  dance  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  the  assembled  company.  Carlos 
Mateo  was  a tall  gray  crane  of  aged  and 
severe  aspect;  at  Garda's  call  he  had  come 
forward  with  long,  dignified  steps,  and 
stalked  twice  round  the  little  open  space 
round  the  rose-tree,  following  her  with 
grave  exactitude  as  she  walked  before 
him.  She  then  called  him  to  a side  path 
bordered  with  low  bushes,  and  here,  after 
a moment,  the  company  beheld  him  jump- 
ing slowly  up  and  down,  aiding  himself 
with  his  wings,  sometimes  rising  several 
feet  above  the  gi-ound,  and  sometimes  only 
hopping  on  his  long  thin  legs.  He  ad- 
vanced in  this  manner  down  the  path  to 
its  end,  and  then  back  again,  Garda  walk- 
ing in  front,  and  raising  her  hand  as  he 
rose  and  fell,  as  though  beating  time. 
Nothing  could  have  been  more  comical 
than  the  solemnity  of  the  old  fellow  as  he 
went  through  these  antics.  It  was  as  if 
a venerable  gray-bearded  patriarch  should 
suddenly  attempt  a hornpipe. 

His  performance  ended,  he  followed  his 
mistress  back  to  the  company,  as  if  to  re- 
ceive their  congratulations. 

“What  can  vre  give  him  ?”  said  Win- 
throp.  “ What  does  he  like 

“ He  will  not  take  anything  except  from 
me,”  answered  Garda.  She  gathered  a 
rose,  and  stood  holding  it  by  the  stem 
while  Carlos  Mateo  pecked  gravely  at  the 
petals.  The  sun  was  sinking ; his  horizon- 
tal rays  shone  across  her  bright  hair:  she 
had  taken  off  her  hat,  which  was  hang- 
ing by  its  ribbon  from  her  arm.  Win- 
throp  looked  at  her,  at  the  rose -laden 
branches  above  her  head,  at  the  odd  fig- 
ure of  the  crane  by  her  side,  at  the  back- 
ground of  the  wild  old  garden  behind  her. 
He  was  thinking  that  he  would  giveagood 
deal  for  a picture  of  the  scene. 

But  while  he  was  thinking  it,  Manuel 
had  spoken  it.  “ Miss  Garda,  I would  give 
- a year  out  of  my  life  for  a picture  of  you 
as  you  are  at  this  moment.” 

Winthrop  turned  away. 


He  went  to  look  at  some  large  camellias, 
whose  glossy  leaves,  intermixed  with  the 
buds  of  many  coming  blossoms,  formed  a 
thicket  at  a little  distance.  On  the  other 
side  of  this  thicket  he  discovered  an  old 
crape -myrtle  avenue,  the  poor  delicate 
trees  so  choked  and  hustled  by  the  ruder 
foliage  which  had  grown  up  about  them 
that  they  stood  like  captives  in  the  midst 
of  a rabble,  broken-hearted  and  dumb. 
With  some  pushing  he  made  his  way 
within,  and  followed  the  lost  path.  It 
brought  him  to  a great  mound  of  tangled 
shrubbery  which  rose  like  a small  hill  at 
this  end  of  the  garden,  decked  here  and 
there,  in  what  seemed  inaccessible  places, 
with  brilliant  flowers.  But  the  places 
had  not  been  inaccessible  to  De  Torrez. 
Winthrop  met  him  returning  from  the 
thorny  conflict  with  a magnificent  stalk 
of  blossoms  which  he  had  captured  there, 
and  was  now  bringing  back  in  triumph. 
It  was  a long  wand  of  gorgeous  spurred 
bells,  each  two  inches  in  length,  crimson 
without,  cream-color  within,  the  lip  of  the 
flaring  lower  petal  lined  with  purple, 
thick  and  soft  as  velvet,  and  spotted  with 
gold.  De  Torrez  carried  his  prize  to  Gar- 
da, and  offered  it  in  silence.  She  thanked 
him  prettily  in  Spanish,  and  he  stood  be- 
side her,  his  dark  face  in  a dull  glow  from 
pleasure. 

“Perhaps  it  is  poisonous,”  murmui’ed 
Manuel,  taking  good  care,  however,  to 
murmur  in  English. 

“Oh,  my  dearest  child!  pray  put  it 
down,”  said  Mrs.  Thorne,  anxiously. 

“It  is  quite  harmless,”  said  the  clergy- 
man. “I  know  the  family  to  which  it 
belongs.  It  is  not  indigenous  here;  prob- 
ably the  original  shrub  was  planted  in  the 
garden  many  years  ago,  and  has  run 
wild.” 

Garda  took  the  stalk  in  her  right  hand, 
extended  her  left  rigidly,  and,  stiffening 
her  light  figure  in  a wooden  attitude, 
looked  meekly  upward. 

“Bravo!  bravo!”  said  the  Doctor  from 
his  well  curb,  laughing,  and  beginning  on 
a second  orange. 

She  stood  thus  for  a few  instants  only. 
But  it  was  very  well  done — an  exact  copy 
of  a dark,  grim  old  picture  in  the  little 
Spanish  cathedral  of  Gracias,  a St.  Cath? 
erine  with  a stalk  of  lilies  in  her  hand. 

Winthrop,  who  had  returned,  was  stand- 
ing on  the  other  side  of  the  open  space. 
Apparently  he  had  not  noticed  this  little 
pantomime.  Garda  looked  at  him  for  a 
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moment.  Then  she  left  her  place,  went 
across,  and  gravely  decorated  him  with 
her  stalk  of  blossoms,  the  large  stem  go- 
ing through  three  of  the  button-holes  of 
his  coat  before  it  could  hold  itself  firmly. 
The  brilliant  flowei’s  extended  diagonally 
across  his  breast,  past  his  chin,  and  above 
one  ear. 

‘ ‘ Y our  hat  will  break  the  top  blossoms,  ” 
said  Garda,  surveying  her  handiwork. 
“Please  take  it  off.” 

He  obeyed.  “ For  what  sacrifice  am  I 
thus  adorned?”  he  demanded. 

“It’s  no  sacrifice,”  answered  Garda. 
“It’s  a rebellion — a rebellion  against  your 
constant  objections  to  everything  in  the 
world  I” 

‘ ‘ But  I haven’t  opened  my  lips^  ” protest- 
ed the  Northerner. 

“That  is  the  very  thing;  you  object  si- 
lently— which  is  much  worse.  I am  not 
accustomed  to  people  who  object  silently. 
Everybody  hei'e  objects  openly.  Every- 
body here  talks.  Why  don’t  you  talk  ?” 

This  little  dialogue  went  on  apart;  the 
others  could  not  hear  it. 

“ I do — when  you  give  me  an  opportu- 
nity,” Winthrop  answered. 

“I’ll  give  you  one  now,”  responded 
Garda.  “We’ll  go  back  to  the  house. 
We’ll  go  through  the  orange  walk  as  we 
came,  and  the  othei’S  can  follow  as  they 
came.”  Without  waiting  for  reply,  she 
went  toward  the  garden  gate;  Winthrop 
followed  her.  And  then  Carlos  Mateo, 
stalking  across  the  open  space,  followed 
Winthrop.  He  followed  him  all  the  way 
through  the  orange  walk,  and  so  closely 
that  Winthrop  declared  he  could  feel  his 
beak  on  his  back.  When  they  reached 
the  house  they  paused;  Carlos  then  took 
up  his  station  a little  apart,  and  stood  on 
one  leg  to  rest  himself,  watching  Win- 
throp meanwhile  with  a suspicious  eye. 

Mrs.  Thorne  was  crossing  the  level  with 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Moore.  Following  them, 
at  a little  distance,  came  Dr.  Kirby,  again 
alone,  with  his  hands  behind  him.  Man- 
uel and  De  Torrez,  forced  to  be  compan- 
ions a second  time,  formed  the  rear-guard 
of  the  returning  procession.  But  as  it  ap- 
proached the  house,  Manuel,  raising  his 
hat  to  Mrs.  Thome,  turned  away;  he  went 
down  the  live-oak  avenue  to  the  river 
landing,  where  his  skiff  was  waiting. 
Manuel  had  his  ideas:  he  did  not  care  to 
be  one  of  five.  De  Torrez,  who  also  had 
his  ideas,  and  many  more  of  them  than 
Manuel  had,  was  not  troubled  by  consid- 


erations of  this  sort;  in  his  mind  a De 
Torrez  was  never  one  of  five,  or  one  of 
anything,  but  always  a De  Torrez,  and 
therefore  first  and  alone.  Left  to  himself, 
he  now  took  longer  steps,  passed  the  oth- 
ers, and  came  first  to  the  doorway  where 
Garda  was  standing. 

“Why  do  you  always  look  so  serious, 
Mr.  De  Torrez  ?”  she  said,  in  Spanish,  as  he 
came  up. 

“ It  is  of  small  consequence  how  I look, 
while  the  sefiorita  herself  remains  so  beau- 
tiful,” answered  the  young  man,  bowing 
ceremoniously. 

‘ ‘ Isn’t  that  pretty  ?”  said  Garda  to  Win- 
throp. 

“Immensely  so,” replied  that  decorated 
personage. 

“But  he  does  not  look  half  so  serious 
as  you  look  comical,  with  all  those  brill- 
iant fiowers  by  the  side  of  your  immova- 
ble face,”  she  went  on,  breaking  into  a 
laugh. 

“ It  is  of  small  consequence  how  I look, 
seeing  that  the  sefiorita  herself  placed 
them  where  they  are,”  answei'cd  Win- 
throp, in  tolerable  if  rather  labored  Span- 
ish, turning  with  a half-smile  to  De  Tor- 
rez its  he  borrowed  his  phrase. 

“You  did  not  like  it  ? You  thought  it 
childish?”  said  Garda.  She  drew  the 
stalk  quickly  from  its  place.  She  was 
now  speaking  English,  and  De  Torrez 
watched  to  see  the  fate  of  his  gift.  She 
had  taken  the  flowers  with  the  intention 
of  throwing  them  away,  but  noticing  that 
the  young  Cuban’s  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
them,  she  slipped  the  end  of  the  stem  un- 
der her  belt,  letting  the  long  brilliant 
spray  hang  down  over  her  dark  skirt 

“I  am  now  more  honored  than  ever,” 
said  Winthrop. 

“But  it  is  Mr.  De  Torrez  whom  I mn 
honoring  this  time,”  answered  the  girl. 

De  Torrez,  hearing  his  name  in  her 
English  sentence,  drew  the  heels  of  his 
polished  boots  togetlier  with  a little  click, 
and  made  another  low  bow. 

The  rest  of  the  party  now  came  up,  and 
soon  after  the  visitors  took  leave.  Win- 
throp rode  back  across  the  pine-barrens  to 
Gracias.  Dr.  Kirby  bore  him  company 
on  his  stout  black  horse  Osceola,  glad  in- 
deed to  be  there  and  off  his  own  feet.  On 
the  way  he  related  a large  portion  of  that 
history  of  the  Spaniards  in  Florida  which 
Garda,  their  descendant,  had  interrupted 
at  the  mill. 

As  they  left  East  Apgels,  and  rode  out 
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on  the  barrens,  this  descendant  was  being 
addressed  impressively  by  her  mother. 
“That,  Garda,  is  my  idea  of  a cultivated 
gentleman : to  have  had  such  wide  oppor- 
tunities, and  to  have  improved  them;  to 
be  so  agreeable,  and  yet  so  kind ; so  calm 
and  quiet,  and  yet  so  evidently  a man  of 
distinction,  of  mark— it’s  a very  rare  com- 
bination.'' 

“ Very,”  replied  Garda,  giving  the  crane 
her  gloves  to  carry  in  his  beak. 

They  were  still  standing  in  the  lower 
doorway.  Mrs.  Thome  surveyed  her 
daughter  for  a moment.  One  of  her 
states  of  tmceriainty  seemed  to  have 
seized  her.  “I  hope  you  appreciate  that 
Mr.  Winthrop  is  not  another  Manuel  or 
De  Torrez,”  she  said  at  last,  in  her  most 
amiable  tone. 

“ Perfectly,  mamma.  I could  never 
make  such  a mistake  as  that.  Mr.  Win- 
tbrop  inspires  respect.” 

“He  does— he  does,”  said  Mrs.  Thorne, 
with  conviction. 

“I  respect  him  already  as  a father,” 
continued  Garda.  “ Manuel  and  Ernesto 
do  also.  We  all  respect  him  as  a father. 
Come,  Carlos,  my  angel,  let  us  go  down  to 
the  landing  and  call  Manuel  back.” 


CHAPTEE  HI. 

Gracias- a-Dios  was  a little  town  lying 
half  asleep  on  the  southern  coast  of  the 
United  States,  under  a sky  of  almost 
changeless  blue. 

Of  almost  changeless  blue.  Americans 
hayc  long  been,  in  a literary  way,  the  vi- 
carious victims,  to  a certain  extent,  of  the 
climate  of  the  British  Isles.  The  low 
tones  of  the  atmosphere  of  those  islands, 
the  shifting  veils  of  fog  and  rain  rising 
and  falling  over  them,  the  soft  gray  light 
filtered  through  mist  and  cloud — all  these 
have  caused  the  blue  skies  and  endless 
sunshine  of  Italy  to  seem  divinely  fair  to 
visitors  from  English  shores.  And  as 
among  tViese  visitors  have  come  the  poets 
and  the  romance  writers,  this  fairness, 
embalmed  in  prose  and  veme,  has  taken 
its  place  in  literature,  has  become  classia 
The  imaginative  New  World  student,  ea- 
ger to  learn,  passionately  desirous  to  ap- 
preciate, lias  i^ead  these  pages  reverently; 
he  knows  them  by  heart.  And  when  at 
last  the  longed-for  day  comes  when  he 
too  can  make  his  pilgrimage  to  these 


scenes  of  legend  and  romance,  so  domi- 
nated is  he,  for  the  most  p^t,  by  the  spell 
of  tradition  that  he  does  not  even  per- 
ceive that  these  long-chanted  heavens  are 
no  bluer  than  his  own;  or  if  by  chance 
his  eye,  accurate  in  spite  of  himself,  notes 
such  a possibility,  he  puts  it  from  him 
purposely,  preferring  the  blueness  which 
is  historic.  The  heavens  lying  over  Ven- 
ice and  her  palaces  are,  must  be,  softer 
than  those  which  expand  distantly  and 
impersonally  over  miles  of  prairie  and 
forest;  the  hue  of  the  sky  which  bends 
over  Rome  is,  must  be,  of  a deeper,  richer 
tint  than  any  which  a New  World  has 
yet  attained.  But  generally  this  prefer- 
ence of  the  imaginative  American  is  not 
a choice,  it  is  an  unconscious  faith  which 
he  has  cherished  from  childhood,  and 
from  which  he  would  hardly  know  hour 
to  dissent.  He  is  gazing  at  these  foreign 
skies  through  a long,  enchanting  vista  of 
history,  poetry,  and  song;  he  simply  does 
not  remember  his  own  sky  at  all. 

Only  recently  has  he  begun  to  remem- 
ber it,  only  recently  has  he  begun  to  dis- 
cover that,  in  the  matter  of  blue  at  leasts 
he  has  been  gazing  through  glasses  adjust- 
ed to  the  scale  of  English  atmosphere  and 
English  comparisons,  and  that,  divested 
of  these  aids  to  vision,  he  can  find  above 
his  own  head  and  in  his  own  country  an 
azure  as  deep  as  any  that  the  Old  World 
can  show. 

Even  when  this  has  been  discovered  it 
remains  but  blue  sky.  The  other  treasure 
of  those  old  lands  beyond  the  sea — their 
ruins,  their  art,  their  ancient  story — these 
he  has  not  and  can  never  have,  and  these 
he  loves  with  that  deep  American  worship 
which  must  seem  to  those  old  gods  like 
the  arrival  of  Magi  from,  afar,  men  of 
distant  birth,  sometimes  of  mannera 
strange,  but  bringing  costly  gifta  and 
bowing  the  knee  with  reverence  where 
the  dwellers  in  the  temple  itself  have 
grown  cold. 

Compared  with  those  of  the  British* 
Isles,  all  the  skies  of  the  United  States 
are  blue.  In  the  NortlL,  thus  blue  is  clear, 
strong,  bright;  in  the  South,  a softness 
mingles  with  the  brilliancy,  and  tempers 
it  to  a beauty  whidi*  is  not  surpassed. 
The  sky  over  the  cotton  lands  of  South 
Carolina  is  as  soft  as  that  of  Tuscany ; the 
blue  above  the  silver  beaches  of  Florida 
melts  as  languorously  as  that  above  Ca- 
pri's enchanted  shore.  Gracias- a-Dios 
had  this  blue  sky.  Slumberous  little 
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coast  hamlet  as  it  was,  it  had  also  its 
characteristics. 

“Gracias  & Dios!*’  Spanish  sailors  had 
said,  three  hundi*ed  years  before,  when, 
after  a great  storm,  despairing  and  ex- 
hausted, they  discovered  this  little  har- 
bor on  the  low,  dangerous  coast,  and  were 
able  to  enter  it — ‘ ‘ Gracias  a Dios !'’  ‘ ‘ Thanks 
to  God!”  In  the  present  day  the  name 
had  become  a sort  of  shibboleth.  To  say 
Gracias  4 Dios  in  full,  with  the  correct 
Spanish  pronunciation,  showed  that  one 
was  of  the  old  Spanish  blood,  a descend- 
ant of  those  families  who  dated  from  the 
glorious  times  when  his  Most  Catholic 
and  Imperial  Majesty,  King  of  Spain,  De- 
fender of  the  Church,  always  Victorious, 
always  Invincible,  had  held  sway  on  this 
far  shore.  To  say  Gracias  without  the  “4 
Dios,”  but  still  with  more  or  less  imita- 
tion of  the  Spanish  accent,  proved  that 
one  belonged  among  the  older  residents 
of  the  next  degree  of  importance,  that  is, 
that  one's  grandfather  or  great-grandfather 
had  been  among  those  English  colonists 
who  had  come  out  to  Florida  during  the 
British  occupation;  or  else  that  he  had 
been  one  of  the  planters  from  Georgia 
and  the  Carolinas  who  had  moved  to  the 
province  during  the  same  period.  This 
last  pronunciation  was  also  adopted  by 
those  among  the  later-coming  residents 
who  had  an  interest  in  history  or  a taste 
for  tradition,  or  who  loved  for  their  own 
sakes  the  melody  of  the  devout  old  names 
given  by  the  first  explorers — names  now 
so  rapidly  disappearing  from  bay  and  har- 
bor, reef  and  key.  But  these  three  classes 
were  no  longer  ^1 ; there  was  another  and 
more  recent  one,  small  and  unimportant 
as  yet,  but  destined  to  grow.  This  new 
class  counted  within  its  ranks  at  present 
the  captains  and  crews  of  the  Northern 
schooners  that  were  beginning  to  come 
into  that  port  for  lumber;  the  agents  of 
land  companies  looking  after  titles  and 
the  old  Spanish  grants;  speculators  with 
plans  in  their  pockets  for  railways,  with 
plans  in  their  pockets  for  canals,  with 
plans  in  their  pockets  (and  sometimes  very 
little  else)  for  draining  the  swamps  and 
dredging  the  Everglades,  many  of  the 
schemes  dependent  upon  aid  from  Con- 
gress, and  mysteriously  connected  with 
the  new  negro  vote.  In  addition  there  were 
the  first  projectors  of  health  resorts,  the 
first  Northern  buyers  of  orange  groves: 
in  short,  the  pioneers  of  that  busy,  practi- 
/3al  American  majority  which  has  no  time 


for  derivations,  and  does  not  care  for  his- 
tory, and  which  turns  its  imagination  (for 
it  has  imagination)  toward  objects  more 
veracious  than  the  pious  old  titles  bestow- 
ed by  an  age  and  race  that  murdered  and 
tortured  and  reddened  these  fair  waters 
with  blood  for  sweet  religion's  sake.  This 
new  class  called  the  place  Grashus — which 
was  a hoiTor  to  all  the  other  inhabitants. 

The  descendants  of  the  Spaniards,  of 
the  English  colonists,  of  the  Georgia  and 
Carolina  planters — families  much  thinned 
out  now  in  numbers  and  estate,  wearing 
for  the  most  part  old  clothes,  but  old 
prides  as  well — lived  on  in  their  old  houses 
in  Gracias  and  its  neighborhood,  giving 
rather  more  ini]X)rtance  perhaps  to  the 
past  than  to  the  present,  but  excellent  peo- 
ple, kind  neigh boi*s,  generous  and  devoted 
friends.  They  were  also  good  Christians. 
On  Sundays  they  all  attended  service  in 
one  or  the  other  of  the  two  churches  of 
Gracias,  the  Roman  Catholic  cathedral  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Angels,  and  the  Episcopal 
church  of  St.  Philip  and  St.  James.  These 
two  houses  of  worship  stood  side  by  side 
on  the  plaza,  only  an  old  garden  between 
them.  St.  Philip  and  St.  James  had  a bell ; 
but  its  Spanish  neighbor  had  four,  and 
not  only  that,  but  a habit  of  ringing  all 
four  together,  in  a sort  of  quickstep,  at 
noon  on  Sundays,  so  that  the  Episcopal 
rector,  in  that  land  of  open  windows,  was 
obliged  either  to  raise  his  voice  to  an  un- 
seemly pitch,  or  else  to  preach  for  some 
minutes  in  dumb-show,  which  latter  course 
he  generally  adopted  as  the  more  deco- 
rous, mildly  going  back  and  giving  the 
lost  sentences  a second  time,  as  though 
they  had  not  been  spoken,  when  the  clam- 
or had  ceased.  This,  however,  was  the 
only  warfare  between  the  two  churches. 
And  it  might  liave  been  intended,  too, 
merely  as  a friendly  hint  from  the  Angels 
to  the  Saints  that  the  latter's  sermons  were 
too  long.  The  Ef>iscopal  rector,  the  Rev- 
erend Middleton  Moore,  had  in  truth  ideas 
somewhat  behind  his  times:  he  had  npt 
yet  learned  that  fifteen  or  at  most  twenty 
minutes  should  include  the  utmost  length 
of  his  weekly  i^ersuasions  to  virtue.  It 
had  never  occurred  to  the  mind  of  this  old- 
fashioned  gentleman  that  congi*egations 
are  now  so  highly  improved,  so  cultivated 
and  intellectual,  that  they  require  but  a 
few  moments  of  dispassionate  reminder 
from  the  pulpit  once  a week,  that  on  the 
whole  it  is  better  to  be  moml,  and,  like- 
wise, that  any  assumption  of  the  functions 
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of  a teacher  on  the  part  of  a clergyman  is 
now  quite  obsolete  and  even  laughable — 
these  modern  axioms  Middleton  Moore 
had  not  yet  learned;  the  mistaken  man 
went  on  warmly  and  hopefully  exhorting 
for  a full  three-quarters  of  an  hour.  And 
as  his  congregation  were  as  old-fashioned 
as  himself,  no  objection  had  as  yet  been 
made  to  this  course,  the  simple  people  list- 
ening with  respect  to  all  he  had  to  say, 
not  only  for  what  it  was  in  it^lf,  but  for 
what  he  was  in  himself— -a  man  without 
spot,  one  who,  in  an  earlier  age,  would 
have  gone  through  martyrdom  with  the 
same  pure,  gentle  firmness  with  which  he 
now  addressed  them  from  a pulpit  of 
peace.  It  was  in  this  little  church  of  St. 
Philip  and  St.  James  that  Evert  Winthrop 
had  first  beheld  Garda  Thome. 

The  next  day  he  presented  a letter  of 
introduction  which  his  aunt,  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, had  given  him  before  he  left  New 
York;  the  letter  bore  the  addi-ess,  “Mrs. 
Carew.”  Winthrop  had  not  welcomed 
this  document;  he  disliked  the  demand 
fot^  attention  which  epistles  usually  con- 
vey. How  much  infiuence  the  beautiful 
face  seen  in  church  had  upon  its  presenta- 
tion when  he  finally  made  it,  how  long, 
without  that  accident,  the  ceremony  m ight 
have  been  delayed,  it  would  be  difficult, 
perhaps,  to  accurately  state.  He  himself 
would  have  said  that  the  beautiful  face 
had  hastened  it  somewhat,  but  that  in 
time  he  should  have  obeyed  his  aunt's 
wish  in  any  case,  as  he  always  did.  For 
Winthrop  was  a good  nephew:  his  aunt 
had  given  him  the  only  mother’s  love  his 
childhood  had  known. 

Mrs.  Carew,  who  as  Betty  Gwinnet  had 
been  Mrs.  Rutherford's  room-mate  at  a 
New  York  school  forty-four  years  before, 
lived  in  one  of  the  large,  old,  rather  dilap- 
idated houses  of  Gracias ; she  was  a widow, 
portly,  good-natured,  reminiscent,  and  de- 
lighted to  see  the  nephew  of  her  “dearest 
Katrina  Beekman.”  It  was  not  until  his 
second  visit  that  this  nephew  broached  the 
subject  of  the  face  seen  in  church,  and 
even  then  he  presented  it  so  slightly,  with 
its  narrow  edge  toward  her,  as  it  were, 
that  the  good  lady  never  had  a suspicion 
that  it  was  more  than  a chance  allusion 
on  his  part,  and  indeed  always  thereafter 
took  to  herself  the  credit  of  having  been 
the  first  to  direct  a cultivated  Northern 
attention  to  this  beautiful  young  crea- 
ture, who  was  being  left,  “like  the  poet's 
flower,  you  know,  to  blush  unseen,  and 


waste  her  sweetness  on  the  desert  air, 
though  of  course  you  understand  that  I 
am  not  literal  of  course,  for  fortunately 
there  are  no  deserts  in  Florida,  unless,  in- 
deed, you  include  the  Everglades,  and  I 
don't  see  how  you  can,  for  certainly  the 
essence  of  a desert  is,  and  always  has  been, 
dryness  of  course,  dryness  to  a degree,  and 
the  Everglades  are  all  under  w ater,  so  that 
there  isn’t  a dry  spot  anywhere  for  even 
so  much  as  the  sole  of  your  foot,  any  more 
than  there  was  for  Noah's  weary  dove, 
you  know,  and  it's  water,  water,  every- 
where, and  not  a drop  to  drink,  that  is,  if 
you  should  wish  to  drink  it,  w^hich  I am 
sure  I hope  you  wouldn't,  for  it’s  said  tq 
be  most  unhealthy,  and  even  the  Ancient 
Mariner  himself  couldn't  have  stood  it 
long.” 

Mrs.  Carew  was  feii;ile  in  quotations, 
rich  in  simile.  And  if  both  were  rather 
wanting  in  novelty,  thei'e  was  at  least  an 
element  of  unexpectedness  in  her  manner 
of  connecting  them  which  amused  her 
present  visitor  and  kept  him  listening. 
Not  that  Winthrop  was  ever  inattentive. 
On  the  contrary,  he  had  listening  powers 
of  admirable  range  and  calm.  He  was  ca- 
pable of  participating  in  any  amount  of 
conversation  upon  the  weather;  he  could 
accept  with  indift’erent  passiveness  those 
dogmatic  talkers  who  are  always  telling 
their  friends  what  they  “ought”  to  do; 
he  could  listen  imperturbably  to  little  de- 
tails from  the  people  wdio  always  will  tell 
little  details;  he  could  bear  without  impa- 
tience even  the  narration  of  dreams;  he 
was  able,  too,  to  continue  an  acquaintance 
unmoved  with  those  excellent  persons 
who,  when  they  have  made  a point  or 
said  a good  thing,  immediately  go  back 
and  tell  it  all  over  again.  In  short,  he 
betrayed  no  irritation  in  the  presence  of 
great  Commonplace.  The  commonplace 
people,  therefore,  all  liked  him;  he  had 
not  an  enemy  among  them.  And  they 
are  the  worst  enemies,  because  they  see 
with  great  accuracy  what  they  do  see. 
They  descry  little  faults,  and  ceaselessly 
proclaim  them,  and  no  man  can  gainsay 
the  truth  of  their  words,  though,  at  thje 
same  moment,  the  rare  high  qualities 
which  give  to  the  very  nature  they  are 
criticising  its  noble  eminence  among  men, 
these,  being  quite  beyond  the  range  of 
their  little  vision,  they  never  see.  Win- 
throp’s  friends,  tliose  who  knew  him  best, 
told  him  that  he  went  about  most  of  his 
time  in  a mask.  ^ ‘ All  the  world's  a stage,” 
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he  answered;  “ the  only  point  is  that  the 
mask  should  be  an  agreeable  one.  Why 
should  I be  obliged  to  show  my  true  com- 
plexion to  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry,  when 
Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry  so  much  prefer  the 
one  I have  assumed  ? It  is  good  practice 
for  me — the  mask- wearing  practice  in  self- 
control  ; and,  besides,  Tom,  Dick,  and  Har- 
ry are  right : the  borrowed  complexion  is 
the  better  one.  Perhaps  I may  be  able 
really  to  acquire  it,  or  one  like  it,  in  time.” 
To  find  himself  listening,  therefore,  with- 
out volition  of  his  own,  listening  simply 
for  the  amusement  of  it,  was  always  an 
agreeable  variety  to  this  well-controlled 
gentleman.  And  the  first  time  he  heard 
Mrs.  Betty  Carew  hold  forth  he  had  a taste 
of  it. 

“Yes,  that  was  Mistress  Thome  and 
Garda,  I reckon ; on  second  thoughts,  I am 
sure  of  it;  for  they  always  come  up  from 
East  Angels  on  Sunday  mornings  to  serv- 
ice, with  old  Pablo  to  row,  as  Mistress 
Thome  has  succeeded  in  getting  as  far  as 
the  Episcopal  church,for  a wonder,  though 
Our  Lady  of  the  Angels  mas  too  much  for 
her,  which  was  quite  as  well,  however,  be- 
cause, of  course,  all  the  Thornes,  being 
English,  were  Church  people,  of  course,  in 
the  old  country,  though  poor  Eddie,  hav- 
ing been  twice  diluted,  as  one  may  say, 
owing  to  his  mother  and  grandmother 
having  both  been  Spanish  and  Roman 
Catholic,  was  not  quite  so  strong  in  the 
real  Episcopal  doctrines  as  he  might  have 
been,  which  was  a pity,  of  course,  but  could 
hardly,  under  the  circumstances,  have  been 
prevented,  at  least  so  far  as  I can  see,  for 
one  swallow  doesn’t  make  a summer,  I 
reckon,  any  more  than  one  parent  makes 
a Protestant,  especially  when  the  other’s 
a Duero,  with  the  Old  Madam  roaring  on 
the  borders,  ready  to  raise  Ned  on  the 
slightest  provocation,  and  to  conie  down 
like  the  wolf  on  the  fold,  you  know.  Or 
was  it  the  Assyrian?  Perhaps  you  are 
wondering  how  we  came  to  have  so  many 
angels  down  here,  though  I suppose  one 
can  never  have  too  many,  can  they?  Well, 
the  cathedral,  to  begin  with,  is  Our  Lady 
of  the  Angels,  and,  in  the  old  days  there 
were  two  mission  stations  for  the  Indians 
south  of  here,  one  on  the  east  coast,  one 
more  to  the  west,  and  bearing  the  same 
name.  The  chapels  are  gone  long  ago, 
but  as  the  Duero  house  stood  near  one  of 
them,  it  took  the  name,  or  part  of  it,  and 
has  been  called  East  Angels  ever  since. 
There  was  no  house  near  the  other  chapel 


— West  Angels— and  some  say  the  very 
site  is  lost,  though  others  again  have  de- 
clared that  the  old  bell  is  still  there,  lying 
at  the  foot  of  a great  cypress — that  some 
hunters  have  seen  it.  But  I haven’t  much 
faith  in  hunters;  have  you  ? Nor  in  fish- 
ermen either,  for  that  matter.  Little  Mis- 
tress Thorne  herself,  however,  comes  from 
old  Puritan  stock,  and  I suppose  there 
were  good  people  among  them,  though  I 
confess  that  for  my  part  I never  could  for- 
get the  Salem  witches— the  cruel  treat- 
ment of  them,  I mean,  though,  of  course, 
I do  not  approve  of  witchcraft,  which  is, 
of  course,  as  wicked  as  possible,  and  even 
the  witch  of  Endor,  I suppose,  could  hard- 
ly be  defended  upon  moral  grounds,  what- 
ever you  may  do  upon  historical— which 
are  so  much  the  fashion  nowadays, 
though  I,  for  one,  can’t  abide  them,  mak- 
ing out  as  they  do  that  everything  is  a 
falsehood,  and  that  even  Pocahontas  was 
not  a respectable  person.  I don't  know 
what  they  will  attack  next,  I’m  sure;  Po- 
cahontas was  our  only  interesting  Indian. 
Not  that  I care  much  for  Indians,  don’t 
fancy  that;  the  Seminoles  particularly; 
and  I’m  always  so  glad  that  they’ve  gone 
down  to  live  in  the  Everglades,  half  un- 
der water;  if  anything  could  take  down 
their  savageness,  I should  think  it  would 
be  that;  shouldn’t  you?  I know  them 
very  well,  of  course— the  Thornes,  not  the 
Seminoles — though  perhaps  I was  never 
quite  so  intimate  with  them  as  Pamela 
Kirby  was  (she’s  dead  now,  poor  soul  1 so 
sad  for  her !),  for  Pamela  used  to  give  Gar- 
da lessons;  she  moulded  her,  as  slie  called 
it,  taught  her  to  shoot — of  course  I mean 
the  young  idea,  and  not  guns.  In  fact, 
they  have  all  had  a hand  in  it,  the  mould- 
ing of  Garda;  too  many,  I think,  for  I be- 
lieve in  one  overruling  eye;  and  if  you 
get  round  that,  there’s  the  good  old  prov- 
erb that  remains  pretty  true,  after  all,  I 
reckon,  the  one  about  too  many  cooks  and 
the  broth,  you  know,  though  in  this  case 
the  broth  has  been  saved  by  the  little  mo- 
ther, who  is  a very  Napoleon  in  petticoats, 
and  never  forgets  a thing,  which  is  so  very 
rare;  don’t  you  think  so  ? For  I myself 
forget  very  often,  but  Mistress  Thome 
never ; she  actually  remembers  a thing  be- 
fore it  has  happened,  and  Methuselah  him- 
self couldn't  do  more  than  that,  though, 
come  to  think  of  it,  I suppose  very  little 
had  happened  in  the  world  before  his  day, 
it  was  such  ages  agol  Mistress  Thome 
was,  you  know,  a teacher  to  begin  with,  a 
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prim  little  New  England  school-marm 
whom  i)oor  Eddie  Thome  met  by  acci- 
dent one  summer  when  he  went  North, 
and  fell  in  love  with,  as  I have  always 
supposed,  from  sheer  force  of  contrast, 
like  Beauty  and  the  Beast,  you  know,  not 
that  she  was  a beast,  of  course,  though  poor 
Eddie  tvas  very  handsome,  but  still  I re- 
member that  everybody  wondered,  be- 
cause it  had  been  thought  that  he  would 
marry  the  sister  of  Madam  Giron,  who 
had  hair  that  came  down  to  her  feet. 
However,  I ought  to  say  that  poor  little 
Mistress  Thorne  has  certainly  done  her 
very  best  to  acquire  our  Southern  ways; 
she  has  actually  made  herself  over,  root, 
stem,  and  branch,  from  her  original  New 
England  granite  into  our  own  soft  co- 
quina— if  I may  use  a figure  of  speech; 
though  I always  feel  sure,  at  the  same 
time,  that  at  the  core  the  old  sap  tugs  at 
her  heart-strings  still,  like  the  soul  under 
the  ribs  of  death,  you  know;  not  that  I 
mean  that  exactly  (though  she  is  thin), 
but  simply  that  the  leopard  can  not  change 
his  spots,  nor  the  zebra  his  stripes,  nor,” 
added  the  good  lady — altering  her  tone  to 
solemnity  as  she  perceived  that  her  lan- 
guage was  becoming  Biblical — “the  wild 
cony  her  young.  Just  to  give  you  an 
idea  of  what  I mean,  Mr.  Winthrop:  for 
a long  time  after  she  first  came  to  Gra- 
cias that  determined  little  creature  used 
regularly  to  parse  twenty-four  pages  of 
* Paradise  Lost’  every  day,  as  a sort  of 
mental  tonic,  I reckon,  against  what  she 
thought  the  enervating  tendencies  of  our 
Southern  life  here,  like  quinine,  you 
know;  and  as  she  parsed  so  much,  she 
was  naturally  obliged  to  quote,  as  a sort 
of  safety-valve,  which  was  very  pleasant, 
of  course,  and  very  intellectual,  though  I 
never  care  much  for  quotations  myself, 
they  are  so  diffuse,  and  besides,  with  all 
your  efiPorts,  you  can  not  make  ‘ Paradise 
Lost’  appropriate  to  all  the  little  daily 
cares  of  life  and  housekeeping,  which  no 
true  woman,  1 think,  should  be  above ; 
for  though  Eve  did  set  a table  for  the  an- 
gel, that  was  merely  poetical,  and  not  like 
real  life  in  the  least,  for  she  only  had 
fruits,  and  no  dishes,  probably,  but  leaves 
that  you  could  throw  away  afterward, 
which  was  very  different  from  nice  china, 
I can  assure  you,  for  you  may  not  know, 
not  being  a housekeeper,  that  as  regards 
china  notcadays— our  old  blue  sets — our 
servants  are  not  in  the  least  careful  not 
to  nick.  1 don’t  enter  here  into  the  great 


question  of  emancipation  for  the  slaves, 
but  — nick  they  will!  Mistress  Thome 
speaks  like  * Paradise  Lost’  to  this  day, 
and,  what  is  more,  she  has  taught  Garda 
to  speak  in  the  same  way,  just  like  a book; 
only  Garda’s  book  Is  her  own ; you  never 
know  what  she  is  going  to  say  next— like 
those  kaleidoscopes  they  used  to  give  us 
children  when  I was  little,  only  she  never 
rattles  (they  did,  dreadfully),  for  I am 
sure  a softer  voice  I never  heard,  unless  it 
was  that  of  the  Old  Madam,  who  used  to 
say  in  velvety  tones  the  most  ferocious 
things  you  ever  heard.  Ah,  you  should 
have  seen  her!  Straight  as  an  arrow,  and 
they  said  she  was  ninety  for  over  thirty 
years,  which  of  course  was  impossible, 
even  if  she  had  wished  it,  which  I doubt, 
for  there  is  the  well-known  Bible  age  of 
threescore  years  and  ten,  and  to  have  ex- 
ceeded it  to  that  extent  would  have  been 
irreverent,  of  course.  She  was  poor  Ed- 
die Thome’s  aunt,  the  sister  of  his  mother, 
a Duero,  and  a tremendous  one,  dyed  in 
ancestors  to  the  coi*e ; every  one  was  afraid 
of  her  but  Garda,  and  Garda  she  took  com- 
plete charge  of  as  long  as  she  lived, 
though  Mistress  Thorne  did  what  she  could 
on  the  outskirts — not  much, I fancy,  for  the 
Old  Madam  declai'ed  that  the  child  was  a 
true  Duero,  and  should  be  brought  up  as 
one,  which  seemed  to  mean  principally 
that  she  should  swing  in  the  hammock,  and 
not  learn  verbs.  I think  Mistress  Thorne 
began  to  teach  Garda  verbs  the  very  day 
after  the  funeral;  at  least  when  I went 
down  there  to  pay  a visit  of  condolence  I 
found  her  with  a grammar  in  her  hand, 
and  a good  deal  of  cheerfulness  under  the 
circumstances — a good  deal!  The  first 
Edgar  Thorne,  the  one  who  came  out  from 
England,  is  said  to  have  been  a man  of  a 
good  deal  of  force  of  character,  for  he  kept 
a coach  and  four,  and  at  that  early  day, 
on  these  pine-barrens,  it  almost  seemed  as 
if  he  must  have  created  them  by  magic, 
which  makes  one  think  of  Cinderella  and 
her  rats,  doesn’t  it  ? And  indeed,  in  this 
case,  the  horses  did  turn  into  rats,  as  one 
may  say,  before  their  very  eyes;  the  poor 
Thornes  have  no  horses  noti?,”  said  the 
kind-hearted  lady,  pausing  to  shake  her 
head  sympathetically,  and  then  speeding 
on  again.  “They  say  that  rats  desert  a 
sinking  ship — though  I have  always  won- 
dered how,  since  ships  are  not  apt  to  sink 
at  the  piers,  are  they  ? — and  I never  beard 
that  rats  could  make  rafts,  though  squir- 
rels can,  they  say,  a bit  of  plank  with 
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their  tails  put  up  as  a sail,  though  of 
course  rats’  tails  would  never  do  for 
that,  they  are  so  thin ; but  if  rats  do  de- 
sert their  ship,  Mistress  Thorne  will  never 
desert  hers;  she  will  keep  the  Thorne  col- 
ors flying  to  the  last,  and  go  down,  if 
down  she  must,  with  the  silent  courage  of 
the  Spartan  boy,  although  it  was  a fox 
he  had  gnawing  him,  wasn’t  it  ? and  not 
a rat ; but  it  makes  no  difference,  of  course ; 
it's  the  principle  that’s  important,  not  the 
illustration.  Garda’s  name  is  really  Ed- 
gai*da,  Edgarda  after  all  the  Thornes,  who, 
it  seems,  have  been  Edgars  and  Edgardas 
for  centuries,  which  I should  think  must 
have  been  very  inconvenient,  for,  just  to 
mention  one  thing,  they  could  never  have 
signed  their  names  in  initials,  because  that 
would  have  meant  fathers  and  sons  ^ and 
brothers  and  sisters  indiscriminately,  in 
fact  all  of  them  except  the  wives,  who, 
having  come  in  from  outside  families, 
would  be  able,  fortunately,  to  be  plain 
Mary  and  Jane.  I am  very  fond  of  Garda, 
as  indeed  we  all  are;  and  I think  she  has 
wonderful  beauty,  don’t  you  ?— though 
rather  Spanish  perhaps.  When  she  was 
about  twelve  years  old  I was  afraid  that 
the  tinge  of  her  mother  in  her  was  going 
to  make  her  thin ; but  Nature  fortunately 
prevented  that  in  time,  for  you  Imow  that 
once  an  elbow  gets  fixed  in  the  habit  of 
being  sharp,  sharp  it  remains  to  the  end 
of  the  chapter,  though  you  may  have 
pounds  and  pounds  both  above  and  below 
it, which  seems  strange,  doesn’t  it?  though 
of  course  it  must  serve  some  good  pur- 
pose, as  we  ought  all  to  believe.  And 
that  reminds  me  to  say  that  I hope  dear 
Katrina  has  gained  flesh  since  she  left 
school,  for  she  used  to  be  rather  too  slen- 
der (though  very  handsome  otherwise),  so 
that,  in  profile  view,  you  couldn’t  help 
thinking  of  a paper-cutter,  and  you  doubt- 
ed somehow  whether  she  could  even  cast 
a shadow— like  the  man  without  a shad- 
ow, you  remember,  who  used  to  double 
his  up  and  put  it  in  his  pocket,  didn’t  he  ? 
—only  of  course  dear  Katrina  was  never 
anything  horrible  like  that,  and,  after  all, 
why  we  should  wish  to  cast  shadows  I am 
sui’e  I don’t  know;  certainly  there  are 
enough  of  them,  as  it  is,  in  this  vale  of 
tears.  If  you  like,  I will  take  you  down 
some  day  to  call  upon  the  Thornes;  they 
will  be  delighted  to  see  you,  and  we  shall 
be  like  angels’  visits,  few  and  far  between, 
or  fair  as  a star  when  only  one.  I hope 
you  like  poetry ; you  modem  young  gen- 


tlemen have  such  a way  of  being  above 
it!  But  Mr.  Carew  was  always  very 
fond  of  Mrs.  Hemans.” 

The  monologues  of  Mr.  Carew’s  relict 
could  with  the  utmost  ease  be  delayed, 
their  flowing  current  turned  aside  into 
another  channel  (from  which  it  never 
came  back  to  the  first  one),  or  stopped  en- 
tirely, by  any  one  who  wished  to  accom- 
plish it,  the  lady’s  boundless  good-nature 
preventing  her  from  even  perceiving  that 
she  had  been  interrupted.  But  Evert  Win- 
throp  had  no  wish  to  interrupt ; he  was  en- 
joying the  current’s  vagaries.  Upon  this 
occasion,  thei*efore,  it  pursued  its  ivay  un- 
checked to  the  end — a thing  which  rarely 
happened,  all  Gracias  having  the  habit  of 
damming  it  temporarily,  turning  it  aside, 
or  stopping  it  abruptly  in  a brisk,  com- 
plete manner  which  showed  long  usage. 

To-day,  when  at  last  this  easy-tempered 
lady  paused  of  her  own  accord,  Winthrop 
accepted  her  invitation  promptly.  He 
spoke  of  coming  for  her  with  a carriage 
the  next  afternoon ; he  should  enjoy  see- 
ing something  of  the  interior,  those  sin- 
gular roads  across  the  barrens  which  were 
so  old  and  untouched,  and  yet  in  such 
perfect  condition— so  he  had  been  told. 

When  he  had  brought  his  little  speech 
to  a close,  his  hostess  gave  way  to  laugh- 
ter (her  laugh  was  very  rich,  her  whole 
amplitude  took  part  in  it).  “But  this 
isn’t  interior,”  she  said;  “this  is  coast 
East  Angels  is  down  the  river,  south  of 
here;  when  I said  I would  take  you,  I 
meant  in  a boat.” 

She  had  in  her  mind  Uncle  Cato,  and 
the  broad,  safe  old  row-boat,  painted  black, 
and  indefinite  as  to  bow  and  stem,  which 
that  venerable  negro  propelled  up  and 
down  the  Espiritu  as  custom  required. 
But  instead  of  voyaging  in  this  ancient 
bark,  Winthrop  persuaded  her  to  intrust 
herself  to  the  rakish-looking  little  craft, 
sloop-rigged,  which  he  had  engaged  for 
his  own  use  among  the  lagoons  during 
his  stay  in  Gracias,  a direct  descendant, 
no  doubt,  of  the  swift  little  piratical  barks 
of  the  wreckers  and  smugglers  who,  until 
a very  recent  date,  infested  the  Florida 
keys.  Once  on  board,  Mrs.  Carew  ad- 
jured the  man  at  the  helm  to  “keep  the 
floor  straight  at* any  price,”  and  then  seat- 
ing herself,  and  seizing  hold  of  the  first 
solid  object  she  could  find,  she  tightiy 
closed  her  eyes  and  did  not  again  open 
them,  being  of  the  opinion  apparently 
that  the  full  force  of  a direct  glance  would 
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infallibly  upset  the  boat.  She  had  post- 
poned their  visit  for  a day,  in  order  that 
she  might  have  time  to  send  Uncle  Cato 
down  to  East  Angels  with  a note  say- 
ing that  they  were  coming:  this  she  con- 
sidered but  a neighborly  duty  on  a visit- 
less shore.  Stately  Raquel,  in  a freshly 
starched  turban,  was  therefore  in  waiting 
to  open  the  lower  door;  Mrs.  Thome’s 
best  topics  were  arranged  in  order  in  her 
mind,  as  well  as  orange  wine  and  wafers 
upon  her  sideboard ; and  Garda  also,  nei- 
ther asleep  in  the  hammock  nor  wander- 
ing afield  with  the  crane,  was  in  readi- 
ness, sitting  expectant  in  an  old  mahoga- 
ny arm-chair,  attired  in  her  best  gown. 
Poor  Garda  had  but  two  gowns  to  choose 
from,  both  faded,  both  old;  but  the  one 
called  best  had  been  lately  freshened  and 
carefully  mended  by  the  skillful  hands  of 
the  tireless  mother. 

“ When  that  little  woman  dies,  some  of 
her  mendings  ought  to  be  inclosed  in  a 
glass  case  and  set  up  over^her  grave  as  a 
monument,  I do  declare!”  said  Mrs.  Carew, 
as,  again  voluntarily  blinded,  she  sailed 
back  to  Gracias  with  Winthrop  over  the 
sunset  - tinted  water.  “Did  you  notice 
that  place  on  Garda’s  left  sleeve  ? But  of 
course  you  didn’t.  It  was  a perfect  mira- 
cle of  patience,  which  Job  himself  couldn’t 
•have  equalled  (and  certainly  the  Thornes 
are  as  poor  as  Job,  and  Carlos  might  eas- 
ily be  the  turkey).  Well,  as  black  silk, 
or  even  black  thread,  would  have  shone — 
they  will  sliine,  you  know,  in  spite  of  all 
you  can  do,  even  if  you  ink  them — she 
had  actually  used  ravellings,  and  alpaca 
ravellings:  you  know  what  they  are! 
Don’t  you  think  it  would  be  nicer  to  have 
that  sail  out  sideways,  as  it  was  when  we 
came  down,  and  go  straight  instead  of 
slanting  in  this  way  back  and  forth  across 
the  river  ?” 

Evert  Winthrop,  thus  introduced,  had 
received  from  the  mistress  of  East  Angels 
an  invitation  to  repeat  his  visit.  He  had 
repeated  it  several  times.  It  was  easy  to 
do  this,  as,  in  addition  to  the  pimtical  lit- 
tle craft  already  mentioned,  he  had  en- 
gaged a saddle-horse,  and  was  now  amus- 
ing himself  exploring  that  “interior”  of 
which  he  had  spoken  to  Mrs.  Carew. 

Upon  returning  from  one  of  these  rides 
he  found  awaiting  him  a letter  from  the 
North.  It  was  from  his  aunt,  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, and  contained  the  intelligence  that 
she  was  coming  southward  immediately, 
having  been  ordered  to  a warmer  climate 


on  account  of  the  “ threatenings  of  neu- 
ralgia, that  tiresome  neuralgia,  my  dear 
boy,  that  makes  my  life  such  a burden.  I 
am  so  tired  of  Pau  and  Nice  that,  instead 
of  crossing  the  cold  ocean  again,  I have 
suddenly  made  up  my  mind  to  come  down 
and  join  you  under  that  blue  sky  you  have 
discovered  down  there — Egypt,  you  say, 
Egypt  without  the  ruins;  but  as  I am  a 
good  deal  of  a ruin  myself  just  now,  I 
shall  not  mind  that  lack;  in  fact,  can  sup- 
ply it  in  my  own  person.  My  love  to 
Betty  Carew;  I shall  be  delighted  to  see 
her  again  after  all  these  yeai’S.  Margaret 
comes  with  me,  of  course,  and  we  shall 
probably  follow  this  letter  without  much 
delay.” 

Winthrop  was  surprised.  He  knew 
that  his  aunt  was  fond  of  what  she  patri- 
otically called  her  “own  country.”  But 
he  should  have  said  that  she  would  not 
probably  consider  that  there  was  any  of  it 
worth  lier  personal  consideration  south  of 
Philadelphia,  or,  if  one  had  broad  views, 
south  of  Baltimoi*e  and  Washington.  This 
amiably  blind  lady  was,  however,  a great 
traveller;  in  her  leisurely  way  she  had 
taken  long  journeys  across  Europe  and 
the  East.  If  she  did  not  know  the  Missis- 
sippi, she  knew  the  Nile;  if  Shasta  was  a 
stranger  to  her  eyes,  the  Finsteraarhom 
and  Vesuvius  were  old  friends.  Shasta, 
indeed!  Where  was  Shasta?  She  had 
once  been  to  Niagara  Falls. 

Her  nephew  smiled  to  himself  as  he 
thought  that  probably,  in  her  own  mind, 
her  present  undertaking  wore  much  of  the 
air  of  an  exploring  expedition,  the  kind  of 
tour  thi’ough  remote  regions  that  people 
made  sometimes,  and  then  wrote  books 
about — books  with  a great  many  illustra- 
tions. 

But  Mrs.  Rutherford  would  write  no 
books.  This  lady  noticed  but  slightly  the 
characteristics  of  the  countries  through 
which  she  passed.  Slie  never  troubled  her 
mind  with  impressions;  she  never  burden- 
ed it  with  comparisons.  She  seldom  vis- 
ited “objects  of  interest,”  but  was  always 
“mther  tired”  when  the  appointed  hour 
came,  and  thought  she  would  lie  down  for 
a while;  they  could  tell  her  about  it  after- 
ward. Yet  in  her  easy,  irresponsible  fash- 
ion she  enjoyed  travelling;  she  liked  new 
scenes  and  new  people,  especially  new 
people.  In  the  evening,  after  a quiet  (but 
excellent)  little  dinner,  and  twenty  min- 
utes or  so  of  lady-like  tranquillity  after  it, 
Mrs.  Rutherford  was  always  pleased  to  see 
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the  new  people  aforesaid.  And  it  could 
with  truth  be  added  that  the  new  people 
were,  as  a general  thing,  equally  pleased 
to  see  her.  She  was  a handsome,  stately 
woman,  with  agreeable  manners,  and  so 
well  dressed  that  that  alone  was  a plea- 
sure—a pleasure  to  the  eyes.  It  was  an 
attire  rich  and  quiet,  which  combined  with 
extraordinary  skill  the  two  often  sadly 
dissevered  qualities  of  personal  becoming- 
ness and  adaptation  to  the  fashion  of  the 
hour. 

Evert  Winthrop  was  much  attached  to 
his  aunt.  Associated  with  her  were  the 
happiest  memories  of  his  childhood.  He 
knew  that  her  strongest  love  had  not  been 
given  to  him;  it  had  been  given  to  her 
other  nephew,  his  cousin  Lansing  Harold. 
But  of  Lansing  she  had  had  entire  charge 
from  his  birth;  he  had  been  to  her  like 
her  own  child,  while  Andrew  Winthrop 
had  kept  closely  in  his  own  care  his  mo- 
therless little  son  Evert,  allowing  him  to 
spend  only  his  vacations  with  his  aunt 
Katrina,  who  was  spoiling  one  boy  (so 
thought  the  stern  New-Englander)  as  fast 
as  possible,  but  who  should  not  be  per- 
mitted to  spoil  another.  These  vacations, 
so  grudgingly  granted,  had  been  very  hap- 
py times  for  the  little  Evert,  and  their 
memory  remained  with  him  still.  As  he 
grew  older  he  had  gradually  become  con- 
scious of  some  of  the  traits  and  tendencies 
of  his  aunt’s  mind,  apart  from  his  boyish 
idea  of  her,  as  we  generally  do  become 
conscious,  by  degrees,  of  the  traits  (as  they 
are  estimated  by  others)  of  even  those  who 
are  nearest  and  dearest,  save  in  the  case 
of  our  parents,  who  remain  always,  beau- 
tifully always,  “father”  and  “mother”  to 
the  end,  beyond  all  analysis,  all  compari- 
son. Separating  itself,  therefore,  grad- 
ually from  the  delightful  indulgence  with 
which  she  had  sweetened  his  boyhood 
days,  separating  itself  from  his  own  un- 
questioning childish  belief  in  her,  there 
had  come  to  Evert  Winthrop  (though 
without  any  diminution  of  his  affection 
for  her)  the  consciousness  that  his  aunt’s 
nature  was  a narrow  one.  Her  narrowness 
could  have  been  summed  up  roughly  in 
the  statement  that  her  views  upon  every 
subject  wei'e  purely  x)ersonal  ones.  It  was 
difficult  to  realize  how  personal  they  were. 
Winthrop  himself,  well  as  he  knew  her, 
had  only  within  the  past  five  or  six  years 
become  fully  conscious  of  the  extent  of  this 
personal  view.  And  no  one  else  besides 
himself  had  had  the  opportunity  to  make 


the  same  discovery,  no  one  else  save  pos- 
sibly—so  he  had  sometimes  thought  with 
a smile — the  departed  Peter  Rutherford, 
the  lady’s  husband.  But  Peter  Ruther- 
ford, among  many  excellent  qualities,  had 
not  been  endowed  with  a finely  delicate 
observation,  and  indeed  having  been  of  a 
robust  and  simple  nature,  he  had  had  small 
respect  for  the  talent,  at  least  in  a man,  as- 
sociating it  vaguely  with  a knowledge  of 
millinery,  with  a taste  for  spelling-games 
and  puzzles,  for  cake  and  religious  novels — 
things  he  considered  unworthy  of  the  mas- 
culine attention.  His  wife’s  nephew,  how- 
ever, though  not  a judge  of  millinery,  and 
not  interested  in  the  mild  entertainments 
and  literature  referred  to,  had,  as  has 
already  been  mentioned,  observation  in 
abundance,  and  with  regard  to  his  aunt 
he  had  not  been  able  to  keep  it  from  exer- 
cising itself,  at  least  to  a certain  degree. 
He  had  discovered — he  had  been  unable 
to  help  discovering— the  secret  springs  of 
much  of  her  speech  and  action.  He  had 
found  some  of  them  very  curious.  Her 
opinions  of  ])ersons  (he  knew  it  now)  were 
based  entirely  upon  the  narrow  but  well- 
defined  foundation  of  their  behavior  to 
herself.  Concerning  people  with  whom 
she  had  no  personal  acquaintance  she  was 
without  opinions.  No  matter  how  emi- 
nent they  might  be,  they  were  to  her  no 
more  than  so  much  sand  of  the  shore. 
You  might  talk  to  her  about  them  by  the 
hour,  and  she  would  listen  approvingly, 
or  at  least  quite  without  contradiction. 
People  spoke  of  her,  therefore,  as  very  ap- 
preciative, and,  for  a woman,  broad-mind- 
ed. What,  in  truth,  can  be  more  broad- 
minded in  one  of  the  sex  most  given  to 
partisanship  than  to  be  able  to  listen  with 
unprejudiced  attention  to  the  admirers  of 
the  Reverend  Mr.  A.,  the  distinguished 
High -Church  clergyman,  and  then  the 
very  next  day  to  the  friends  of  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  B.,  equally  eminent,  but  Low; 
to  the  devotees  of  the  C.  family,  who  trace 
their  descent  directly  from  old  English 
barons,  passing  over,  of  course,  that  unim- 
portant ancestor  who  happened  to  have 
been  the  one  to  cross  to  the  Now  World, 
bearing  in  his  veins  the  blood  of  the  fu- 
ture C.’s  of  New  Rochelle  (than  which 
nothing  can  be  more  clarified),  and  who, 
immediately  after  his  arrival,  engaged  in 
blacksmithing,  and  became  in  time  the 
best  blacksmith  the  struggling  little  colo- 
ny possessed— to  listen,  I say,  to  the  parti- 
sans of  this  ancient  race,  and  then  to  heark- 
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en  the  next  afternoon  with  equal  equanim- 
ity to  warm  praise  of  the  D.’s,  who,  hav- 
ing made  their  great  fortune  so  vigorously 
in  the  present  genemtion,  were  now  en- 
gaged in  spending  it  with  a vigor  equally 
large-minded  and  commendable — what,  in- 
deed, could  be  broader  than  this?  It  nev- 
er occurred  to  these  talkei*s  that  A.  and  B., 
the  C.’s  and  the  D/s,  alike,  were  all  non-ex- 
istent bodies,  nebulae,  to  Mrs.  Peter  Buth- 
erfowl,  so  long  as  their  names  were  not 
upon  her  own  visiting  list. 

But  when  once  this  had  been  discovered, 
as  Evert  Winthrop  had  discovered  it,  it 
made  everything  clear;  it  was  perfectly 
easy  to  understand  her,  easy  to  see  how 
simple  the  opinions  appeared  to  the  lady 
herself,  since  they  had  to  do  merely  with 
a series  of  facts.  If  Mr.  X.  had  been  po- 
lite to  her,  if  he  had  been  attentive,  defer- 
ential, agi*eeable,  he  was  without  doubt  (if 
at  all  presentable)  a most  delightful  and 
eminently  praiseworthy  person  in  every 
way.  If  Mr.  X.  had  been  civil  to  a certain 
extent, yet  on  the  whole  rather  indifferent, 
he  was  a little  dull, she  thought ; a good  sort 
of  a man  i)erhaps,  but  not  interesting ; tire- 
some. If  Mr.  X.  liad  simply  left  her  alone, 
withouteither  civility  orincivility,she  was 
apt  to  have  mysterious  intuitions  about 
him,  intuitions  which  she  mentioned,  con- 
fidentially,of  course,  to  all  her  friends ; lit- 
tle things  which  she  had  noticed — indica- 
tions. Of  bad  temper  ? Or  was  it  bad 
habits  ? It  was  something  bad,  at  any 
rate;  she  was  very  ingenious  in  reading 
the  signs.  But  if  Mr.  X.  had  been  guilty 
of  actual  rudeness  (a  quality  which  she 
judged  strictly  by  the  standard  of  her  own 
bidden  but  rigorous  requirements),  Mr.  X. 
was  immediately  thrust  beyond  the  pale; 
there  was  no  good  in  him.  In  the  way  of 
odious  traits  thei*e  was  nothing  which  she 
did  not  attribute  to  him  at  one  time  or 
another.  She  could  even  hint  at  a dark- 
er guilt.  She  wondered  that  people  should 
continue  to  receive  him.  To  her  dying  day 
she  never  forgot  to  give,  upon  opportuni- 
ty, her  well-aimed  little  thrust— a thrust 
all  the  more  effective  because  masked  by 
her  reputation  for  amiability  and  frank, 
liberal  qualities. 

As,  however,  people  were  generally  suf- 
ficiently attentive,  this  lady’s  judgments 
seldom  reached  the  last-mentioned  stage,  a 
condition  of  things  which  she  herself  was 
the  first  to  approve,  because  (this  was  the 
most  curious  shade  of  her  disposition)  she 
believed  fully  in  her  own  opinions,  and 


would  have  disliked  greatly  (as  she  would 
have  expressed  it  herself)  “ to  live  among 
the  criminal  classes.”  But  the  world 
had  no  suspicion  of  these  intricacies.  To 
the  world  Mrs.  Butherford  was  a hand- 
some, amiable  woman,  who,  possessing  a 
good  fortune,  a good  house  in  New  York, 
a good  old  country  place  on  the  Sound, 
and  much  hospitality,  w’as  considered  to 
be  above  petty  criticisms — criticisms  which 
would  do  for  people  less  pleasing  to  the 
eye,  less  well-endowed. 

But  though  he  read  his  aunt’s  nature, 
Winthrop  was  none  the  less  attached  to 
her;  it  might  be  said,  perhaps,  with  more 
accuracy,  that  he  was  fond  of  her.  He 
had  been  a very  lonely  little  boy ; his  fa- 
ther, while  loving  him  deeply,  had  been 
strict  with  him,  and  had  permitted  him 
few  amusements,  few  companions.  To 
go,  therefore,  and  spend  a month  with  his 
aunt  Katrina,  to  taste  her  indulgent  kind- 
ness and  enjoy  the  liberty  she  allowed,  to 
have  her  come  and  kiss  him  good-night, 
and  talk  to  him  about  his  beautiful  mo- 
ther, to  have  her  take  him  up  on  her  lap 
and  pet  him  when  he  was  a tired-out, 
drooping  little  fellow  after  immense  ex- 
ertions with  his  big  cousin  Lanse,  to  hear 
her  stories  about  his  uncle  Evert  (after 
whom  he  had  been  named) — that  wonder- 
ful Uncle  Evert  w’ho  had  gone  down  to 
Centml  America  to  see  the  Aztecs— these 
things  had  been  deeply  delightful  at  the 
time  to  the  child,  whose  nature  was  con- 
centrated and  somewhat  brooding.  And 
if  the  details  were  no  longer  distinct,  now 
that  he  was  a man,  the  general  remem- 
brance at  least  was  always  there,  the  ro- 
membrance  of  happy  hours  and  motherly 
caresses.  He  therefore  welcomed  the  idea 
of  his  aunt’s  coming  to  Gracias.  Though 
what  Mrs.  Peter  Butherford  would  be  able 
to  find  in  that  sleepy  little  coast  hamlet 
in  the  way  of  entertainment  he  did  not 
pretend  to  have  discovered. 

Five  days  later  the  party  arrived,  his 
aunt,  her  niece  Mrs.  Harold,  her  maid  Ce- 
lestine. 

As  he  greeted  Mrs.  Butherford,  Win- 
throp remarked  to  himself,  as  he  had  re- 
marked many  times  before,  that  his  aunt 
was  a fine-looking  woman.  Mi's.  Buther- 
ford was  sixty  years  of  age,  tall,  erect, 
with  a well-cut  profile,  and  beautiful  gray 
hair,  which  lay  in  soft  waves,  like  a sil- 
very cloud,  above  her  fine  dark  eyes.  The 
state  of  her  health  had  evidently  not  in- 
terfered with  the  arrangement  of  this  au- 
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reola,  neither  had  it  relaxed  in  any  degree 
the  grave  perfection  of  her  attire.  Her 
bonnet  was  a model  of  elegance  and  sim- 
plicity; her  boot,  as  she  stepped  from  the 
carriage,  was  seen  to  be  another  model  of 
elegance  and  good  sense.  Mrs.  Rutherford 
loved  elegance.  But  Mrs.  Rutherfoid  loved 
indolence  as  well,  and  indolence  never 
constructed  or  kept  in  order  an  appearance 
such  as  hers.  The  pei*son  (of  very  differ- 
ent aspect)  who  followed  her,  laden  with 
baskets,  cushions,  and  shawls,  was  the  real 
architect  of  this  fine  structure,  from  the 
soft  waves  of  hair  to  the  well-shaped  boot; 
this  person  was  Celestine,  the  maid. 

Celestine’s  real  name  was  Minerva  Poin- 
dexter. Her  mistress,  not  liking  the  clas- 
sic appellation,  had  changed  it  to  Oles- 
tine,  the  Poindexter  being  dropped  entire- 
ly. Mrs.  Rutherford  was  accustomed  to 
say  that  this  was  her  one  deliberate  affecta- 
tion— she  affected  to  believe  that  Celestine 
was  French.  The  maid,  a tall,  lean,  yel- 
low-skinned woman,  reticent  and  unsmil- 
ing, might  have  been  French  or  Scotch, 
Portuguese  or  Brazilian,  as  far  as  appear- 
ance went,  tall,  lean  women  of  unmarried 
aspect  being  a product  scattered  in  regu- 
lar, if  limited,  quantities  over  the  face  of 
the  entire  civilized  globe.  As  she  seldom 
opened  her  lips,  her  nationality  could  not 
be  determined  by  an  inquiring  public 
from  her  speech.  There  were  those,  how- 
ever, who  maintained  that  Celestine  knew 
all  languages;  that  there  was  a dark  om- 
niscience about  her.  In  reality  she  was 
a Vermont  woman,  who  had  begun  life  as 
a country  dressmaker — a country  dress- 
maker with  great  natural  talent  but  no  op- 
portunities. The  opportunities  had  come 
later.  They  came  when  she  was  discov- 
ered by  Mrs.  Peter  Rutherford.  This  tall 
Vermont  genius  had  now  filled  for  many 
years  a position  which  was  very  congenial 
to  her,  though  it  would  have  been  consid- 
ered by  most  persons  a position  full  of  dif- 
ficulties. For  Mrs.  Rutherford  required 
in  her  personal  attendant  talents  which 
are  generally  supposed  to  be  conflicting: 
esteeming  her  health  very  delicate,  she 
wished  to  be  minutely  watched  and  guard- 
ed by  an  experienced  nurse,  a nume  who 
should  take  to  heart  conscientiously  the 
responsibilities  of  her  charge;  yet  at  the 
same  time  she  cherished  that  deep  interest 
in  the  constantly  changing  arcana  of  fem- 
inine attire  for  which  it  is  supposed  that 
only  a skillful  but  probably  immoral  Pa- 
risian can  sufBce. 


But  the  keen  New  England  eyes  of  Mi- 
nerva Poindexter  had  an  instant  api»eci- 
ation  of  such  characteristics  of  arriving 
fashions  as  could  be  gracefully  adopted 
by  her  handsome  mistress,  whose  best 
points  she  thoroughly  understood,  and 
even  in  a certain  way  admired,  though 
as  regarded  herself,  and  indeed  all  the 
rest  of  womankind,  she  approved  rigidly 
of  that  strict  neutrality  of  surface,  that 
ignoring  of  all  merely  coiqxjreal  i>oints, 
which  is  so  striking  a characteristic  of  the 
monastic  heavenly  paintings  of  Fra  An- 
gelico. At  the  same  moment,  however, 
that  her  keen  New  England  eyes  were 
exercising  their  Aesthetic  talent,  her  New 
England  conscience,  equally  keen,  made 
her  a nurse  of  unmatched  qualities,  albeit 
she  was  perhaps  something  of  a martinet 
But  with  regard  to  her  health  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford rather  liked  to  be  domineered  over. 
She  liked  to  be  followed  about  by  shawls 
(but  her  shawls  were  always  beautiful, 
never  having  that  niggardly,  poverty- 
stricken  aspect  which  such  feminine  dia- 
peries,  when  reserved  for  use  in  the  house, 
are  apt  to  assume);  she  liked  to  be  vigi- 
lantly watched  with  regard  to  draughts; 
she  liked  to  have  her  pulse  felt,  to  have 
cushions,  handsomely  covered  in  rich  col- 
ors, placed  behind  her  well-dressed  back. 
Especially  did  she  like  to  be  presented,  at 
fixed  houses,  with  little  tea-spoonfuls  of 
homoeopathic  medicine,  which  did  not 
taste  badly,  but  which,  nevertheless,  it  al- 
ways required  some  urging  to  induce  her 
to  take ; the  urging— in  fact,  the  whole  sys- 
tem, regularly  persevered  in— could  give 
variety  to  the  dullest  day. 

After  greeting  his  aunt,  Winthrop 
turned  to  speak  to  Celestine.  By  way  of 
reply  Celestine  gave  a short  nod,  and 
looked  in  another  direction.  In  r^ity 
she  was  delighted  with  bis  notice.  But 
this  was  her  way  of  showing  it.  The  two 
boys,  Evert  Winthrop  and  Lansing  Har- 
old, Ml'S.  Rutherford's  nephews,  had  been 
her  pets  from  childhood;  but  even  in  the 
old  days  her  manner  towai*d  them  had  al- 
ways been  so  curt  and  taciturn  that  they 
used  to  consider  it  a great  triumph  when 
they  had  succeeded  in  drawing  out  Mi- 
nerva’s laugh — for  they  always  called  her 
Minerva  behind  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  back. 
It  may  lie  that  this  had  had  something  to 
do  with  her  liking  for  them;  for,  in  her 
heart,  Miss  Poindexter  considered  her  bap- 
tismal name  both  a euphonious  and  digni- 
fied one,  and  much  to  be  preferred  to  the 
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French  frivolity  of  the  title  to  which  she 
was  obliged  to  answer. 

“But  where  is  Margaret?”  said  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  turning. 

A third  person,  who  had  been  looking 
at  the  new  scene  about  her — the  orange- 
trees,  the  palmettoes,  the  blue  water  of  the 
Espiritu  beyond  the  low  sea-wall,  and  the 
fringe  of  tropical  forest  on  Patricio  oppo- 
site— now  stepped  from  the  carriage. 


“I  was  beginning  to  think  that  there 
had  been  some  change  of  plan,  Mrs.  Har- 
old, and  that  you  had  not  come,”  said 
Winthrop,  going  back  to  the  carriage  to 
assist  her. 

Margaret  Harold  smiled.  Her  smile 
was  a very  pleasant  one.  She  and  Win- 
throp greeted  each  other  with  what  seemed 
like  a long-established,  though  quiet  and 
well-governed,  coldness. 


(KMtnr’s  (60011  dtjiflir. 


A CONFERENCE  of  Spanish  and  Spanish- 
Araerican  gentlemen  was  lately  held  in 
New  York  to  secure  the  erection  of  a statue 
of  Cervantes  to  be  placed  in  Central  Park. 
Already  in  that  great  pleasure-ground,  which 
is  becoming  a gallery  of  famous  men,  there 
are  statues  and  busts  of  Shakespeare  and  Bums 
and  Scott  and  Mazzini  and  Humboldt  and 
Webster,  and  many  more ; but,  as  the  Easy 
Chair  has  already  suggested,  the  sylvan  Wal- 
halla,  which  is  the  pride  of  the  city  of  New 
York,  yet  lacks  a statue  of  either  of  the  two 
most  renowned  natives  of  the  city,  John  Jay 
and  Washington  Irving.  The  Scotchmen  or 
the  Italians  or  the  Germans  proudly  and  glad- 
ly commemorate  in  bronze  or  marble,  and  in  a 
foreign  park,  the  men  who  have  made  their 
native  land  illustrious.  Americans  and  New- 
Y'orkers  gladly  co-operate  in  the  service  of 
Itonor,  but  the  uncommemorated  famous  arc 
admonisliingly  eloquent,  and  the  absence  of 
some  is  even  more  conspicuous  than  the  pre- 
sence of  many. 

At  the  last  dinner  of  the  St.  Nicholas  So- 
ciety Mr.  Cornelius  Vanderbilt  renewed  the 
suggestion  of  a memorial  of  Irving,  and  added 
that  the  movement  would  bo  properly  begun 
by  the  society.  There  does  not  seem  to  have 
been  an  enthusiastic  response.  Possibly  the 
Dutch  revellers  recalled  a little  too  vividly  the 
smiling  chronicle  of  Knick  erbocker,  and,  smok- 
ing,  “ put  the  question  by.”  Yet  when  it  was 
decided  that  commemorative  statues  should 
be  erected  in  the  Park  it  was  natural  to  8U|>- 
pose  that  the  first  one  to  be  placed  there 
would  be  that  of  the  charming  author  whose 
imaginative  history  of  New  York,  with  its 
original  and  sparkling  humor  and  genial  sat- 
ire, was  the  harbinger  of  a distinctive  Amer- 
ican literature.  Indeed,  by  adoption  and  by 
birth  New  York  was  the  city  of  the  poet  and 
the  prose-writer  who  virtually  began  our  dis- 
tinctive literature.  But  Irving  and  Bryant 
arc  not  yet  commemorated  in  the  New  York 
Park,  where  tlie  memorial  of  their  friend  Hal- 
leck  stands.  The  other  illustrious  New-York- 
er, John  Jay,  was  not  only  a native  of  the  city, 
not  only  with  Hamilton  one  of  the  autliors  of 
the  Federalut^  not  only  the  first  Chief  Justice 
of  the  United  States,  and  a Governor  of  the 
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State,  but  he  was  the  incarnation  of  that  un- 
bending public  rectitude  and  political  purity 
which  are  ever  to  be  commended  to  the  coun- 
try by  every  signal  honor,  and  to  be  main- 
tained by  it  as  the  sacred  condition  of  national 
permanence. 

It  was  hoped  that  the  recent  centenary  of 
Irving’s  birth  would  have  stimulated  a move- 
ment to  erect  a suitable  memorial  of  him  in 
the  Park.  It  was  suggested,  but  nothing  was 
done.  Yet,  pace  Santa  Claus,  no  figure  would 
be  80  fitting  in  some  bowery  niche  of  the  Park 
as  that  of  the  creator  of  Diedrich  Knicker- 
bocker, in  whose  genius  and  in  wliose  aspect 
and  manner  there  was  so  much  of  the  charac- 
teristic quality  of  the  ancient  burghers  at 
whom  he  slyly  smiled.  And  who  so  surely  as 
he  has  given  to  romantic  fame  the  stately  river 
that  almost  washes  the  border  of  the  Park  ? 
It  is  a possession  of  the  world  forever  because 
his  genius  has  immortalized  its  legeuds,  and 
touched  it  with  the  glamour  of  imagination. 
It  is  tlic  same  genins  which,  more  than  that  of 
any  Englishman,  has  given  an  inextinguish- 
able charm  to  the  English  Christmas,  and 
whose  kindliness  and  sincerity  melted  the  icy 
suspicion  and  scorn  which  had  long  alienated 
the  mother  country  and  its  great  child. 

There  is  a gracious  cosmopolitanism  in  Ir- 
ving’s genius,  and  could  the  spirits  of  all  the 
famous  men  of  all  times  and  countries  whose 
memorials  adorn  the  Park  declare  whom  they 
would  most  gladly  welcome  as  the  next  comer 
into  their  silent  and  immortal  society,  as  they 
listened  to  the  humming  city  and  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  shining  river,  they  would  an- 
swer— in  a tone  which,  were  it  on  Christraas- 
eve,  would  cause  the  belated  loiterer  to  pause 
and  imagine  that  be  heard  the  distant  music 
of  the  chimes  or  the  softened  murmur  of  the 
singing  waits — Washington  Irving. 


MeanwhilB,  if  the  statue  of  Irving  lingers, 
the  pedestal  of  the  statue  of  Liberty  enlight- 
ening the  World  lags.  The  three  hundred 
pieces  of  which  the  statue  is  composed,  care- 
fully marked  and  numbered,  will  be  shipped 
in  a Frencli  government  transport  early  in 
the  spring,  and  perhaps  by  May-day  the  gift 
of  France  to  America  will  arrive  in  the  har- 
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bor.  It  is  too  late  to  gibe  and  joke.  It  may 
not  be  tlie  “American  way”  to  send  an  alle- 
gorical statue  to  another  country  in  senti- 
mental recognition  of  an  ancient  alliance,  but 
it  is  the  French  way.  Here  are  French  towns 
and  great  numbers  of  French  people  who  have 
subscribed  for  a colossal  statue  to  be  present- 
ed to  America,  and  erected  in  the  harbor  of 
New  York.  The  American  Congress  has  au- 
thorized the  President  to  receive  it,  and  to 
designate  a site  for  it  on  Bedloe's  Island  and 
when  completed  to  cause  it  to  be  inaugurated 
with  such  ceremonies  as  will  testify  our  grati- 
tude for  this  sign  of  the  sympathy  of  the  peo- 
ple of  the  sister  republic,  and  to  make  suitable 
regulations  for  its  future  maintenance  as  a 
beacon,  and  for  its  permanent  care  as  a mon- 
ument of  art  and  memorial  of  the  continued 
good-will  of  our  ancient  ally. 

This  is  the  situation.  Frenchmen  have 
paid  for  the  statue,  and  generous  subscriptions 
to  erect  the  pedestal  have  been  made  by 
Americans.  But  move  money  is  wanted,  and 
the  work  stops,  and  winter  is  passing,  and 
May  is  coming,  and  the  statue  with  it.  We 
liave  ourselves  chosen  to  recall  and  commem- 
onite  the  French  alliance,  inviting  distin- 
guished French  citizens  bearing  names  noted 
in  our  Revolutionary  history,  to  assist  in  the 
centennial  celebration  of  the  surrender  at 
Yorktown  — a surrender  which  historians 
think  would  not  have  occurred  without  the 
timely  succor  of  France.  In  obedience  to  the 
same  friendly  impulse  French  citizens  and 
towns  have  proffered  us  this  commemorative 
gift,  never  doubting  that  it  would  be  received 
in  the  same  spirit,  and  that  doe  preparation 
would  be  made  for  its  fitting  erection. 

It  seems,  liowever,  that  they  ought  to  have 
doubted  it,  for  a curious  lethargy  has  fallen 
upon  the  community  tow^ard  this  gift.  A 
committee  of  eminent  membership,  with  an 
ex-Secretary  of  State  as  chairman,  has  earnest- 
ly undertaken  the  work  of  securing  subscrip- 
tions, appealing  to  the  public  in  every  becom- 
ing way,  keeping  the  matter  constantly  in 
mind,  and  seeking  assiduously  to  arouse  the 
public  sympathy.  But  the  response  has  been 
inadequate,  although  there  have  been  some 
liberal  subscriptions.  There  have  been  fre- 
quent suggestions  that  Congress  should  be 
asked  to  appropriate  the  necessary  sum  which 
is  still  required.  But  in  the  act  of  authoriza- 
tion to  the  President  Congress  w’as  careful  to 
specify  that  the  pedestal  was  to  be  built  by 
private  subscription,  and  the  words  are  under- 
stood to  have  been  introduced  to  prevent  the 
request  for  public  pecuniary  aid.  Indeed,  cir- 
cumstances have  apparently  conspired  to 
make  this  enterprise  of  erecting  the  pedestal 
a direct  test  of  tlie  existence  of  an  actual  feel- 
ing of  grateful  regard  for  the  French  alliance 
in  the  Revolution. 

The  lethargy  and  backwardness  are  indirect- 
ly illustrative  of  the  character  of  the  population 
of  New  York.  It  is  a city  of  heterogeneous  in- 
habitants, and  the  large  proportion  of  foreign- 


bom  citizens  have  little  knowledge  of  the  na- 
tional history,  and  an  absolute  indifference  to 
any  sentimental  national  feeling  like  that  of 
the  French  alliance.  Yet  although  the  statue 
is  to  be  placed  in  the  harbor  of  New  York,  it 
is  in  nothing  else  local.  It  must  be  erected 
somewhere,  and  as  the  design  is  symbolical  of 
the  influence  of  free  America  upon  the  rest  of 
tlie  world,  what  site  could  be  more  fitting  than 
the  great  marine  gateway  of  the  country,  the 
bay  and  harbor  of  its  chief  port,  to  which 
comes  the  commerce  of  the  world,  and  through 
which  daily  communication  with  the  rest  of 
the  world  is  maintained  ? The  committee  has 
had  branches  in  other  States,  but  ns  yet  there 
seems  to  have  been  some  mistaken  impression 
that  New  York  was  especially  interested  in 
the  work,  and  ought  therefore  not  to  expect 
aid  from  elsewhere. 

But  the  statue  is  not  given  to  New  York, 
and  commemorates  nothing  which  is  peculiar 
to  the  State  or  city,  nor  limited  to  them.  It 
is  an  offering  of  French  sympathy  to  American 
love  of  liberty.  It  is  the  declaration  that  the 
career  of  this  country,  the  most  triumphant  of 
republics,  wdiose  history  illustrates  the  power 
and  adaptability  of  free  institutions  to  pro- 
mote the  true  prosperity  of  a people,  and  to 
secure  it  against  the  ills  to  which  other  coun- 
tries have  succumbed,  makes  it  especially  the 
country  in  which  the  high  conservatism  of 
Liberty  enlightens  the  world.  It  shows  it, 
w'hat  no  other  land  at  any  time  has  shown, 
the  adequacy  of  free  institutions  to  every 
emergency,  and  the  might  of  Liberty  regulated 
by  law.  This  idea  the  statue  represents  in  a 
colossal  and  benign  figui*e  holding  aloft  a 
lighted  torch,  which,  under  wild  clouds  and 
over  stormy  seas,  guides  wandering  arid  toss- 
ing and  bewildered  ships  to  a sure  and  peaceful 
haven.  So  stands  America  in  tlie  imagina- 
tion of  all  her  true  children.  She  bears  a 
torch  of  warning  and  saving  light  unextin- 
guished and  inextinguishable.  Firmly  she 
stands  amid  heaving  seas,  her  starry  brow 
conversing  with  the  skies,  her  illuminated 
hand  beckoning  and  blessing  the  world. 

This  is  the  symbolic  and  significant  gift  that 
is  offered  to  ns,  and  to  receive  it  in  tlie  spirit 
of  the  offering  we  must  provide  a proper  ped- 
estal upon  which  to  place  it.  To  decline  to 
do  so  will  leave  us  in  a difficult  position.  The 
gift,  indeed,  is  not  technically  and  in  form  a 
national  gift,  but  it  is  substantially  such,  ns 
proceeding  from  the  corporate  action  of  French 
citizens  as  well  as  from  individual  Frenchmen. 
The  burden  of  failure  will  i*est  upon  no  indi- 
vidual American.  But  the  fact  will  remain 
that  we  were  challenged  to  an  exchange  of 
international  comity  by  citizens  of  a country 
whose  early  friendship  is  a cherished  Ameri- 
can tradition,  and  that  after  various  and  cx- 
tniordiuttiy  efforts  to  respond  in  the  same 
spirit  we  failed  utterly. 


There  is  one  “ right”  of  woman  which  the 
most  unreasonable  conservative  will  not  deny, 
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and  that  is  the  right  of  earning  her  own  living 
by  her  own  industry  and  skill.  This  kind  of 
conservative  will  see,  therefore,  with  pleasure 
that  there  was  a department  in  the  New  Or- 
leans Exposition  reserved  for  the  “work  of 
women.”  Mrs.  Julia  Ward  Howe  is  very  prop, 
erly  the  president  of  this  department,  and  the 
collection  will  furnish  adequate  evidence  of 
the  comparative  skill  and  ingenuity  of  women. 

It  is  the  constant  remark  of  those  wdio  are 
vexed  by  the  agitation  for  “ woman’s  rights” 
that  they  have  the  right  to  mind  their  homes 
and  their  children,  and  they  are  vigorously 
exhorted  to  remember  their  “ sphere”  and  to 
stick  to  it.  The  mocking-birds  of  every  kind 
and  degree  who  echo  and  re-echo  this  famil- 
iar cry  may  well  alight  for  a moment  upon 
the  window-sills  of  hundreds  of  factories  of 
every  kind  in  the  city  of  New  York  alone,  and, 
looking  in,  they  will  Veel  the  utter  folly  of  tlieir 
parrot  scream.  They  will  see  thousands  and 
thousands  of  women  busily  occupied  all  day 
long  in  a hundred  industries  to  earn  their  liv- 
ing. Could  tliere  be  any  twaddle  so  ineffable 
as  a solemn  charge  to  these  women  to  betake 
themselves  to  the  care  of  their  homes  and  their 
children?  Except  for  their  work  in  these 
rooms,  and  hard  work  and  constant  work, 
they  would  have  no  homes,  and  the  larger 
part  of  them  are  unmarried  and  have  no  chil- 
dren, Their  homes  are  cared  for  by  them- 
selves or  by  their  parents.  But  their  “ sphere,” 
that  is  to  say,  the  sphere  which  is  not  fixed 
for  them  by  nature,  is  the  employment  by 
which  they  can  live. 

The  efforts  of  women  to  extend  the  range 
and  variety  of  those  employments,  or  to  secure 
the  guarantees  for  them  which  men  secure, 
can  not  be  honorably  met  by  the  exhortation 
to  stick  to  their  sphere  and  to  mind  their 
homes.  Such  w^omen  are  doing  both  tliose 
things  in  the  efforts  they  make  and  the  lives 
they  lead.  And  the  twittering  mocking-birds 
can  not  escape  the  pitiless  logic.  If  women 
are  within  their  “ sphere,”  which  is  undeni- 
able, when  engaged  in  any  form  of  honest 
manual  labor,  they  can  not  be  out  of  it  when 
exercising  any  special  gift  or  talent,  whether 
of  invention,  of  vocalism,  of  oratory,  or  what- 
ever it  may  be.  There  is  many  an  excellent 
man  who  hears  with  delight  Jenny  Lind  or 
some  other  renowned  singer  standing  upon  a 
platform  and  singing  “ I know  that  my  Re- 
deemer liveth.”  The  hearing  is  an  inspira- 
tion, and  he  no  more  thinks  tlie  woman  to  be 
iinspliered  than  an  angel  in  the  celestial  choir 
whose 

“divinely  warbled  voice, 

Answering  the  stringed  noise,” 

would  take  his  soul  in  blissful  rapture.  Why 
is  it  that  a woman  standing  upon  the  same 
platfonn  and  solemnly  reading  the  same  words 
affects  him  uupleasiintly,  as  if  she  were  “ out  of 
her  sphere,”  and  doing  something  not  quite 
womanly?  There  is  no  good  reason  for  it 
tvhatevcr.  It  is  simply  custom. 


No  man  could  possibly  object  to  the  display 
at  New  Orleans  of  specimens  of  every  produc- 
tion of  the  skill  of  women,  unless  he  thinks 
that  a woman  who  invents  oris  manually  dex- 
terous has  wandered  from  her  sphere  and  has 
become  unwomanl}".  At  the  meeting  in  New 
York  to  consider  what  could  be  done  to  pro- 
mote the  success  of  the  women’s  department 
there  were  very  interesting  statements  made 
of  the  variety  of  products  of  w^omanly  talent 
and  skill.  There  are  works  in  embroidery, 
moulding,  wood-carving ; in  the  finest  surgical 
instruments;  in  bolts,  screws,  nails,  locks;  in 
applying  bronze  to  wall-papers — in  which 
branch  it  appeara  that  a German  woman  in  this 
city  makes  $18,000  a year — in  painting,  draw- 
ing, modelling,  designing,  and  repouss6.  What- 
ever good  work  women  can  accomplish  in  any 
of  these  branches,  or  in  any  other  handicraft, 
every  man  of  sense  will  gladly  welcome.  The 
results  of  intellectual  ability  or  works  of  gen- 
ius could  not  be  less  welcome. 

Such  activiti^  are  the  incontestable  “ rights” 
of  woman.  What,  then,  is  the  significance  of 
the  antipathy  to  what  is  called  the  woman’s 
rights  movement  ? The  secret  ? responds  a 
friend  of  the  “ spheres”  of  the  sexes;  why,  the 
secret  of  the  antipathy  is  that  the  movement 
does  not  concern  inventions  and  abilities,  but 
demands  political  enfranchisement,  and  that 
is  intolerable  and  unnatural.  Yet  if  a wo- 
man be  conceded  to  be  equally  with  a man 
a responsible  moral  agent  and  a laborer  mak- 
ing her  own  living  by  her  own  industry,  and 
if  it  be  perfectly  seemly  for  a man  to  promote 
his  advantage  as  such  a worker  by  the  privi- 
lege of  voting,  why  should  not  such  a woman 
— not  necessarily  a woman  whose  livelihood 
is  otherwise  assured,  but  a woman  working 
side  by  side  with  a man  to  earn  her  living — 
have  every  defense  and  protection  that  he  has  ? 

Is  it  perhaps  because  men  are  weaker  and 
less  able  to  help  themselves?  or  is  it  possibly 
because  they  are  physically  stronger  and  can 
insist  upon  their  own  way?  The  Woman’s 
Department  at  New  Orleans  will  be  a gallery 
of  meditation  os  well  as  of  admiration. 


The  greatest  sport  amid  the  merry  Christ- 
mas frolic  in  a certain  house  was  the  appear- 
ance of  grandpa  in  his  wedding  suit.  Through 
ever  so  many  years  it  had  been  carefully  pre- 
served, and  it  was  agreed  with  hilarious  una- 
nimity that  if  the  suit  which  fifty  ycara  ago 
was  the  most  fashionable  and  distinguished 
ill  Broadway  should  now  appear  in  that 
street  it  would  raise  an  uproar  of  amazement 
and  delight  from  Central  Park  to  the  Battery. 
Fifty  years  ago  some  of  the  same  eyes  that 
would  U)ok  upon  it  to-day  would  have  remark- 
ed it  with  admiration  and  envy.  But  now  it 
would  appear  to  them  the  most  grotesque  and 
outlandish  of  garments. 

Who  has  made  the  cliange?  Fifty  years 
ago  the  bucks,  as  the  golden  youth  of  the 
time  were  called,  wore  the  high-collared  sur- 
tout  or  the  broad -caped  top-coat.  Their 
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Becks  were  swathed  in  ample  white  cravats, 
and  their  manly  breasts  were  covered  with  the 
ample  ruffle  of  the  shirt.  You  can  see  tliose 
swells  in  the  illustrations  of  Tom  and  Jerry  in 
London^  from  which  work  one  of  the  famous 
coats  of  the  time  was  named.  If  a Senator 
should  rise  to  address  the  Senate  in  a great 
debate  in  such  a suit  as  Mr.  Webster  wore 
when  he  replied  to  Hayne,  and  earned  his  title 
of  Defender  of  the  Constitution,  or  on  any  oth- 
er of  his  great  days,  the  press  from  one  end  of 
the  country  to  the  other  would  ring  with 
chaffing  laughter  at  the  Honorable  Bob  Logic 
or  Colonel  Sellers.  Yet  Mr.  Webster  wore 
only  the  traditional  Whig  colors,  buff  and 
blue,  and  he  was  clad  only  as  Charles  James 
Fox  would  have  appeared  had  he  been  an 
American  Senator. 

Who  has  lowered  that  mighty  coat  collar, 
and  abolished  the  ample  cravat,  and  dismiss- 
ed the  blue  dress-coat  with  brass  buttons? 
Who,  a little  earlier,  banished  breeches,  and 
drew  the  long  trouser  over  the  lower  leg,  and 
abjured  top-boots?  Who  is  it  that  makes 
coat  sleeves  tight  this  year  and  loose  next 
year,  and  ordains  that  to-day  the  refinement 
of  elegance  shall  be  a white  waistcoat  at  din- 
ner, and  that  to-morrow  a white  waistcoat  at 
dinner  shall  be  ludicrously  old-fashioned? 
What  despot  of  absolute  and  unquestioned 
sway  now  expands  the  skirts  of  woman  to  the 
form  and  amplitude  of  a diving-bell,  and  anon 
draws  them  in  so  closely  that  my  lady  could 
only  limp,  not  dance,  over  London  Bridge  ? 
Was  it  last  week  that  the  young  men  'were  all 
in  boots  with  toes  as  square  as  honesty,  while 
this  week  they  skim  and  saunter  in  shoes  as 
pointed  as  somebody’s  innuendoes?  Who 
does  it  all?  Who  is  the  magician?  Who 
ever  sees  the  waving  of  his  wand  ? How  is 
the  transformation  accomplished  ? 

The  American  fashions,  we  used  to  be  told, 
come  from  Europe.  But  who  makes  the  fash- 
ion there?  When  all  English  and  French 
dandies  are  wearing  high  collars,  who  is  it 
that  turns  down  his  collar  with  such  author- 
ity that  two  continents  instantly  turn  down 
their  collars?  It  was  answered  that  the  tai- 
loi*s  made  the  changes.  The  tailors  make  the 
clothes,  but  a change  in  form  or  style  by  the 
tailor  would  not  change  the  fashion.  If  he 
should  change  the  cut  of  a coat  for  a lawyer’s 
clerk,  the  fashion  would  not  change,  but  the 
lawyer’s  clerk  w’ould  be  out  of  fashion.  The 
tailor  as  an  artist  may  have  the  highest  taste 
and  the  utmost  skill,  and  as  a tailor  he  may 
wish  that  a new  fashion  would  produce  a de- 
mand for  new  clothes.  But  he  has  no  social 
authority.  He  can  only  serve  him  who  has. 
It  was  Prince  Hamlet  who  was  the  glass  of 
fashion  and  the  mould  of  form.  If  D’Orsay, 
amid  universal  white  cravats,  should  appear 
in  a black  satin  scarf,  all  the  dandies  would 
hurry  to  wear  black  satin.  Tens  of  thousands 
of  loyal  Britons  may  leave  off  gloves;  but 
they  are  merely  queer,  and  gloves  are  still  es- 
sential. The  Prince  of  Wales  may  saunter 


along  the  street  without  gloves,  and  immedi- 
ately glovelessness  is  the  only  good  “ form.” 

This  is  the  secret  of  fashion.  It  is  the  prac- 
tice of  a recognized  social  leader.  The  Lon- 
don World  says  that  no  instance  can  be  men- 
tioned of  a social  change  or  fashion  introduced 
by  the  Prince  of  Wales  which  has  not  been 
instantly  adopted  by  those  around  him,  and 
gradually  by  the  general  mass  of  his  future 
subjects.  This  is  true  of  dress,  manners,  and 
social  arrangements.  “ Society,”  mys  the 
Worldy  “ can  not  organize  itself  without  the 
standard  of  propriety  furnished  by  Marlbor- 
ough House.”  It  is  some  prince  or  other  so- 
cial leader,  then,  who  lowered  those  lofty  bul- 
warks of  collars  of  which  grandpa’s  w edding 
coat  offered  so  extraordinary  an  illustration. 
It  was  said  that  the  dropping  of  a pebble  in 
the  ocean  produced  a movement  wliich  was 
continued  to  the  utmost  confines  of  the  sea. 
The  whim  or  the  comfort  of  one  exalted  or 
dandiacal  personage  may  likewise,  in  the  cut 
of  a coat  or  the  form  of  a shoe,  go  round  the 
world.  Unconsciously  even  we  republicans 
are  subjects  of  a king,  and  the  severe  and 
scornful  defier  of  the  authority  of  the  British 
crown  defies  it  in  a coat  whose  “ cut”  is  a do- 
cile acknowledgment  of  that  crowm’s  resistless 
powder.  The  infiuence  of  a social  leader  is 
showm  in  nothing  so  strongly  as  in  bis  ability 
to  make  two  continents  wear  clothes  cut  as  he 
chooses. 


Hissing  is  an  old  practice  in  the  English 
theatre  which  is  quite  unknown  in  ours,  and 
the  question  whether  it  shall  be  longer  toler- 
ated even  in  England  is  now  discussed  in  that 
country.  Charles  Lamb  is  said  to  have  joined 
in  the  general  hiss  that  damned  his  Mr.  IL^ 
and  ho  w^as  capable  of  enjoying  the  humor  of 
such  a situation,  and  lie  would  have  appre- 
ciated thoroughly  the  description  of  the  scene 
as  “ the  wild  justice”  of  hissing.  But  gener- 
ally the  victim  of  such  condemnation  does  not 
see  the  humor  of  it,  and  its  ^yild  injustice  is 
the  only  thing  of  which  he  is  conscious.  We 
Americans  are  so  good-natured  that  the  prac- 
tice never  flourished  here. 

Matthew  Arnold  blames  ns  for  this  trait. 
He  finds  us  too  indifferent  to  little  impositions, 
and  hints  that  it  is  a reprehensible  selfishness 
which  causes  us  to  submit  to  mean  little  an- 
noyances instead  of  enduring  peraonal  incon- 
venience and  taking  trouble  to  maintain  the 
noble  principle  that  people  sliall  not  be  im- 
posed upon.  “Yes,”  says  Timotheus,  testily, 
“ we  are  so  confoundedly  good-natured  that 
we  don’t  dare  to  assert  our  rights.  When  the 
omnibus  is  full,  the  dozen  squeezed  passengers 
squeeze  closer  to  make  room  for  the  thirteenth, 
who  has  no  business  to  get  in.  By  Jove  I we 
positively  put  a premium  upon  hoggishness,” 
cries  Timotheus.  “Why  don’t  we  all  shout 
together  to  the  impudent  intruder,  ‘ This  stage 
is  full’?  John  Bull, under  such  exasperating 
circumstances,  is  not  content  with  scowling 
and  spreading  himself  upon  the  seat  so  that 
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there  may  be  no  possibility  of  further  accom- 
modation, but  he  Tprites  a tremendous  letter 
to  the  Tinies^  appealing  to  Magna  Charta  and 
the  Petition  of  Right,  and  adjuring  all  free 
Britons  to  rally  for  the  rights  of  Englishmen, 
and  he  signs  himself  Aristides  and  Cato 
and  Publicola,  until  the  unhappy  interloper 
is  ready  to  forswear  omnibuses  for  evermore.” 
In  fact,  the  thirteenth  man  in  the  English  con- 
veyance is  like  Mark  Twain  upon  his  recent 
visit  to  the  Governor  of  New  York.  The 
crowd  was  large,  and  3Ir.  Twain,  while  wait- 
ing, seated  himself  upon  a table,  and  uncon- 
sciously upon  a line  of  electric  bells,  which  in- 
stantly rang  an  alarm  in  every  direction,  and 
brought  a crowd  of  messengers  and  call-boys 
scurrying  in  hot  haste  to  obey  the  summons. 
The  twelve  Britons  in  the  omnibus  are  twelve 
electric  bells,  and  when  the  interloper  tries  to 
seat  himself  he  rings  an  alarm  in  twelve  re- 
verberating newspaper  offices,  and  brings  all 
England  about  his  ears. 

But  our  patient  good-nature  is  much  more 
humane,  and  if  there  be  more  joy  over  one 
jienitent  than  over  a host  of  just  persons,  there 
should  certainly  be  more  satisfaction  in  the 
knowledge  of  one  thirteenth  man  or  woman 
or  worn  shop-girl  for  whom  a seat  is  found, 
and  who  sorely  needs  the  seat,  than  over  the 
just  wrath  with  the  impudent  interloper  wiiose 
shocking  crime  of  entering  a full  omnibus  or 
car  is  remorselessly  exposed  in  the  newspapers. 
But  a still  stronger  plea  is  to  be  made  against 
hissing.  Accommodation  in  a car  or  stage  is 
not  a matter  of  taste,  but  enjoyment  of  a play 
is  wholly  so.  The  drama  that  I do  not  like, 
my  neighbor  may  greatly  enjoy.  If  I do  not 
like  it,  very  well.  Let  me  dislike  it,  and  if  it 
become  aggressively  disagreeable  to  my  taste 
and  judgment,  let  me  quietly  withdraw,  I 
bought  a ticket  to  the  play  ;.but  I did  not  re- 
ceive a guarantee  of  enjoyment.  Of  that  I 
took  the  risk,  and  if  in  the  lottery  I have  drawn 
a blank,  let  me  face  the  loss  like  a man,  and 
not  cry  and  sputter  like  a child. 

When  a man  hisses  because  he  does  not  like 
the  play,  he  is  not  merely  expressing  his  opin- 
ion in  a rude  and  offensive  w^ay,  but  he  is  dis- 
turbing the  pleasure  of  his  neighbor,  who  has 
paid  for  his  pleasure  and  is  entitled  to  receive 
it.  The  hisser  bought  no  more  right  than  his 
neighbor,  and  his  ticket  to  a chance  of  plea- 
sure is  not  a permit  to  revenge  his  disappoint- 
ment upon  another  person.  Long  ago  in  Rome, 
the  Easy  Chair,  when  its  wood  was  green  and 
not  fully  seasoned,  went  with  a comrade  to  hear 
Modena,  the  famous  Italian  tragedian.  It  docs 
not  remember  the  play,  but  the  house  was  very 
full  and  very  enthusiastic.  As  the  play  pro- 
ceeded and  the  action  became  more  intense, 
the  audience  was  more  and  more  excited.  But 
to  the  Easy  Chair  and  its  comrade  the  per- 
formance seemed  to  \ye  so  absurdly  over- 
wrought that  it  became  immensely  comical. 
They  could  not  help  laughing,  and  conscious 
of  the  angry  reproof  of  the  looks  around  them, 
the  laughter  became  almost  hysterical,  until 


the  wrathful  glances  of  their  neighbors  so 
plainly  threatened  trouble  for  what  were  sup- 
posed to  be  the  insolent  and  insulting  Inglesi^ 
that  they  silently — and  snickeringly — arose 
and  left  the  theatre. 

They  had  as  much  right  to  think  the  per- 
formance ludicrous  as  the  others  to  enjoy  it. 
But  they  had  no  more  right  to  disturb  the  en- 
joyment of  the  others  than  the  others  to  insist 
that  they  should  admire  the  play. 

If  now  some  acute  dialectician  should  ask 
why  the  Easy  Chair  and  its  comrade  had  not 
the  same  right  to  show  their  emotion  with 
those  who  admired  the  performance  and  who 
loudly  applauded,  the  reply  is  that  undoubt- 
edly the  abstract  right  was  the  same ; that  is 
to  say,  the  right  to  express  disapprobation 
equally  with  approbation;  but  the  exercise  of 
the  right  in  one  case  necessarily  produced,  and 
generally  produces,  disturbance,  while  that  of 
the  other  does  not.  It  is  a question  of  expedi- 
ency and  good  feeling,  and  resolves  itself  into 
the  inquiry.  How  shall  disapproval  • be  best 
shown?  Courtesy  and  humanity — for  what 
can  be  a more  painful  plight  than  that  of  an 
actor  who  is  hissed  because  the  play  which  he 
did  not  write  is  not  acceptable  to  the  audi- 
ence or  to  some  part  of  it  ? — courtesy  and  hu- 
manity both  dictate  that  if  you  are  not  pleased 
with  the  play  which  pleases  others,  you  shall 
not  clamor  and  hiss,  but  depart.  If  your  im- 
pression is  that  of  the  public,  it  will  not  come 
to  see  the  play,  and  absence  is  quite  as  signifi- 
cant and  conclusive  as  hissing. 

The  right  to  hiss,  like  the  right  to  rage 
against  the  thirteenth  passenger,  is,  in  the  sense 
already  explained,  an  undoubted  right.  But 
practical  policy,  expediency,  good  feeling,  and 
the  greatest  good  of  the  greatest  number 
tench  that  in  this  case  the  celebrated  position 
of  the  friend  of  the  Maine  liquor  law  is  the  true 
attitude.  That  worthy  citizen  w^as  for  the  law, 
but  “ agin  its  enforcement.”  Hissing  a play  or 
an  actor,  or  a singer  or  an  orator,  or — gracious 
heavens ! — a preacher,  may  be  a right,  since  a 
man  may  express  disapproval  and  choose  the 
method  of  doing  it,  but  it  is  a right  that  should 
not  bo  exercised  except  under  extraordinary 
circumstances. 


Clarissa  begs  the  Chair  to  say  a word 
about  smoking  in  public  places.  If,  as  she 
strongly  urges,  there  is  to  be  a movement  to 
abolish  poking  and  stabbing  innocent  pedes- 
trians in  the  street  with  ill-carried  umbrellas 
and  canes,  how  much  more  imperative  is  an 
uprising  to  deal  with  “those  coarse  and  care- 
less creatures  who  parade  the  streets  with 
ci^rs  in  their  mouths.  Must  we  forever  sub- 
mit to  this  intolerable,  this  sickening  nuisance, 
without  one  word  of  expostulation?”  These 
offenders,  remarks  Clarissa,  “are  persons  in 
the  form  of  men — ay,  and  many  of  them  wear 
the  garb  of  gentlemen,  and  verily  believe 
themselves  to  be  such.” 

These  usurpers  of  the  manly  form  declare 
that  the  street  is  public,  and  that  they  “ have 
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the  right”  to  smoke  in  public.  By  no  means. 
They  can  not  do  in  the  public  street  what  the 
public  forbids  to  be  done.  It  was  a good 
story  told  by  New  York  at  the  expense  of  Bos- 
ton that  in  that  sedate  metropolis  a stmuger 
was  wending  his  admiring  way  leisurely 
smoking  a cigar.  A policeman  stopped  him 
and  told  him  that  smoking  was  a hnablc  of- 
fense, and  collected  the  dues.  Presently  the 
admiring  stranger  seated  himself  upon  a door- 
step to  enjoy  the  scene  more  fully,  and  again 
the  policeman  admonished  him,  and  collected 
the  fine.  Tlie  admiring  stranger  gazed  sol- 
emnly at  the  ofiiccr  of  the  law,  and  remarked, 
gravely,  taking  out  his  purse,  “ As  I may  de- 
sire presently  to  expectorate  in  the  open  street, 
I should  like  to  settle  now  in  full.”  The  pub- 
lic decrees  what  may  and  what  may  not  be 
done  in  the  streets.  But  Clarissa  has  only  to 
reflect  how  many  most  important  matters  in 
the  streets  affecting  the  public  health  and  the 
universal  convenience  are  neglected,  to  see 
that  those  which  offend  the  tastes  and  person- 
al comfort  of  a few  will  hardly  be  regarded. 

And  has  Clarissa  done  all  her  duty  ? Has 
she  plainly  apprised  those  gilded  satellites  of 
hers  ‘‘  who  wear  the  garb  of  gentlemen,  and 


verily  believe  themselves  to  be  such,”  that 
they  must  choose  between  her  and  a cigarette, 
and  that  they  can  not  simultaneously  enjoy 
smoking  and  her  society  ? Has  she  taken  oc- 
casion to  intimate  that  in  her  opinion  no  gen- 
tleman, truly  so  called,  smokes  in  the  street, 
and  that  consequently  her  friend  Piccolino 
has  a double,  because  yesterday  she  saw  her 
friend  walking  near  Madison  Square,  until 
suddenly  she  saw — what  proved  that  it  was 
not  her  gentlemanly  friend  Piccolino  1 
Indeed,  the  problem  that  Clarissa  pron*ouncls 
can  best  be  solved  by  her  and  her  iriends. 
There  are  classes  of  offenders,  indeed — those, 
for  instance,  who  hang  pij)es  from  their  mouths, 
and  b’hoys  who  are  natural  offenders  in  this 
kind — whose  smoke  can  be  stayed  only  by 
stringent  laws  rigorously  enforced.  Th^ 
may  be  described  as  ‘‘persons  in  the  form  of 
maii.”  But  that  other  large  and  in  this  re- 
spect sinful  company  “ who  w^ear  the  garb  of 
gentlemen,”  they  are  amenable  to  the  influ- 
ences of  Clarissa,  and  such  smoke  she  and  her 
sister  sylphs  can  suppress.  Why  should  they 
not  form  a club  for  this  excellent  purpose, 
known  only  to  themselves,  and  call  them- 
selves mysteriously  the  Extinguishers  ? 


fbitnr’a  Itanj  Utratii. 


Mr.  FROUDE’S  labors  as  the  biographer 
and  literary  trustee  of  Carlyle  have  at 
length  been  brought  to  a close.  Ho  had  al- 
ready published  Carlyle’s  own  autobiograph- 
ical fragments,  an  account  of  Carlyle’s  early 
years  derived  from  that  portion  of  his  letters 
and  journals  which  brings  his  life  down  to  the 
beginning  of  his  permanent  residence  in  Lon- 
don, and  the  letters  and  memorials  of  Mrs.  Car- 
lyle describing  his  London  career  from  her 
stand-point.  And  he  now  completes  the  task 
that  w'as  assigned  to  him  by  Carlyle  himself 
by  a fuller  and  mure  circumstantial  account' 
of  Carlyle’s  life  in  London  from  his  removal 
thither,  in  1834,  at  the  age  of  thirty-nine,  till 
his  death,  at  the  ripe  old  age  of  eighty -five,  in 
1881. 

There  will  doubtless  bo  a diversity  of  opin- 
ion respecting  this  last  performance,  as  be- 
tween the  enthusiastic  admirers  and  the  ve- 
hement mislikers  of  Carlyle,  similar  to  that 
which  greeted  its  predecessors;  but  the  gen- 
eral verdict  that  will  be  reached  by  dispas- 
sionate readers  will  probably'  be  that  Mr. 
Froudehas  succeeded  in  producing  an  exceed- 
ingly able  and  intensely  disagreeable  book — 
not  lacking  in  interest,  but  so  overlaid  with 
unpleasant  and  belittling  personal  details  as 
to  disenchant  the  most  fervent  admirers  of 

» Thortios  Carlyle.  A Hutory  qf  Els  lAfe  in  London. 
18^4-1881.  By  Jambs  Anthony  Froudb,  M.A. 
trated.  Two  Volumes  In  One.  rSmo,  pp.  282  and  2U7. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


Carlyle’s  great  intellectual  gifts  of  any  illu- 
sions they  may  liave  indulged  respecting  the 
beauty  or  symmetry  or  real  greatness  of  bis 
character.  There  is  no  more  unlovely  flgnre 
in  modern  history  than  that  of  Carlyle  as  he 
is  depicted  by  biiuself  and  Mr.Froude  in  these 
filial  pages.  Cross-grained,  ill-tempercil,  fret- 
ful, and  easily  upset  by  the  merest  trifles,  he 
w'os  also  supremely  selfish.  Incapable  of  gov- 
erning bimself,  be  Lad  no  consideration  for 
others,  and  in  his  intercourse  with  men  he  oft- 
en manifested  a coarse  disregard  for  their  feel- 
ings and  their  rights  as  members  of  society. 
Quick  to  take  ofl’ense  and  morbidly  sensitive 
of  slights  even  where  neither  were  intended, 
he  was  habitually  and  causelessly  offensive 
and  insulting,  and  sometimes  brutally  so.  His 
irascibility  was  insufferable,  and  his  “niaug>' 
discontent”  made  all  who  came  in  close  con- 
tact with  him  miserable;  so  that  lits  best  and 
nearest  as  well  as  oldest  friend,  his  brother 
John,  found  it  impossible  to  live  under  the 
same  roof  with  him,  and  his  wife,  despite  her 
love  and  admiration  for  him,  was  often  forced 
to  confess,  in  terms  half  piteous  and  half  in- 
dignant, that  the  atmosphere  of  their  home 
was  that  of  a “ nia<l-hon8e.”  In  Lis  iiiibonnd- 
e<l  self-conceit  he  rated  his  own  powers  as  im- 
ineasurably  greater  than  those  of  any  of  his 
contemporarii^s,  and  aflected  to  believe  that 
the  subjects  which  occnpieil  their  minds  and 
pens — indeed,  that  all  subjects  lying  outside 
his  own  range  of  studies  aud  reflections — were 
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insignificant  or  worthless.  His  gaze  was  so 
intently  fixed  on  whatever  for  the  moment 
occupied  his  thoughts  that  he  was  mentally 
hlind  to  much  that  was  great  or  admirable  or 
beautiful  in  history,  in  society,  in  the  world, 
or  ill  his  fellow-men.  He  could  not  endure  to 
listen  to  eulogy  of  which  he  was  not  himself 
the  subject,  and  he  never  indulged  in  it,  how^ 
ever  greatly  it  might  be  deserved ; on  the  con- 
trary, there  is  scarcely  a name  in  literature, 
politics,  art,  or  philosophy  among  his  cou- 
tomporaries,  which  the  world  has  since  recog- 
nized as  great,  but  that  he  refers  to  with  some 
churlish,  or  sneaping,  or  contemptuous,  or 
cheapening  epithet.  And  finally  his  letters 
and  journals  are  one  long-drawn  and  monoto- 
nous whine  over  his  work,  his  mental  or  phys- 
ical conditions,  his  companionships  and  sur- 
roundings, magnifying  mole-hills  into  mount- 
ains, and  suggesting  to  the  reader  that  he  must 
**  have  eaten  of  the  insane  root  that  takes  the 
reason  prisoner.”  Of  course  another  and  more 
• pleasing  side  of  Carlyle^s  character  is  revealed 
by  his  letters  and  journals,  and  by  the  numer- 
ous passages  iutroductory  to  or  interlacing 
them  that  have  been  supplied  by  Mr.  Froude. 
He  was  also  an  affectionate  and  dutiful  son,  a 
constant  friend,  and  a loving  if  most  irritating 
and  trying  husband.  He  was  the  possessor  of 
grand  intellectual  gifts  and  powers,  which  he 
exerted  conscientiously  and  houestl y , according 
to  his  lights,  and  with  a courageous  independ- 
ence of  fear  or  favor,  for  the  instruction  and 
improvement  of  his  countrymen,  the  reform  of 
abuses,  and  the  eradication  of  whatsoever  he 
conceived  to  bo  error  or  falsehood.  To  men 
who,  like  him,  must  make  or  mar  their  own 
lives,  his  example  of  industry  and  manly  inde- 
pendence, of  honesty,  frugality,  and  pereever- 
ance,  and  of  diligence  in  the  acquisition  and 
verification  of  the  materia^  that  he  incorpo- 
rated in  his  great  and  enduring  works,  is  as 
full  of  instruct! veness  as  his  splendid  literary 
triumphs  are  of  encouragement.  Mr.  Fronde’s 
original  contributions  to  this  biography  are 
large  and  important,  and  are  comprised  in  the 
iutroductory  and  connecting  passages  to  which 
allusion  has  been  made.  In  these  Mr.  Fronde 
introduces  his  own  personal  recollections  of 
Carlyle,  and  sketches  of  his  life,  character,  and 
associations  in  later  yeara,  together  with  acute 
analyses,  criticisms,  and  estimates  of  his  vari- 
ous w'orks,  and  descriptions  of  his  methods  in 
preparing  them,  and  of  his  real  or  imaginary 
agonies  of  mind  and  body  at  the  period  of  their 
gestation  and  delivery.  These  are  always  able, 
as  is  everything  that  comes  from  the  pen  of 
this  vigorous  and  independent  thinker,  al- 
though here,  as  elsewhere,  he  often  expends 
his  vigor  in  cynicism  and  paradox,  and  carries 
his  iudopondenco  to  the  verge  of  singularity 
and  perverseness. 


Hawthorne  reveals  himself  so  freely  in  his 
writings  that,  in  the  absence  of  all  other  ma- 
terials, it  would  not  he  impossible  to  prepare 


from  them  a reasonably  full  and  interesting 
biography^.  His  romances  teem  with  matter 
illustrative  of  his  spiritual  and  intellectual 
nature,  and  with  allusions  to  incidents,  expe- 
rieucesi  and  infineuces  that  exerted  a poten- 
tial efifect  upon  his  character ; and  in  like  man- 
ner his  various  note- books  abound  in  passages 
that  throw  light  upon  the  general  coarse  and 
tenor  of  his  daily  life,  and  give  us  momentary 
glimpses  of  his  movements,  occupations,  asso- 
ciations, companionships,  and  hopes  and  teal’s. 
But  afiluent  as  these  are  of  biographical  ina- 
terial,  it  is  often  of  the  kind  that  leaves  much 
to  deduction  and  inference,  and  fails  to  bring 
the  reader  as  close  as  he  w'onld  come  to  the 
purely  personal  and  human  side  of  the  man. 
The  impressions  they  give  of  him  are  either 
shadowy  or  incomplete,  and  not  only  vary 
with  the  methods  and  immediate  stand-point 
of  the  observer,  but  are  often  and  very  largely 
coinages  of  his  own  intellect  or  fancy.  In  his 
Biogi'aphy  of  Nathaniel  Haicthome  and  hie  TTife,* 
their  son,  Mr.  Julian  Hawthorne,  has  sedulous- 
ly avoided  the  error  of  this  method,  and  leav- 
ing those  who  are  fond  of  specnlative  analysis 
and  theory  to  indulge  their  fancies,  has  con- 
fined himself  almost  exclnsively  to  the  work 
of  giving  the  reader  a very  real  and  nnmis- 
takahle  conception  of  Hawthorne’s  human  and 
natural,  as  distinct  from  his  merely  imagina- 
tive and  artistic,  personality.  And  as  the  lives 
of  Hawthorne  and  his  wife  were  inseparably 
blended,  on  the  imaginative  and  iutellectnal 
no  less  than  on  the  human  side,  the  biography 
becomes  a joint  one  after  having  first  briefly 
disposed  of  Hawthorne’s  ancestry  and  early 
years,  and  his  youthful  and  bachelor  character- 
istics, and  thence  on  carries  forward  with  equal 
step  the  history  of  the  tw^o  lives  and  of  tbe 
happiness  that  gilded  and  blessed  them. 

The  biography  is  very  largely  made  up  of 
the  letters  of  Mrs.  Hawthorne  to  her  mother 
and  sisters,  and  to  these  we  are  indebted  for 
a snccessioii  of  remarkable  familiar  pictures 
of  Hawthorne  and  his  environments,  as  well 
when  the  how  was  unstrung  as  when  it  was 
bent  to  its  utmost  tension,  during  tbe  most 
active  and  fruitful  period  of  his  literary  ca- 
reer. Second  only  in  personal  interest  to  the 
letters  of  Mrs.  Hawthorne  are  a number  from 
her  mother  and  sisters,  which  are  valuable  not 
only  for  their  own  intrinsic  grace  and  beauty, 
hut  also  for  the  clearness  with  which  they 
bring  out  some  of  the  most  expressive  lines 
of  Hawthorne’s  character.  With  these  let- 
ters, and  nntnerons  others  from  Haw  thonie  to 
members  of  his  family,  or  that  passed  between 
him  and  his  literary  and  personal  friends  in 
England  and  America,  the  biographer  inter- 
w'caves  and  intersperses  his  own  recollections 
of  his  father,  introducing  them  most  unobtru- 
sively, but  yet  so  appositely  and  graphically 
os  to  leave  on  the  mind  of  the  reader  a clear 

* Nathaniel  Hawthorne  and  hie  Wife.  A Bloj^raphy. 
By  Julian  Hawthorns.  In  two  V<>lumes,  12mo,  pp. 
605  and  465.  Boston : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 
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perception  of  Hawtborne^s  moral  and  intel- 
lectual character,  a vivid  impression  of  .his 
personal  traits,  disposition,  and  habits,  as  man- 
ifested in  the  alternations  of  work  and  play, 
in  the  study,  in  the  family,  and  iu  society,  and 
a singularly  distinct  and  life-like  image  of  his 
person.  Save  for  an  occasional  exhibition  of 
levity,  aud  the  needless  obtrusion  of  small 
raillery  on  subjects  of  no  moment,  by  the  bi- 
ographer, the  memoir  is  worthy  of  its  illustri- 
ous subject ; and  if  it  dispels  some  illusions  as 
to  Hawthorne’s  uniform  amiability  toward  his 
contemporaries,  and  sometimes  shows  him  in 
an  unpleasant  light  with  relation  to  those 
whoso  hospitality  ho  enjoyed,  it  leaves  ns  in 
no  doubt  as  to  the  general  symmetry  of  his 
character. 


Among  American  men  of  letters  there  have 
been  those  who  were  more  largely  endowed 
with  genius  than  Bayard  Taylor.  We  have 
had  greater  poets,  more  perfect  masters  of 
prose,  better  novelists,  deeper  thinkers  and 
critics,  and  more  accomplished  scholars;  but 
there  have  been  very  few  who  have  shown  as 
great  versatility,  or  who  have  accomplished 
so  much  really  good  work  in  so  many  widely 
different  departments  of  letters.  As  an  editor 
aud  letter-writer  for  the  press,  as  an  essayist, 
traveller,  novelist,  critic,  translator,  dramatist, 
and  poet,  he  fills  a large  and  honorable  place 
in  our  literature;  and  the  record  of  his  varied 
career  in  all  these  branches,  as  displayed  in  the 
two  recently  published  volumes  of  his  Life  and 
Letters,^  edited  by  Mrs.  Taylor  and  Mr.  Horace 
E.  Sendder,  is  a wholesome  and  impressive 
memorial  of  straggle  and  , achievement.  It 
were  faint  aud  merely  conventional  praise  to 
say  that  these  are  thoroughly  readable  vol- 
umes. They  are  that,  indeed,  but  they  are 
much  more  than  that:  they  are  inspiring  and 
instructive,  rich  in  encouragement  and  sug- 
gestive example  to  the  young  literary  aspir- 
ant who,  like  Taylor,  enters  upon  life  with  a 
modest  educational  equipment  and  with  largo 
odds  against  him,  and  who  must  go  through  a 
long  apprenticeship  to  hard  work — work,  too, 
that  is  often  uncongenial,  and  seems  to  lead 
no  whither — before  he  can  realize  the  smallest 
of  his  hopes  aud  ambitions.  Taylor  was  all 
his  life  a toiler,  often  au  impatient  and  grudg- 
ing toiler,  but  ho  never  faltered  or  slackened 
his  pace.  In  the  earlier  part  of  his  life  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  work  hard  and  al- 
most unremittingly  iu  order  that  he  might 
win  a subsistence;  but  how'ever  exacting  his 
labors,  he  even  then  made  time,  at  the  cost  of 
his  hours  of  sleep  aud  recreation,  for  the  study 
and  praetice  of  the  art  that  was  the  dream  and 
ambition  of  liis  life.  What  was  a necessity  in 
his  early  years  became  a conlirmed  habit  in 
his  mature  manhood,  and  while  devoting  him- 

•  Life  and  Leitera  of  Bayard  Taylor.  Edited  by  Ma- 
nis-UANSKN  TATI.OH  snd  Horacb  B.  Scudder.  In  Two 
Volufnea,  pp.  784.  Boston : Uoughton,  Mifiiln, 

aud  Co. 


self  to  his  routine  or  special  newspaper  duties 
with  an  assiduity  and thoroaghness  that  would 
have  exhausted  a less  robust  and  less  resolute 
man,  he  at  the  same  time  carried  forward  the 
numerous  large  literary  and  poetical  niider- 
takiugs  that  his  fertile  brain  projecte<l — un- 
dertakings which  he  persuaded  himself  would 
Xdace  his  name  high  up  among  the  worthies 
of  English  literature.  Thus  ho  was  ever  un- 
der a strain,  and  habitually  overtasked  his  re- 
markably vigorous  physical  and  mental  pow- 
ei-8.  The  multiplicity  of  the  tasks  that  he 
uudertook  left  him  no  hours  of  recreative  or 
contemplative  leisure;  aud  there  can  be  as 
little  doubt  that  in  this  way  ho  was  prevent- 
ed from  reaching  the  literary  excellence  that 
his  natural  abilities  made  possible  as  that  bo 
thus  prematurely  impaired  his  health  and  ma- 
terially shortened  his  life. 

The  manner  in  which  the  work  describing 
this  toilsome,  energetic,  and  fruitful  career 
has  been  executed  is  deserving  of  unqualifie<l 
commendation.  The  large  body  of  letters 
which  are  reproduced  in  it  cover  every  period 
of  Taylor^s  life,  and  in  his  own  words  describe 
his  early  associations  and  snrronndiugs,  intro- 
duce us  to  his  friends,  companions,  and  liter- 
ary contemporaries,  lay  bare  the  inmost  feel- 
ings of  his  heart,  his  lioj)es  and  fears,  sympa- 
thies and  antipathies,  jilans  and  ambitious, 
aud  disclose  his  cherished  ideals  aud  the  dom- 
inant aims  and  motives  of  his  life.  W'^here 
there  are  gaps  iu  the  letters,  snch  connecting 
links  and  comments  are  supxdied  by  the  ed- 
itors as  are  necessary  to  give  continuity  and 
completeness  to  the  narrative,  and  to  render 
the  portrait  of  the  man  more  perfect  and  life- 
like. How  extensive  aud  important  are  these 
additions  and  comments  would  hardly  be  sur- 
mised from  the  modest  claim  of  Mrs.  Taylor 
and  Mr.  Sendder  to  be  considered  only  as  ed- 
itors of  the  Life  and  Letters.  In  reality  they 
form  a very  largo  portion  of  both  volumes,  and 
are  not  only  indispensable  as  connecting  links, 
but  abound  in  discriminating  criticisms  aud 
judicious  estimates  of  Taylor’s  works  and 
workmanship,  and  iu  fine  biographical  tenches 
illustrative  of  his  character,  and  rev'ealing 
many  interesting  personal  incidents  aud  hap- 
penings which  the  letters  either  merely  hint 
of  or  pass  over  iu  silence. 


Coleridge*  was  so  prominent  a figure  iu 
English  literature,  his  writings  exerted  so  wide 
au  influence  upon  thought  aud  art,  and  his  x)er- 
Bonality  was  invested  with  so  much  that  chal- 
lenged general  interest  aud  curiosity,  that  the 
study  of  his  life  and  works  has  thus  far  lost 
scarcely  any  of  its  attractiveness  or  instruct- 
iveness by  the  lapse  of  time.  It  is  therefore 
not  a little  remarkable  that,  notwithstanding 
all  that  has  been  written  of  him — In  his  own 

* Coleridge.  By  H.  D.  Trailt..  “English  Men  of  Let- 
ters” Series.  l6mo,  pp.  199.  New  York:  Harper  and 
Brothers. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  LITERARY  RECORD. 


491 


Biographia  Literaiia^  in  the  biography  prepared 
by  his  son-in-law,  Henry  Nelson  Coleridge,  in 
the  recollections  and  essays  of  his  gifted  daugh- 
ter, Sara  Coleridge,  in  the  reminiscences  and 
memoirs  of  his  friends  and  con  temporaries,  and 
in  a multitude  of  critical,  analytical,  and  ex- 
pository papers  and  essays  by  eminent  schol- 
ars— there  has  been  no  popular  account  of  the 
man  and  his  works  in  which  tlie  incidents  of 
his  life  and  an  outline  of  his  productions  are 
brought  within  limits  suited  to  the  conven- 
ience of  the  intelligent  general  reader.  Such 
a memoir  has  at  length  been  prepared  by  Mr. 
H.  D.  Traill,  and  finds  an  appropriate  place  in 
Mr.  Morley’s  sterling  “ English  Men  of  Letters’' 
series,  of  which  it  fonns  one  of  the  most  at- 
tractive volumes.  Mr.  Traill  does  not  assmne 
to  have  discovered  any  new  materials  that 
throw  light  on  Coleridge’s  life,  but  his  atten- 
tion has  been  given  to  the  collection  of  all  the 
essential  facts  and  incidents  that  are  scatter- 
ed over  the  many  publications  that  have  al- 
ready appeared,  and  their  reduction  within  the 
limits  of  a brief  epitome.  The  portion  of  the 
memoir,  therefore,  which  relates  to  the  person- 
ality of  Coleridge  comprises  a large  amount 
of  material  that  will  be  new  to  those  readers 
who  have  had  access  to  a few  only  of  the 
books  that  have  been  written  concerning  him ; 
and  its  material  is  so  skillfully  arranged  as 
to  present  a very  compact  but  animated  por- 
traiture of  this  remarkable  man.  Not  less 
compact  and  satisfactory  are  Mr.  Traill’s  syn- 
optical outlines  and  critical  analyses  of  Cole- 
ridge’s writings  in  prose  and  verse,  his  esti- 
mate of  Coleridge’s  influence  upon  contempo- 
rary thought,  and  his  final  review  of  Cole- 
ridge’s intellectual  works  os  a poet,  thinker, 
scholar,  critic,  metaphysician,  and  theologian. 


The  history  of  England  during  the  one  hun- 
dred and  sixteen  years  that  elapsed  from  the 
accession  of  George  the  First,  in  1714,  to  the 
death  of  George  tlie  Third,  in  1830,  has  been 
so  fully  and  ably  treated  by  capable  historical 
w*ritors,  whoso  researches  and  labors  were  lit- 
erally exhaustive,  that  no  now  materials  are 
attainable  or  needed  by  the  historian  who 
now  undertakes  to  epitomize  the  history  of 
the  period,  and  sots  himself  to  analyze  the 
principles  that  were  then  developed  and  es- 
tablished, to  describe  the  events  that  then  oc- 
curred and  the  institutions  that  were  then 
founded,  to  sift  the  character,  the  motives,  and 
the  i>iiblic  acts  of  the  men  who  exerted  a po- 
tential influence  upon  the  thought  and  move- 
ment of  the  times,  and  to  trace  from  their  rise 
to  their  ultimate  results  the  principles,  poli- 
cies, and  institutions  which  the  statesmen  of 
that  day  originated  and  put  in  practical  oper- 
ation. 

This  is  a summary  of  the  task  which  Mr. 
Justin  McCarthy  has  undertaken,  and  thus 
far  has  executed  with  exemplary  ability,  in 
a work  to  be  completed  in  four  volumes,  which 


he  entitles  A Histm'y  of  the  Four  Georgesf  and 
of  which  the  first  volume,  covering  the  reign 
of  George  the  First  and  the  first  six  years  of 
George  the  Second,  is  now  published  by  the 
Messrs.  Harper. 

Mr.  McCarthy  makes  no  pretension,  in  justi- 
fication of  his  work,  to  have  discovered  any 
new  and  important  facts  that  had  escaped  the 
attention  of  other  historians,  or  that  had  been 
suppressed  or  distorted  by  them.  And  if  wo 
may  judge  by  the  manner  in  which  he  has  thus 
far  executed  his  work,  the  justification  for  it  is 
to  bo  found  in  the  fact  that  the  previous  his- 
tdries  of  the  period  have  been  on  a scale  so  ex- 
tensive, have  been  so  largely  occupied  w'ith  the 
details  of  foreign  afihirs  and  the  intricacies  of 
international  politics,  and,  it  must  be  confess- 
ed, have  been  so  dry  and  voluminous,  as  to  be 
neither  suitable  for  popular  reading  nor  gener- 
ally accessible.  Judging  of  it  by  the  install- 
ment of  it  now  before  us,  Mr.  McCarthy’s  work 
is  pre-eminently  a popular  history.  He  is  not 
silent  concerning  the  foreign  relations  of  the 
nation  and  their  endless  involvements  and  en- 
tanglements, but  relegates  them  to  a subordi- 
nate position,  and  holding  them  within  con- 
venient limits,  he  outlines  them  briefly,  though 
with  sufficient  fullness  for  an  intelligent  com- 
prehension of  the  general  drift  of  history.  By 
this  means  he  is  enabled  to  concentrate  atten- 
tion upon  the  internal  growths  and  develop- 
ments of  the  nation,  as  these  were  made  mani- 
fest by  the  increased  number  and  well-being 
of  its  people,  by  its  political  institutions,  with 
their  increment  of  civil  and  religious  liberty, 
by  its  science,  literature,  and  improved  arts, 
industries,  commerce,  and  social  conditions. 
Mr.  McCarthy’s  naiTative  of  current  events  is 
rapid  and  animated,  and  his  pictures  of  the 
great  and  small  men  who  come  and  go  upon 
the  scene,  and  leave  their  impress  for  good  or 
ill  upon  their  country,  are  exceedingly  graphic. 
But  perhaps  tho  portions  of  his  w^ork  which 
will  be  read  with  tho  most  interest  by  thought- 
ful and  mature  readers  are  those  in  which  he 
tersely  but  luminously  describes  the  death  of 
tho  old-fashioned  romantic  principle  of  per- 
sonal loyalty,  unconditional  loyalty,  the  loy- 
alty of  divine  right,  the  birth  of  the  modern 
principle  of  loyal t}^  and  the  evolution  and 
practical  application  of  the  idea  that  political 
liberty  is  of  more  importance  than  political 
authority,  with  their  legitimate  consequences 
of  the  transfer  of  power  to  the  representative 
chamber,  and  the  origin  of  the  modem  systems 
of  Parliamentary  opposition  and  ministerial 
responsibility.  The  general  reader  w^ill  not 
find  a dry  nor  an  uninteresting  page  in  the 
volume. 


It  is  long  since  any  poet  or  novelist  has  con- 
ceived a type  of  female  character  as  fresh  and 

» A History^  the  Four  Georges.  Bj  Justin  McCar- 
TUY.  M.P.  Ill  Four  Volumes.  Vol.  I.  ^o,pp.  321.  New 
York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

q'he  Same.  “ Pi-anklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  82. 
New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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original,  and  withal  as  lovely  and  real,  as  the 
Juditii  Shakespeare  of  Mr.  Black’s  last  and 
most  brilliant  novel.*  It  was  a happy  and  an 
andacions  thought  of  his  to  transport  his  road* 
ers  to  Shakespeare’s  times  and  Shakespeare’s 
own  household,  and  out  of  the  little  that  is 
known  of  Shakespeare’s  youngest  daughter  to 
weave  a romance  of  which  she  should  be  the 
central  and  inspiring  figure,  and  in  which  scant 
but  familiar  glimpses  should  be  given  of  her 
immortal  fixther.  All  that  is  certainly  known 
of  Judith  Shakespeare  may  be  very  briefly  stat- 
ed, and  amounts  to  this:  that  she  was  Shake- 
speare’s second  and  youngest  daughter;  that 
she  and  her  twin  brother  Hamnet  (who  died 
when  he  was  only  eleven  years  old)  were  born 
early  in  1585,  and  were  baptized  on  the  2d  of 
February  in  that  year;  that  on  the  10th  of 
February,  1616,  when  she  was  thirty-one  years 
old,  being  two  months  and  ten  days  before  her 
father’s  death,  she  married  Thomas  Quiney, 
the  son  of  an  old  friend  of  her  father;  that 
she  was  four  years  older  than  her  husband; 
that  in  his  will  her  father  left  her  three  hun- 
dred pounds  in  money  and  his  broad  silver 
gilt  bowle”;  that  she  became  the  mother  of 
tlii-ee  children,  Shakespeare,  Richard,  and 
Thomas;  and  that  she  survived  until  1662, 
when  she  died  at  the  age  of  seventy-seven. 
In  the  construction  of  his  charming  and  pic- 
turesque romance  Mr.  Black  has  regarded  or 
disregarded,  and  has  altered,  a<lded  to,  or  su[>- 
pressed,  these  few  and  prosaic  facts  as  the  ro- 
quiremouts  of  art  have  demanded.  There  is 
no  evidence  that  Judith  Shakespeare  was  her 
fathers  favorite  daughter,  or  that  she  was 
beautiful,  yet  he  has  made  her  both.  Ho  de- 
scribes her  as  being  twenty-five  years  old  at 
the  opening  of  the  story,  although  she  was  in 
reality  not  less  than  thirty,  since  it  opens  in 
May,  and  closes  at  the  end  of  the  following  win- 
ter with  preparations  for  her  approaching  mar- 
riage, which,  as  we  have  seen,  took  place  when 
she  was  thirty-one.  But  these  and  other  simi- 
lar little  anachronisms  are  of  small  moment. 
Mr.  Black  was  engaged  upon  a work  of  imagi- 
native art,  and  not  upon  a purely  biographical 
sketch ; and  out  of  the  slender  array  of  facts 
which  were  within  his  reach  he  Inxs  created 
an  ideal  but  very  real  and  thoroughly  lovable 
woman — ideal  in  so  far  as  he  has  invested 
Shakes  pc. ires  daughter  with  such  largo  intel- 
lectual gifts  and  graces,  such  rich  faculties  of 
fancy  and  imagination,  and  such  gracious  and 
winning  tempers  and  dispositions,  as  it  is  plea- 
sant to  imagine  may  have  been  possessed  by 
Shakespeare's  favorite  child;  and  real,  in  so 
far  as  he  has  clothed  her  with  those  tlesh  and 
blood  attributes  xvhich  do  not  belong  exclu- 
sivel}^  to  her  as  the  child  of  such  a father,  but 
were  the  common  possession  of  the  Warwick- 
shire maiden  of  her  day,  as  they  are  of  univer- 

• Judith  Shakespeare ; her  Love  Affairs  ami  Other  Ad- 
ventures.  A Novel.  By  William  Black.  ICmo,  cloth, 
pp.  81)1.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 

The  Same.  “ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4t0ipp.  70. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


sal  maidenhood  in  all  lands  and  times.  The 
story  which  Mr.  Black  has  based  upon  real  or 
imaginary  occurrences  in  the  life  of  Judith 
Shakespeare  and  her  father  is  as  flree  from  mere- 
ly sensational  or  exciting  incidents  os  its  plot 
is  from  intricacy  and  involvement.  Both  are 
singularly  simple  and  straightforward.  The 
reader’s  interest  is  concentrated  upon  the  win- 
some figure  of  Shakespeare’s  daughter,  and  is 
charmed  by  its  naturalness  and  its  reilectioii 
of  many  of  Sliakespeare’s  owni  characteristics. 
A true  child  of  her  father,  she  is  endoxved  with 
a rich  fancy,  a vivid  imagination,  and  an  in- 
tuitive love  of  the  poetical  and  the  beautiful, 
which  enable  her  to  appreciate  the  finest  ef- 
forts of  his  genius;  and  at  the  same  time  a 
true  woman,  she  sets  up  her  own  ideals  and 
weaves  her  own  romance.  The  story  al>ouuda 
in  delightful  episodes  describing  Shakespeare’s 
family  and  country  life  and  surroundings,  his 
habits  and  methods  of  working  wdiile  cngagexl 
upon  The  Tempest,  the  effect  produced  upon  Ju- 
dith and  her  faithful  friend  Prue  by  the  sur- 
reptitious perusal  of  portions  of  it  that  he  had 
left  fresh  from  his  iieii  in  his  garden  summer- 
house, and  the  pride  with  which  she  placed  them 
before  a London  gallant  and  ailventurer  who 
had  been  lured  to  Warwickshire  by  the  report 
of  the  matchless  beauty  of  Shakespeare’s  daugh- 
ter, and  having  secured  access  to  her  in  the 
guise  of  a wizard,  at  first  xvon  her  pity  by  the 
pretension  that  he  was  in  hiding  from  some 
great  peril,  and  then  her  gratitude,  and  even  a 
Avarmer  feeling,  by  his  glowing  accounts  of  her 
father’s  triumphant  success  in  Loudon  as  poet 
and  dramatist,  and  by  his  artful  and  apprecia- 
tive praises  of  the  iiewiy  written  play.  Be- 
sides this  lost  exquisitely  conceived  episode, 
upon  w'hich  the  action  of  the  story  principal- 
ly hinges,  there  are  other  scarcely  less  delight- 
ful ones — depicting  Judith’s  comradeship  with 
her  ten-year-old  cousin  Willie  Hart,  and  his 
homage  of  boyish  love ; her  wooing  by  a prag- 
matical parson  whom  she  hated,  and  by  honest 
and  stiilwart  Tom  Quiney,  whom  she  merciless- 
ly snubbed  and  afterw'ard  married;  the  cot- 
tage life  of  her  shrewd  old  peasant  grandmo- 
ther Hathaway,  at  Shottory ; and  her  ow'n  re- 
pressed home  life  at  New  Place  in  the  compan- 
ionship of  her  shrowdsh  and  planning  mother 
and  of  her  staid  and  placid  but  worldly-wise 
married  sister,  Susanna  Hall.  The  romance 
sparkles  with  scenes  of  varied  and  changeful 
beauty,  and  abounds  in  fine  touches  illusti*a- 
tive  of  rural  life  in  Warwickshire  during 
the  last  years  of  Elizabeth  and  the  opening 
years  of  the  reign  of  the  first  James.  Its  in- 
terest is  enhanced  by  a number  of  brilliant  il- 
lustrations by  Mr.  Abbey,  but  wdiich,  notwith- 
standing their  technical  and  artistic  excellence, 
fall  very  far  short  of  Mr.  Black’s  conception  of 
Judith’s  grace  and  beauty. 

Mb.  Henuy  James’s  Tales  of  Three  Cih'ca’  are 
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very  clever  performances.  Tbeir  style  is  so 
nearly  perfect  that  in  reading  them  one  rarely 
conies  upon  a weak,  an  ungraceful,  or  an  ob- 
scure or  inelegant  sentence,  and  no  less  rarely 
upon  one  that  does  not  contain  a fair  propor- 
tion of  intellectual  aliment  of  good  quality. 
Nor  are  the  beauty  and  polish  and  clearness 
of  their  style  and  the  pregnant  thoughtful- 
ness of  their  matter  their  sole  excellences. 
They  abound  in  subtle  analyses  of  character 
and  society,  in  sharp  and  pointed  though  deli- 
cately veiled  satire,  and  in  crisp  descriptions 
and  portraitures.  They  are  wise  and  witty, 
pungent  and  amusing,  bright  and  incisive. 


Mr.  Cable’s  latest  romance,  Ih\  Verier,®  is 
another  variation  upon  a theme  which  is  in- 
trinsically novel  and  attractive,  and  which  he 
has  made  exceedingly  popular  by  the  grace 
and  lightlies  with  Avhich  he  has  handled  it. 
The  creoles  of  New  Orleans,  or  descendants  of 
the  original  French  colonists  and  settlers  who 
founded  and  impressed  their  characteristics 
upon  that  most  exotic  of  American  cities,  form 
a peculiar  people,  whose  identity  has  been  pre- 
served intact  for  many  generations  by  the  in- 
sensible operation  of  the  law  of  inertia,  assist- 
ed by  their  traditions  and  associations,  and 
their  indelible  social  and  personal  idiosyncra- 
sies. Though  gradually  diminishing  in  num- 
bers, and  probably  destined  to  extinction  at 
no  very  remote  day,  they  have  successfully  re- 
sisted amalgamation  with  the  energetic  and 
progressive  Anglo-American  element  that  has 
surged  around  and  about  them  with  annually 
increasing  violence  from  the  time  of  the  Loui- 
siana purchase  until  the  present  day,  and  they 
form  a unique  class,  easily  distinguishable 
from  all  others  by  their  language,  manners, 
tastes,  habits,  and  the  peculiarities  of  their  re- 
ligious and  domestic  life.  Perhaps  the  most  de- 
cided change  that  has  been  eftected  upon  them 
by  the  exigencies  of  intercourse  is  a modifica- 
tion of  their  language,  resulting  in  a dialect 
of  blended  French  and  English,  which  is  in 
reality  a new  jxitois,  as  peculiar  and  difficult  of 
acquisition  by  the  outside  world  as  any  other 
of  their  most  distinctive  characteristics.  Mr. 
Cable  was  the  first  to  discover  the  possibilities 
of  the  new  field  for  romance  that  was  opened 
by  this  vanishing  remnant  of  the  old  colonists, 
and  he  has  since  tilled  it  with  signal  assiduity 
and  success.  In  Ih\  Sevier^  as  in  its  predeces- 
sors, ho  reproduces  upon  a groundwork  of  ro- 
mantic fiction  the  traits  of  creole  life  and 
manners,  and  illustrates  the  manners,  bearing, 
modes  of  thought  and  expression,  disposition, 
and  customs  of  the  entire  class  by  a delinea- 
tion of  some  of  its  representative  individuals. 
The  story  is  graceful  and  piquant  rather  than 
deep  and  absorbing ; the  incidents  by  which  it 
is  diversified  are  varied  and  engaging  rather 
than  striking  or  impressive;  and  its  actors 

• Dr.  Sevier.  By  Qeoroe  W.  Cable.  ISmo,  pp.  478. 
Boston : James  R.  Osgood  and  Co. 


move  in  an  atmosphere  that  glows  with  semi- 
tropical  warmth,  w’hose  genial  or  enervating 
influences  dispose  them  to  a languorous  ease 
that  is  interrupted  by  occasional  gusts  of  pas- 
sion and  bursts  of  activity,  or  to  a gentle  gay- 
ety  which  has  an  under-tone  of  peusiveness. 
Mr.  Cable  delineates  this  phase  of  character 
with  rare  delicacy ; his  narrative  is  enliveuetl 
with  picturesque  or  amusing  situations,  and 
with  fine  touches  of  humor  and  pathos ; and 
his  descriptions  are  remarkable  for  the  warmth 
of  their  coloring  and  the  minute  finish  of  their 
details. 


Mr.  Charles  E.  Cradock’s  maiden  novel, 
Where  tl\e  Battle  was  Fought^*  is  an  earty  realiza- 
tion of  the  promise  of  his  recent  volume  of 
stories,  In  the  Tennessee  Mountains.  The  nar- 
rative and  descriptive  power  and  the  artistic 
taste  and  capabilities  that  were  manifest  in 
his  shorter  tales  in  this  more  serious  and  pro- 
longed effort  have  ripened  into  a rich  fruit- 
age. The  tale  is  intensely  American,  but,  un- 
like many  novels  which  assume  to  bo  distinct- 
ively American,  it  does  not  depend  upon  the 
use  of  dialect  or  a recourse  to  local  and  limit- 
ed peculiarities  for  its  claims  to  be  such.  Nor 
are  its  actors,  as  is  the  case  with  most  of  such 
productions,  so  superficially  American  that  if 
the  local  or  provincial  environments  were 
changed  by  w'hich  they  are  specialized  they 
might  pa^  equally  as  well  for  denizens  of  any 
other  country.  It  is  not  only  American  in 
name,  but  it  is  pervasively  so ; its  entire  tone 
and  sentiment,  its  atmosphere  and  scenery, 
its  incidents,  actors,  memories,  associations, 
legends,  and  fancies,  belong  exclusively  to  our 
own  land  and  people,  and  have  only  so  much 
in  common  with  those  of  other  lauds  as  is  the 
universal  heritage.  The  scene  is  laid  in  but 
is  not  confined  to  Tennessee,  in  the  vicinity  of 
one  of  the  great  battle-fields  of  the  late  war, 
and  gives  the  novelist  an  opportunity  to  in- 
troduce a new  and  impressive  element  iu  his 
story,  in  the  form  of  the  weird  popular  imagin- 
ings and  semi-superstitions  that  have  had  their 
birth  in  memories  and  associations  connect- 
ed with  the  dread  battle-ground.  These  are 
introduced  in  the  narrative  with  judicious 
reserve,  and  often  with  telling  poetic  and  dra- 
matic effects,  and  although  explicable  by  nat- 
ural causes,  invest  the  actors  in  the  drama,  its 
scenes  and  incidents,  with  a pleasing  sense  of 
the  mysterious  and  preternatural.  The  tale 
is  a comparatively  uneventful  one,  and  the 
reverse  of  sensational.  Its  interest  depends 
rather  upon  the  play  and  portraiture  of  char- 
acter, the  delineation  of  a phase  oi  post-bellum 
Tennessee  life  and  manners,  and  the  quiet  un- 
folding aud  condign  defeat  of  the  villainous 
plans  of  a talented  aud  unscrupulous  rascal, 
than  upon  the  surprises  aud  excitements  of  its 
incidents. 

• Where  the  Battle  was  Fought.  A Novel.  ByCoABLES 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  18th  of  De- 
cember.— The  popular  vote  for  Presi- 
dent this  year  for  the  'whole  country  was 
10,046,073,  a gain  over  1880  of  827,822.  James 
G.  Blaine^s  total  was  4,847,659,  and  Grover 
ClevelaucVs,  4,913,901;  the  Prohibition  vote 
was  150,633,  and  the  Butler,  133,880.  The  vote 
of  New  York  State  as  oflScially  announced, 
November  21,  showed  a Democratic  plurality 
on  the  highest  elector  of  1149,  and  on  the  low- 
est elector  a plurality  of  1077. 

The  seoond  session  of  the  Forty-eighth  Con- 
gress was  opened  December  1.  After  listen- 
ing to  the  President’s  Message,  both  Houses 
adjourned,  out  of  respect  to  the  memory  of 
Senator  Anthony. 

President  Arthur  in  his  Message  recommend- 
ed that  the  scope  of  the  neutrality  laws  be  en- 
larged so  os  to  cover  all  patent  acta  of  hostil- 
ity committed  in  our  territory  and  aimed 
against  the  peace  of  a friendly  nation;  that 
our  naturalization  laws  be  revised  and  made 
uniform;  that  the  coinage  of  silver  doUai’s 
and  issuance  of  silver  certiticates  be  immedi- 
ately suspended ; that  all  excise  taxes  except 
those  on  spirits  be  abolishe<l;  that  our  coast 
defenses  be  strengthened ; that  the  navy  be 
restored ; that  the  unit  of  weight  in  first-class 
mail  matter  be  one  ounce ; that  Congress  as- 
sume absolute  political  control  of  Utah ; that 
our  merchant  marine  be  revived  by  commercial 
treaties,  by  a better  consular  service,  by  the 
enactment  of  measures  to  favor  the  constme- 
tion  of  a steam  carrying  marine  under  the  flag 
of  the  United  States,  and  by  the  establishment 
of  a uniform  currency  basis  for  all  countries 
on  the  American  continent;  that  a national 
bankrupt  law  be  adopted ; and  that  a suitable 
pension  he  conferred  on  General  Grant. 

The  Military  Academy  Bill,  appropriating 
$309,771,  passed  the  House  December  10. 

The  bill  for  the  admission  of  Dakota  passed 
the  Senate  December  16.  It  provides  for  a di- 
vision of  the  Territory  on  the  forty-sixth  par- 
allel of  north  latitude,  the  part  north  of  the 
line  to  remain  a Territory  under  the  name  of 
Lincoln. 

The  Reagan  substitute  for  the  Interstate 
Commerce  Bill  passed  the  House  December  16. 

The  bill  to  discontinue  the  issue  of  green- 
backs of  small  denominations  was  defeated  in 
the  House  December  15. 

The  House,  December  15,  passed  the  bill  ele- 
vating the  head  of  the  Agricultural  Depart- 
ment to  the  position  of  a cabinet  officer,  with 
the  title  of  Secretary  of  the  Department  of 
Agriculture. 

The  Cotton  Centennial  Exposition  at  New 
Orleans  was  opened  December  16. 

William  P.  Sheffield,  of  Newport,  was  ap- 
pointed to  succeed  the  late  Mr.  Anthony  in  the 
United  States  Senate. 
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The  total  ordinary  receipts  of  the  United 
States  during  the  year  ending  June  30  were 
$348,519,869  92,  and  the  total  ordinary  expend- 
itures for  the  year,  exclusive  of  the  sinking 
fund,  were  $244,126,244  33. 

The  United  States  public  debt  was  increased 
$747,124  13  during  November,  owing  to  an  uu- 
nsnal  demand  for  pension-money. 

The  British  Franchise  Bill  passed  the  House 
of  Lords  Decembers,  and  the  next  day  received 
the  royal  assent. — The  Redistribution  Bill 
passed  a second  reading  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons December  4. 

The  Senatorial  Reform  Bill  passed  the  French 
Senate  Decembers,  and  the  Chamber  of  Depu- 
ties the  day  following. 

The  Turkish  atrocities  in  Macedonia  are  in- 
creasing. As  many  as  two  hundred  Chris- 
tians have  been  murdered  within  a short  time, 
and  three  villages  have  been  burned. 

M.  Schenck  lias  been  elected  President  of 
the  Swiss  Confederation  for  1885,  and  M.  Deu- 
cher  Vice-President.  Both  are  Radicals. 

Prince  Bismarck  has  snftered  three  defeats 
in  the  Reichstag:  November 26,  in  the  passage 
of  a resolution  to  pay  members  of  that  body 
for  legislative  services ; December  3,  by  the 
adoption  of  a motion  to  repeal  the  law  em- 
powering the  government  to  expel  or  intern 
prists  for  illegally  exercising  their  functions; 
and  December  15,  by  a refusal  to  create  a Sec- 
ond Directorship  in  the  Ministry  of  Foreign 
Afiairs. 

DISASTERS. 

November  28. — Steamer  Durango  sunk  in  col- 
lision in  the  English  Channel.  Twenty  lives 
lost. 

November  29. — ^Thirteen  men  killed  and  sev- 
eral wounded  by  the  bursting  of  the  boiler  of 
the  French  man-of-war  Bigault  Genouillg  off 
the  coast  of  Formosa. 

Decembers. — ^Thirty  persons  drowned  by  the 
foundering  of  the  steamer  Pochard  off  Holy- 
head. 

December  14. — Eleven  persons  drowned  by 
the  foundering  of  the  steamer  Carranza  off  the 
Isle  of  Wight. 

OBITUARY. 

November  22. — In  Foo-Chow,  China,  Bishop 
Isaac  W.  Wiley,  of  the  Methodist  Church, 
aged  sixty  years. 

Novemhei'  27, — In  New  York,  Henry  Ivison, 
aged  seventy  - six  years. — In  Vienna,  Fanny 
Elssler,  aged  seventy-three  years. 

November  29. — In  New  York,  Major-General 
Gershom  Mott,  of  New  Jersey,  aged  sixty-two 
years. 

December  10. — In  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  Reuben  R. 
Springer,  aged  eighty-four  years. 

December  l\. — In  Paris,  J iiles  Bastien-Lepage, 
aged  thirty-six  years. — In  Paris,  General  Emile 
Flenry,  aged  sixty-nine  years. 
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IT  is  still  au  opeu,  or  rather  a debatable, 
question  whether  honesty  is  the  best  pol- 
icy.” So  much  depends  upon  the  view  one 
takes  of  life.  Some  moralists  say  that  to  de- 
grade it  into  a question  of  policy  is  to  take 
all  the  merit  ont  of  honesty.  If  the  object  is 
simply  to  get  on  in  life,  observation  shows 
that  plenty  of  men  get  wealth  and  position 
and  political  preferment  by  not  running  what 
is  called  honesty  into  the  ground.  Almost 
every  one  admits  that  a reputation  for  hon- 
esty is  useful,  and  everybody  knows  that  it  is 
often  acquired  by  a long-headed  shrewdness 
in  speech  and  action.  The  sobriquet  of  “ Hon- 
est old  John”  is  worth  a great  deal  in  politics 
with  the  people,  but  the  intimate  friends  of 
Old  John”  find  him  sufficiently  compliant  to 
the  ways  of  the  world.  There  are  so  many 
connterfeits  of  honesty,  so  much  that  is  mere- 
ly conventional,  that  when  a man  is,  without 
the  least  pretension  or  advertisement,  up  and 
down  honest,  it  is  often  difficult  to  get  people 
to  believe  in  him.  And  society  is  on  such  au 
artificial  basis  with  regard  to  this  virtue  that 
the  question  is  open  whether  it  is  policy  for 
one  man  to  pursue  it  to  the  bitter  end,  and  be- 
come au  impracticable,  uncomfortable  person 
to  live  with.  Legal  honesty  is  tolerably  com- 
mon ; for  it  is  not  true  that  the  majoiity  of 
people  are  kept  out  of  jail  owing  to  the  im- 
perfections of  courts  and  the  difficulty  of  con- 
viction. There  is  a great  respect  for  law,  and 
in  x>rivato  life  an  innate  or  cultivated  sense 
of  justice  and  fair-dealing^  We  all  know  hon- 
est men,  and  we  single  them  out,  and  speak  of 
them  as  honest  with  emphasis,  showing  that 
we  regard  it  as  a kind  of  distinction  to  be 
simply  honest.  A man  can  easily  be  conspic- 
uous by  being  pretty  honest.  We  do  not  ne- 
cessarily choose  such  men  for  office — it  has, 
indeed,  become  a sort  of  mocking  proverb  that 
such  a man  is  too  honest  to  go  through  the 
necessAry  steps  to  commend  himself  to  the 
suffrages  of  the  mojority^ — but  we  like  to  have 
them  in  the  community,  for  they  impart  a sort 
of  stability  to  our  shifting  affairs.  If  what  a 
man  wants  in  this  world  is  peace  of  mind,  and 
if  he  enjoys  having  the  absolute  confidence  of 
those  who  know  him  intimately — if,  as  the 
slang  is,  that  is  his  lay  in  life — why,  entire 
honesty  is  doubtless  good  policy.  But  if  he 
w'ants  to  be  at  the  head  of  the  poll  every  time, 
no  matter  how  parties  and  policies  shift,  and 
if  he  wants  to  get  rich  with  speed,  and  control 
railways,  and  own  legislators,  and  be  a power 
dreaded  and  to  be  propitiated  in  all  affairs, 
what  does  observation  of  men  who  are  suc- 
cessful in  these  ways  teach  that  he  ought  to 
do?  We  admit  that  the  world  has  only  a 
qualified  admiration  for  a man  who  cheats  in 
the  sale  of  a horse,  or  makes  money  by  selling 
us  bad  ffour  branded  os  good,  and  we  feel  a 
righteous  disgust  for  a low  follow  who  filches 


a ham  out  of  the  smoke-house.  For  low  fel- 
lows there  is  almost  a common  consent  of  pub- 
lic opinion  that  honesty  should  be  their  policy. 
But  do  we  have  the  same  feeling  toward  a man 
who  corners  wheat  on  a large  scale,  and  makes 
such  a rise  in  prices  that  the  low'  fellow,  w'ho 
is  pinched,  maybe,  for  something  to  eat,  thinks 
himself  justi lied  in  taking  the  ham  ? Of  course 
we  say  that  his  conduct  is  outrageous,  and  that 
he  ought  to  be  hanged,  but  w'h^ether  he  shall 
be  invitod  to  dinner  and  keep  his  place  in  so- 
ciety on  account  of  his  operation”  dei>eud8  a 
good  deal  upon  its  success,  whereas  the  “ op- 
eration” of  the  ham  man  is  just  as  reprehen- 
sible in  the  eyes  of  society  whether  it  succeeds 
or  not.  Oh,  my  friends,”  says  the  preacher 
of  this  world,  “ the  ejo  of  the  world  is  upon 
us;  we  are  passing  away ; let  ns  be  honest  in 
small  things.”  We  make  these  distinctions  in 
practice,  whatever  we  do  in  theory.  We  have 
a contempt  for  the  man  who  sells  his  vote. 
But  if  a man  buys  a great  many  such  votes,  or 
pays  for  the  running  of  the  machinery  that 
buys  them,  and  gets  himself  elected  Governor, 
or  wins  a seat  in  the  Senate,  operating  on  the 
hustings  or  in  the  Legislature,  we  make  the 
same  distinction  that  wo  do  between  other  i*e- 
tnil  and  wholesale  operations.  If  we  heard 
that  a railway  corporation  hired  a man  to  steal 
private  property  along  the  line,  we  should  lose 
our  respect  for  the  man,  and  to  a certain  ex- 
tent for  the  officers  of  the  corporation,  but  w e 
can  feel  that  it  is  another  thing  for  them  to 
own  a Legislature  and  procure  legislation  that 
increases  the  taxation  of  every  citizen. 

Perhaps  the  rarest  of  all  honesty  is  intel- 
lectual honesty,  wdiich  requires  courage  toward 
othera,  and  toward  ourselves  a conscience  that 
is  not  afraid  to  probe  the  mind.  The  conven- 
tionalities and  relations  of  society  are  not  fa- 
vorable to  the  development  of  this  sort.  The 
higher  our  civilization,  the  more  complicated 
our  relations,  and  the  more  w'e  are  entangled 
in  the  meshes  of  conventionality.  We  get  a 
habit  of  hedging  and  concealing.  As  the  re- 
sponsibilities for  our  inffnenco  increase,  and 
perhaps  as  our  view  widens,  we  are  more  cau- 
tious and  less  courageous,  and  find  an  increase 
in  the  number  of  ideas  it  is  not  policy  to  ex- 
press. The  pariah  is  (wdth  rare  exceptions) 
the  only  one  w ho  can  afford  the  luxury  of  in- 
tellectual honesty.  And  if  a man  attempts  it, 
the  chance  is  that  he  will  become  a pariah — 
running  the  risk  always  that  the  pariah  of  one 
generation  will  be  deemed  the  prophet  of  the 
next.  It  is  not  a pleasant  reffectiou  that  we 
are  to  look  to  outcasts  for  that  emancipation 
that  results  in  intellectual  honesty;  but  this 
W'hole  matter  is  forced  upon  the  Draw^er  by 
what  is  now  going  on  in  the  Reformatory  at 
Elmira,  New  York,  where  convicU  (for  penal 
offenses)  are  sent  between  the  ages  of  sixteen 
and  thirty  for  first  offenses.  In  the  system 
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there  education  is  conspicuous,  the  awakening 
of  the  incutal  powers,  not  simply  in  the  nidi- 
lueuts,  but  in  higher  studies,  such  as  ethics. 
Now  w hat  is  noticed  in  the  Casuistry  or  Prac- 
tical Morality  class,  which  has  a session  on 
Sunday,  and  comprises  a couple  of  hundred 
men,  is  not  merely  the  interest  awakened  in 
abstract  questions,  and  the  acuteness  with 
which  they  are  discussed,  but  the  intellectual 
honesty  and  unreserve  of  the  pupils.  They 
express  their  minds  without  the  least  thought 
of  public  opinion,  or  of  any  advantage  or  dis- 
advantage. They  are  convicts,  for  a time  out- 
cast from  society,  and  they  have  absolutely  no 
motive  for  anything  except  intellectual  hon- 
esty ill  these  exercises.  If  they  approach 
questions  of  morals  without  much  previous 
knowledge,  they  approach  them  absolutely 
without  prejudice.  They  might  examine,  for 
instance,  the  ethics  of  Socrates  or  of  the  New^ 
Testament  with  the  same  impartiality  that 
Chinese  and  Japanese  boys  in  this,  country 
have  been  known  to  show  toward  Christianity 
— studying  it  as  coolly  as  they  studied  politic- 
al economy.  When  their  minds  are  awaken- 
ed, they  go  to  w'ork  fresh,  and  without  the 
least  intellectual  reserve  as  to  where  the  ex- 
amination will  lead  them,  and  there  is  nothing 
in  their  condition  that  prevents  an  absolute 
mental  deliverance  of  any  ideas  that  arise. 
The  practical  point  of  all  this  for  us  is  that  if 
we,  who  are  out  of  jail,  can  not,  owing  to  the 
sophisticated  condition  w’e  have  got  ourselves 
into,  settle  such  a simple  question  as  whether 
honesty  is  the  best  policy,”  we  might  refer  it 
to  the  Casuistry  class  in  the  Elmira  Reforma- 
tory. 

In  fact, they  have  already  considered  it;  and 
the  practical  diflBculty  is  to  get  their  view 
adopted  by  the  rest  of  the  w^orld.  They  agree 
with  Socrates  and  the  New  Testament.  We 
wdll  not  conceal  tlie  fact  that  there  was  differ- 
ence of  opinion  even  there.  While  the  major- 
ity held  that  the  maxim  is  sound,  and  in  line 
with  the  teaching  of  Socrates  as  well  as  Frank- 
lin, there  were  those — recently  come  in  from 
the  outside  world,  probably — w^ho  held  a dif- 
ferent opinion.  One,  for  instance,  maintain- 
ed that  honesty  was  the  best  policy  in  small 
things,  but  not  iu  large.  But  the  fallacy  of 
this  x>osition  was  show'ii  by  another  disputant, 
who  covered  the  whole  moral  ground  by  an  il- 
lustration. He  had  a friend,  he  said,  who  began 
operations  iu  New  York  iu  a small  way.  He 
borrowed  ten  dollars,  and  repaid  it,  twenty, 
and  repaid  it,  fifty,  and  repaid  it,  and  a hun- 
dred, and  so  on,  till  he  got  a reputation  for 
strict  integrity  and  established  his  credit.  Ho 
then  went  over  to  Philadelphia,  and  used  his 
credit  for  a largo  scheme ; he  borrowed  money, 
and  borrowed  more,  until  ho  had  in  his  hands 
two  hundred  thousand  dollars,  and  ha  got  away 
with  the  whole  of  it! 


They  8x>eak  all  languages  in  New  York,  and 
speak  them  well,  and  art  is  appreciated  there 
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as  it  is  nowhere  else,  perhaps.  An  artist  was 
riding  iu  an  up-town  stage  the  other  day,  wdien 
he  caught  this  fragment  of  conversation  be- 
tw'een  a couple  of  gentlemen  who  appeared  to 
have  travelled  and  to  know  the  world : 

“ Well,  who  is  the  best  artist  iu  America  f” 

“ Why,  Nost.  According  to  my  notion,  he’s 
the  Maison  Dw'ie  of  this  country.” 


It  is  quite  unnecessary  to  say  that  the  fol- 
lowing, which  is  accompanied  by  an  affidavit, 
comes  from  Massachusetts : 

The  assembly  of  eight  members  of  the  bar 
at  a recent  term  of  court  in  one  of  the  counties 
of  Connecticut  was  certainly  peculiar,  and  to 
a stranger  presented  a thoroughly  ludicrous 
appearance.  The  presiding  judge  was  lame, 
the  oldest  lawyer  w’as  double  club-footed,  a 
leading  member  just  dragged  himself  around, 
having  suffered  a severe  stroke  of  paralysis, 
another  prominent  lawyer  had  but  one  arm,  a 
young  lawyer  was  a cripple,  the  clerk  of  the 
court  was  at  death’s  door  of  an  incurable  dis- 
ease, and  the  only  prisoner  during  a session 
w'hen  all  the  above  were  present  was  a cripple 
who  was  indicted  for  murder  iu  the  first  de- 
gree.   

Several  weeks  since,  little  Genie,  four  years 
old,  while  travelling  in  company  with  his  par- 
ents from  their  old  home  in  Maine  to  a new 
one  in  California,  occupied  at  night  with  his 
mother  an  upper  berth  in  the  sleeping  car. 
Awaking  once  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  his 
mother  asked  him  if  he  knew  where  ho  was. 

“ Tourse  I do,”  he  replied.  “ I’m  iu  the  top 
drawer.” 


The  “ fours”  also  can  reason : 

Helen  was  four  yesterday.  Sitting  on  the 
floor  this  morning  with  the  new  dolly  which 
the  birthday  had  added  to  her  little  family, 
she  quietly  said : 

“ Say,  mamma,  what  is  a widower  f” 

No  answer  ivas  given,  and  some  minutes 
elapsed,  during  which  the  doll  seemed  to  have 
taken  her  whole  attention.  Then  turning 
quickly  she  said : 

“ I know  what  a widower  is,  mamm.a.” 

“ Well  T”  was  the  response. 

Why,  when  a lady  gets  married,  and  his 
wife  dies,  she’s  a widower.” 


Colonel  Edward  Cantwell  was  Military 
Governor  of  Norfolk  under  the  C.S.A.  in  1862, 
and  ordered  the  British  consul  to  report  for 
duty  on  the  home  guard.  But  the  latter  was 
more  willing  to  serve  his  country  in  the  paths 
of  peace  and  pleasantness,  and  objected  on  the 
ground  of  being  consul  at  Norfolk. 

“ Consul  to  what  government,  sirt” 

“To  the  United  States  government.” 

“But,  sir,  you  are  not  in  the  United  States ; 
you  are  iu  the  Confederate  States,  and  you 
must  show  me  papers  accrediting  you  to  the 
Confederate  States  of  America.” 
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‘‘But  my  government  don’t  recognize  you 
as  a government.” 

“ Very  well,  then,  my  government  don’t  rec- 
ognize you  as  a consul.  You  must  shoulder 
your  musket  and  join  your  company,”  was  the 
laconic  answer  of  Colonel  Cantwell. 

However,  the  un warlike  consnl  threatened 
to  have  a gun-boat  come  and  bombard  Norfolk 
before  he  w’onld  serve. 

Oh,”  said  the  colonel,  **  that  is  just  what 
I would  like  to  see,  for  then  the  United  States 
will  go  to  work  to  fight  you,  arf  it  elahns  that 
Norfolk  is  still  a part  of  the  Unton,  and  thou 
between  yon  and  the  United  States  fighting 
we  shall  go  free.” 

However,  the  end  of  it  was  that  the  consul 
appealed  to  Mr.  Benjamin,  Confederate  Secre- 
tary of  War,  who  ordered  his  exemption  from 
military  duty,  and  so  the  three-cornered  war 
that  Colonel  Cantwell  wanted  to  see  did  not 
arise,  and  consequently  the  C.S.A.  did  not  get 
free.  

IN  THE  CONGRESSIONAL  LIBRARY. 

A etrsTLE  something  in  his  air ; 

Ills  massive  figure  and  his  stride ; 
nis  forehead  high ; the  raven  hair 
That  fell  In  curls  on  either  side ; 

His  lips  compressed  in  anxious  thought ; 

His  calm  and  penetrating  eye — 

Bespoke  an  intellect  which  sought 
Delight  in  aspirations  high. 

Thought  I:  “What  brings  this  genius  here? 

The  Rosicrucians’  tomes,  maybe  ; 

That  he,  os  well  as  they,  may  peer 
Into  the  dread  futurity. 

Perhaps  o*er  pages  of  the  Greeks 
With  tireless  eyelids  he  would  pore ; 
Perhaps  he  relaxation  seeks 
In  newer  legendary  lore.” 

I closer  drew,  and  bent  my  ear 
Toward  the  desk  whereat  he  leaned 
Expectantly,  that  I might  hear 
Wherefrom  his  knowledge  might  bo  gleaned. 
To  the  librarian  ho  spoke — 

Breathless  I was  to  find  the  names 
Of  Ills  brain's  pets— the  silence  broke : 

“ Mister,  have  you  got  * Hoyle  on  Games' 

8.  C.  Cromwell. 

A MINISTER  in  Western  Pennsylvania,  on  a 
certain  occasion,  when  he  hml  to  go  several 
miles  to  conduct  a prayer- meeting,  set  out 
with  his  hired  man,  prepared  to  bring  home  a 
]iig  which  he  was  to  get  in  the  same  vicinity. 
The  pig  having  been  duly  boxed  and  put  in 
the  wagon,  the  divine  set  out  for  the  prayer- 
meeting,  and  left  the  Irishman,  the  horse,  and 
the  pig  to  wait  outside  of  the  school-house 
while  he  conducted  the  devotions  within.  But 
pigs  do  not  always  stay  in  boxes,  or  this  story 
'would  not  bo  written.  In  the  midst  of  the 
remarks  the  Irishman  thrn.st  his  head  in  at 
the  door  and  shouted,  “ Misther  Preacher,  yer 
pig’s  out  of  his  box,  and  he’s  ninniu’  away.” 

If  Pat  had  tried,  he  conld  hardly  have  pro- 
duced a greater  sensation.  The  children 
laughed,  the  old  ladies  looked  reproachfully 


and  reprovingly  at  Pat,  while  the  sympathiz- 
ing farmers,  headed  by  the  minister,  rushed 
forth  to  the  chase  to  restore  the  pig  to  his 
cell,  and  they  do  say  that  they  could  have 
played  checkers  on  the  minister’s  coat  tails 
as  he  dashed  out  at  the  door.  The  pig  was 
caught  and  secured,  but  the  prayer-meeting 
received  a fatal  interruption. 


The  following  story  w'as  related  to  the  writ- 
er by  Peter , w ho  was  superintendent  of 

the  Baptist  Sunday-school  in  Raleigh,  North 
Carolina,  for  many  years : 

Oite  day  a peripatetic  missionary  beggar  was 
permitted  to  address  the  school.  He  recount- 
ed the  usual  stories  about  heathen  children, 
told  of  the  missionary  efforts  in  foreign  lands, 
and  kept  talking  at  the  restless  little  ones 
before  him  for  more  than  tw^o  honrs.  At  last 
ho  said:  “And  now', my  dear  children,  I have 
told  you  all  about  those  poor  dear  children 
and  their  needs  in  that  far-off  heathen  laud. 
And  now  what  more  can  I say  t” 

A bright-eyed  little  girl,  who  was  wearied 
almost  to  distraction,  eagerly  and  quickly  said 
to  him: 

“Please,  mister,  say  Amen.” 


It  may  bo  some  consolation  to  the  women 
w’ho  did  not  get  elected  recently  to  know  how 
near  one  woman  came  to  getting  a bona  fide 
nomination  for  Mayor  in  the  little  town  of 
B , in  California. ' The  place  had  been  en- 

joying a “ boom,”  and  most  of  the  people  were 
new-comers  when  they  mot  in  the  town-hall 
to  nominate  city  oflacers.  Among  the  favor- 
ites for  Mayor  was  a gentleman  who,  having 
failed  in  the  East,  was  doing  business  there  in 
his  wife’s  name,  and  over  his  store  w'as  a large 
sign  bearing  the  legend  “ E.  J.  Blank.”  As  few 
people  in  town  know  the  conditions  under 
'which  the  candidate  was  doing  bosiness,  it 
caused  no  snrpriso  w'hen  the  name  of  E.  J. 
Blank  was  proposed  ^mong  others,  and  the 
committee  retired  to  consider.  No  sooner  had 
they  left  the  room  than  some  one  who  knew 
the  facts  called  for  “ three  cheers  for  Eliza  Jane 
Blank,  our  candidate  for  Mayor.”  A messen- 
ger was  at  once  sent  to  the  committee  with 
the  real  initials  of  Mr.  Blank,  hut  in  the 
amusement  created  neither  Mr.  Blank  nor 
Eliza  Jane  got  the  nomination. 

This  contribution  to  negro  folk-loro  is  from 
Washington : 

The  following  story  I canght  from  the  lips 
of  a negro  man  on  C Street  in  this  city,  wiio, 
with  a >voman  and  man  of  his  own  race,  had 
just  come  in  from  Maryland.  Whether  Darius 
Green  ever  heard  it  is  very  doubtful. 

“Dat  remin’s  me,”  he  said,  “ob  de  story  ob 
de  duck  an’  de  tahrpin.  De  tahrpin  he  seed  cle 
duck  a-flyin’,  an’  he  wished  he  could  larn  te  fly 
too.  So  one  day,  os  do  dnok  was  o-scttiii’  by 
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(le  aide  ob  de  pon^  be  says  to  ^ Mistab  Duck, 
I woiidab  ef  I couldn’t  laru  to  fly  V An’  de  duck 
be  says,  ‘ Ob  yes,  dey  ain’t  nuftin  easiab.’  An’  de 
tabrpin  be.  says,  * Well,  Mistab  Duck,  couldn’t 
ye  larn  mo  ?’  An’  de  duck  be  says  be  reckon  be 
could,  but  be  nnis’  come  roun’  ^‘ee  er  fo’  times 
fo’  te  practize  ’im.  Soz  be  comes  roun’,  an’  de 
tabrpin  lie  gits  up  on  ’is  back,  an’  be  says  be 
likes  flyiu’  fust-rate.  An’  after  dey’d  dun  dat 
about  fo’  times,  do  duck  be  says  it’s  time  fo’  de 
tabrpin  to  fly  by  bissef.  An’  de  tabrpin  be  gits 
up,  an’  jus’  as  dey  bappeus  te  git  up  ober  a big 
pile  ol)  stones — gra  big  solid  stones,  ye  know 
— de  duck  be  gibs  do  word,  an’  de  tabrpin  bo 
jumps  oflf,  an’  falls  ri’  down  on  de  stones,  an’  be 
buss  bissef  all  to  pieces.  An’  de  duck  be  looks 
down,  an’  calls  to  de  tabrpin,  * How  does  ye  like 
flyin’  V An’  de  tabrpin  bo  looks  up,  an’  be  says, 
* Flyiu’  is  bery  good,  but  ligbtin’  is  de  berry 
debble!”’ 


MIKE’S  SIGNS. 

The  writer  beard  tbe  following  story  a few 
evenings  since.  To  bim  it  was  very  amusing, 
as  well  as  a good  illustration  of  tbe  aptness 
of  different  minds  to  misconstrue  tbe  same 
facts  in  quite  opposite  directions. 

Some  time  ago  a learned  Frcncbman  be- 
came very  eutbusiastic  on  the  subject  of  a uni- 
versal language  for  tbe  buman  race.  After 
much  thought  aud  theorizing  on  tbe  subject 
be  came  to  the  conclusion  that  tbe  only  lan- 
guage that  could  be  universal  at  tbe  present 
day  must  be  a language  of  signs.  Being  deep- 
ly impressed  w ith  the  importance  of  this  lan- 
guage to  humanity,  bo  determined  to  travel 
from  country  to  country  aud  teach  it  in  all 
tbeir  colleges  aud  universities. 

As  it  happened,  the  flrst  country  be  reach- 
ed in  bis  travels  was  Ireland,  aud  the  first  in- 
stitution be  went  to  was  the  University  of 
Dublin. 

He  called  upon  tbe  president  of  the  uni- 
versity, and  after  some  conversation  with  bim 
asked  bim  if  be  bad  a professor  of  signs  in  bis 
university.  Now  there  was  no  professor  of 
signs  in  tbe  university’,  but  tbe  president,  not 
wishing  to  be  behind  tbe  learned  Frenchman, 
told  him  that  they  bad  one.  The  Frcncbman 
asked  to  be  introduced  to  bim.  Tbe  president 
was  taken  aback  at  this,  but  told  bim  that 
be  could  not  see  tbe  professor  that  day,  but 
if  be  would  call  tbe  next  day  at  tbe  same 
hour  bo  would  introduce  bim. 

After  the  Frenchman  bad  gone,  tbe  presi- 
dent called  bis  professors  togetlier  and  told 
them  the  fix  be  was  in,  and  told  them  that 
one  of  them  must  play  tbe  part  of  professor 
of  signs  next  day.  They  all  demurred  aud 
objected  to  this,  being  afraid  that  they  might 
be  caught  by  the  Frenchman. 

As  none  of  them  was  willing  to  play  tbe 
part,  they  at  last  decided  to  train  Mike,  the 
chore-man,  for  it,  Mike  bad  lost  an  eye,  and 
>vas  very  sensitive  about  it,  thinking  that  peo- 


ple were  constantly  noticing  it  and  making 
allusions  to  it. 

Mike  was  consulted,  and  consented  to  play 
tbe  part,  providing  that  tbe  Frenchman  should 
not  refer  to  bis  defect. 

Tbe  next  day  tbe  president  and  professors 
dressed  Mike  up  in  a good  suit  of  clothes,  took 
bim  to  a recitation-room,  seated  bim  alone  on 
tbe  platform,  aud  then  retired,  for  the  Freueb- 
mau  was  to  see  bim  alone.  Before  they  left 
bim  they  told  bim  what  to  do,  aud  that  be 
must  not  speak. 

He  replied,  “Sure  I’ll  not,  if  bo  sez  nothin’ 
about  me  oye.” 

At  the  appointed  time  tbe  Frenchman  call- 
ed, aud  was  ushered  into  tbe  “ recital  ion -room 
of  the  professor  of  signs.”  The  president  and 
professors  waited  in  an  adjoining  room  anx- 
iously for  the  result.  In  a short  time  tbe 
Frenchman  came  back  to  them,  apparently 
much  pleased. 

“How'  did  you  like  our  professor  of  signs!” 
inquired  the  president. 

“Very  much  indeed.  I congratulate  yon 
on  your  able  professor.  I am  more  than  ever 
convinced  that  tbe  language  of  signs  is  to  be 
tbe  universal  language.  When  I went  into 
tbe  room  I held  up  one  finger,  meaning  there 
is  one  God.  He  understood  me  at  once,  and 
held  up  two  fingers,  meaning  Father  and  Son. 
I then  held  up  three  fingers,  moaning  there 
are  three  persons  in  tbe  Trinity.  He  replied 
by  doubling  up  bis  band,  meaning,  And  these 
three  are  one.  I then  withdrew.  It  is  won- 
derful. I am  delighted.” 

After  tbe  Frenchman  bad  gone,  tlie  presi- 
dent and  professors  sent  in  baste  for  Mike,  for 
though  they  w^ei-e  pleased  at  having  gotten 
out  of  tbe  dilemma,  they  w ere  very  anxious  to 
bear  Mike’s  account  of  tbe  interview.  Mike 
came  in,  very  angry.  “ I tould  yez  he  would 
say  something  about  me  oye.  The  first  thing 
bo  did  w'as  till  bould  up  wan  finger,  m'auin’  I 
bad  but  wan  oye.”  * 

“ What  did  you  do  then,  Mike  ?”  asked  tbe 
president. 

“ Sure  I bold  up  me  two  fingers,  till  let  bim 
know  I bad  two  fists;  an’  pbat  does  tbe  durty 
blackguard  do  but  bould  up  three  fingers, 
m’auin’  we  bad  but  three  oyes  botwaue  us. 
Thill  I doubled  up  me  fist,  aud  would  ’a  guv 
tbe  frog-’atin’  varmint  a welt  over  his  oye,  but 
be  commiust  a-smilin’  an’  a-bowin’  an’  a scrap- 
in’, an’  wdut  out  iv  the  room.” 


POE’S  cRrncs. 

A CERTAIN  tyrant,  to  disgrace 
The  more  a rebel’s  restiiifr-place, 
Compelled  tbe  people  every  one 
To  hurl,  in  passing  there,  a stone. 

Which  done,  behold,  the  pile  became 
A monument  to  keep  the  name. 

And  thus  it  is  with  Edgar  Poe : 

Each  passing  critic  has  his  throw. 

Nor  sees,  defeating  his  intent. 

How  lofty  grows  the  monument. 

John  B.  Tabb. 
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THE  HOUSE 

The  house  of  Orange  is  inseparably 
identified  with  European  history  in 
the  past  three  hundred  years ; to  it  the  in- 
dependence of  the  Netherlands  is  due,  and 
many  of  the  great  influences  that  have 
affected  Continental  politics.  Under  the 
lead  of  William  the  Silent  liberty  of  con- 
science was  establislied  against  the  tyran- 
ny of  Spain,  and  republican  government 
instituted  in  Europe,  while  under  William 
III.  the  Stuart  dynasty  was  driven  from 
the  English  thi’one,  and  the  vast  designs 
of  Louis  XIV.  successfully  resisted. 

The  family  derives  its  name  from  the 
principality  of  Orange,  in  Provence,  in 
southern  Prance.  In  that  country,  full 
of  the  remains  of  Roman  glory,  the  lan- 
guage of  which  is  still  an  echo  of  the  Lat- 
in, is  the  city  and  castle  of  Orange,  where 
the  family  had  its  home  one  thousand 
years  ago. 

The  mountains  around  are  gray  and 
stony,  burned  by  the  sun  and  swept  by 
the  hot,  fierce  breaths  of  the  sirocco.  The 
hill  sides  are  covered  with  olive-trees,  and 
the  valleys  are  deep  and  green,  with 
shaded  water-courses. 

Above  the  present  city  of  Orange  rise 
the  white  walls  of  the  Roman  theatre,  visi- 
ble for  many  leagues ; and  an  ancient  tri- 
umphal arch  of  remarkable  perfection 
stands  close  beside  the  palace  of  the 
Princes  of  Orange.  Avignon,  the  former 
home  of  luxury  and  excess  in  the  long 
days  of  the  papal  exile,  is  not  far  away, 
while  spots  sacred  to  Petrarch  and  Laura, 
that  can  be  traced  even  now  in  the  poet’s 
song,  lie  just  beyond  the  hills.  The  rulers 
of  this  little  independent  sovereignty  were 
knights  of  Charlemagne  at  Roncesvalles 
and  leaders  in  the  Crusades. 

Tlie  epics  and  songs  of  the  French  and 
Provencal  minstrels  extol  the  valor  of 
William  of  Orange  of  the  Short  Nose, 
who  captured  the  city  and  its  shining 
marble  tower,  Glorietta,  from  the  Sara- 


OF  ORANGE. 

cens,  who  fought  against  the  Moors  in 
Spain,  and  laid  conquered  kingdoms  at 
his  master’s  feet,  and  who  died  in  sanctity 
as  the  holy  abbot  of  St.  Gellone.  A poor 
monk,  it  is  true,  he  made,  for  he  ate  twice 
as  much  meat  as  the  other  brethren,  and 
was  boisterous  when  he  did  not  have 
wine;  but  he  gave  them  all  fair  warning 
when  he  took  the  cowl  that  if  they  wished 
to  get  along  well  with  him  they  must  let 
him  have  his  own  way,  and  not  throw  him 
into  a passion,  lest  a warlike  spirit  pre- 
vail in  their  peaceful  abode. 

The  rulers  of  this  state  grew  in  wealth 
and  power,  and  the  family  name  was  car- 
ried by  marriage  to  the  houses  of  Baux 
and  Chalons,  and  thence  to  its  German 
branch  in  the  lords  of  Nassau-Dillenburg. 
Henry  of  Nassau,  the  governor  of  Charles 
V.,  to  whom  more  than  to  all  others  he 
owed  the  imperial  crown,  acquired  by  mar- 
riage the  vast  possessions  of  the  house  of 
Chalons-Orange  ; and  through  his  son 
Rene  his  vast  estates  and  titles  w ere  be- 
queathed to  his  cousin  William  of  Nassau, 
a lad  eleven  years  of  age,  who  became 
William  IX.  of  Orange.  A count  in 
Germany,  he  was  a prince  in  France,  and 
heir  to  a scorc  of  titles,  dukedoms,  coun- 
ties, and  baronies,  in  the  Netherlands.* 

William  of  Orange  ow^ed  to  his  mother, 
Juliana  of  Stolberg,  that  religious  nature 
which  in  his  later  life  became  controlling. 
She  was  devout,  wise,  and  loving,  and  in 
her  letters  to  her  sons  she  wrote  with 
beautiful  reverence  for  their  high  rank, 
but  with  constant  appeals  to  the  loftiest 
motives.  In  all  the  exalted  rcsponsibil- 
ities  and  dangers  which  attended  their 
lives  she  never  urged  them  to  purchase 
honor  or  life  by  abandoning  the  cause 
which  she  deemed  sacred.  Though  his 
father  introduced  the  principles  of  the  Ref- 
ormation into  his  dominions,  the  young 

* For  portrait  of  William  the  Silent  see  Vol. 
LXIL,  p.  493. 
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lieir  was  sent  to  Brussels  to  be  brought  up 
at  the  oourt  of  Charles  V.  He  >vas  edu- 
cated a Catliolic,  and  only  tJie  later  deci- 
sive eonflict  with  S|»ain  .severed  his  alle- 
giance to  t he  Cbui’fdi  of  Rome.  He  wiis 
attached  t<j  the  iK.*rsonal  staff  of  the  Em- 
peror, and  at  liftecri  >vas  liis  trusted  ooafi- 
daut,  present  at  all  memorable  diplomatic 
nogotiatious,  an(M>efore  he  was  Iwenty- 
oue  he  held  coiiitnand  of  the  army  opposed 
to  the  ablest  generals  of  Fiance. 

1 n h is  you  n g manhixjd . wdiile  Ij un  tin g 
witli  lletiry  II.  in  the  forest  of  Viiicetmes, 
the  monarch  grew  comnuinicative,  and 
rcivealed  liiin  a plot  already  perfected 
lH*t%veei3  the  sovereigns  of  France  and 
S>pain  to  extirpate  the  Pr».>testant  faith  by 
the  murder  or  exile  of  all  wdio  x)rofessw.I 
it.  He  listened  to  the  startling  revelation 
in  silence,  and  the  manner  in  which  he 
received  it  gave  hittr  the  name  of  the  '' Si- 
lent.’' His  resolution  was  taken  fiH)m 


> bv;  Go  gle 


or  WILLIAM  THE  SU-KNT, 


that  moment,  wlien  he  learneil  to  distrust 
kings,  and  his  sympathies  were  ever  after 
\vith  the  people,  whom  lie  sought  to  de- 
fend. The  training  at  the  court  of  the 
Emperor  prepared  William  of  Orange  for 
the  long  and  intricate  dealings  with  the 
various  courts  of  ISurope,  amid  the  most 
critical  emergencies  whicli  ever  arose  in  a 
nation's  history. 

The  young  Prince  woih  the  most  mag- 
niheent  noble  at  that  brilliant  court.  The 
Orange  mansion  dispensed  the  most  niu- 
nilicent  hosi>itality  of  the  Flcmi.sh  capital. 
His  wisdom  Imd  l>eoomc  a pn.>verb,  and 

Egmont  for  action,  but  Orange  for  coun- 
sel,” was  a |;)opular  watch-word.  His  fa- 
vorite motto,  showing  his  love  for  law, 
his  respcH^t  for  authority,  and  his  regard 
for  popular  riglits,  wais  early,  “ Pro 
rrc/c,  grege,'^  hilt  the  keynote  of  that  deep 
character  was  found  in  his  personal  motto, 
‘‘Calm  amid  raging  billows.'’ 
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The  process  by  which  the  favorite  noble, 
a reverent  Catholic,  became  a Protestant, 
first  in  his  political  views,  was  gradual. 
The  change  sprang  from  his  humanity. 
His  indignation  grew  hot  at  the  persecu- 
tions of  his  beloved  subjects,  and  his  clear 
vision  saw  that  liberty  and  law  were  alike 
to  be  trampled  upon.  He  was  driven  from 
the  political  support  of  the  King  by  the  ar- 
bitrary suppression  of  the  liberties  of  the 
country  and  by  the  fanatical  introduction 
of  the  Inquisition. 

To  protect  the  ancient  rights  of  the 
provinces  he  was  forced  to  choose  between 
loyalty  with  oppression  and  liberty  with 
resistance  to  the  most  powerful  monarch 
of  Europe.  He  chose  the  latter,  raised 
armies,  and  led  campaigns,  sacrificing  his 
ancestral  estates  to  support  the  cause  which 
he  had  espoused. 

In  his  hands  was  the  complicated  cor- 
respondence with  foreign  courts,  by  which 
help  was  won  and  the  plots  of  his  enemies 
baffled.  By  his  wisdom  and  personal  as- 
cendency he  controlled  the  liberty-loving 
and  tumultuous  guilds  and  corporations, 
and  bent  them  to  a common  purpose. 

The  unity  of  administration  which  he 
achieved  during  the  early  years  of  the  war 


was  not  attained  by  holding  sovereign 
rank,  but  because  he  embodied  the  princi- 
ples of  the  struggle,  and  the  nation  found 
its  only  hope  in  him.  “ He  was,”  says  Mot- 
ley in  his  glowing  portraiture  — a judg- 
ment in  which  all  later  investigation  coin- 
cides— “the  greatest  statesman  of  his  age. 
He  governed  the  passions  and  sentiments 
of  a great  nation  as  if  they  had  been  but 
keys  and  chords  of  one  vast  instrument,  and 
his  hand  rarely  failed  to  evoke  harmony 
even  outof  the  wildest  storms.  His  powerof 
managing  men  was  so  unquestionable  that 
thei*e  was  always  a hope,  even  in  the  dark- 
est hour,  for  men  felt  implicit  reliance  as 
well  on  his  intellectual  resources  as  his 
integrity.  He  possessed  also  a rare  per- 
ception of  human  character,  together  with 
an  iron  memory  which  never  lost  a face, 
a place,  or  an  event  once  seen  or  known. 
He  read  the  minds,  even  the  faces,  of  men 
like  printed  books.  All  this  was  joined 
to  a self-denial  that  eluded  rather  than 
sought  political  advancement,”  and  a no- 
ble toleration  which  rose  above  the  nar- 
row and  exclusive  temper  of  his  time,  and 
which  his  countrymen  could  not  compre- 
hend. 

Three  brothers  of  William  of  Orange* 


♦GENEALOGICAL  TABLE  OP  THE  HOUSE  OP  ORANGE. 
John  of  Nassau*Dillenburo. 


Henrv,  Lord  of  Breda,  m.  Claude, 

William  the  Rich. 

heiress  of  Orange-Chalons. 

1 

William  the  Silent. 

1 

Philip,  Maurice.  Frederic 

c Henrv. 

Count  Ton  Buren. 

John  the  Elder. 

Ernst  Casimir. 


William  IL 
William  UI. 


LouiscssFretlerick  W'illiam  of 
Brandenburg. 

I 

Frederick  I.  of  Prussia. 
Frederick  William  I. 


August. 

I 


Albertina  Agnes=WilIiam  Frederick, 

I Stadtholder  of  Friesland. 

Henrv  Casimir. 

■| 

Jolin  William  Friso. 

(Heir  of  AVilliam  III.) 

William  IV. 


Frederick  William  II. 


Friederike=WiUiam  V. 


Friederike=William  I.,  King  of  the  Netherlands. 
William  II.=.\nna  Paulowna. 

(1)  Sophie  of  Wurtemberg=  William  III.=(2)  Emma  of  Waldcck. 
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fought  with  him  in.  the  same  cause,  and 
fell  on  different  battle-fields.  Lewis,  the 
right  arm  of  the  great  Prince,  skillful  anc^ 
brave  in  diplomacy,  and  the  soul  of  chiv- 
alry, and  Henry,  went  down  in  a final 
charge  in  the  fatal  battle  of  Mook;  Count 
Adolphus  perished  on  the  field  of  Heiliger 
Lee. 

In  an  obscure  corner  of  the  Royal  Mu- 
seum in  Amsterdam  there  is  an  intei*est- 
ing  series  of  portraits  of  the  members  of 
this  family.  There  are  many  admirable 
pictures  of  William  I. ; one  in  the  royal 
palace  in  the  Haag,  representing  liim  as  a 
young  man,  has,  I believe,  never  been  re- 
produced. All,  especially  those  made  in 
later  life,  show  a face  grave  and  intense, 
but  witli  eyes  that  seem  to  study  and  com- 
prehend everything,  making  deception  im- 
possible. The  broad,  high  forehead  shows 
an  intellect  large  in  its  grasp  and  lifted 
above  nari'owness  and  bigotry. 

Philip,  the  oldest  son  and  lieir  of  Will- 
iam of  Orange,  was  kidnapped  when  a 
boy  at  school  at  Leiden,  and  carried  a 
prisoner  to  Spain,  by  order  of  Philip  II. 
The  object  of  this  deep-laid  villainy  was  to 
secure  the  father's  support  as  the  price  of 
the  son’s  safety.  Every  step  tluit  the 
Prince  took  in  the  cause  of  Netherland 
liberty  was  at  the  possible  cost  of  tlie  life 
of  his  son.  When  Philip  returned,  many 
years  later,  he  had  been  transformed  by 


Jesuitical  training,  so  that  his  nobler 
qualities  were  extinct,  and  his  whole 
nature  made  bigoted,  suspicious,  and 
gloomy.  Gleams  of  pride  in  his  il- 
lustrious father  appear,  as  when  he 
threw  a Spaniard,  who  had  defamed 
him,  from  the  window,  and  in  his 
refusal  to  receive  again  some  family 
estates  which  had  been  granted  to  his 
father’s  murderer,  on  condition  that 
he  should  pay  a certain  sum  to  the 
assassin’s  family. 

Maurice  of  Nassau,  the  successor 
of  William  the  Silent,  was  the  son 
of  his  second  wife,  the  violent,  de- 
formed, and  wayward  daughter  of 
Maurice  of  Saxony.  His  grandfa- 
ther was  that  brilliant  and  unscru- 
pulous defender  of  the  Reforma- 
tion, and  the  determined  enemy  of 
Charles  V.,  who  descended  upon 
Innsbruck  at  night  and  nearly  cap- 
tured the  Emperor  in  the  passes  of 
the  Tyrol.  A youth  of  seventeen, 
he  was  the  representative  of  author- 
ity around  whom  the  provinces 
rallied  after  his  father’s  death.  From 
childhood  he  had  listened  in  silence  while 
his  father  discussed  questions  of  diplo- 
macy with  ambassadors  or  plans  of  bat- 
tles with  generals ; or  he  had  heard  tales 
of  the  brilliant  campaigns  of  Maurice  of 
Saxony,  whose  name  he  bore.  He  was 
born  in  the  year  of  the  arrival  of  the 
Duke  of  Alva  in  the  Netherlands,  in  the 
year  of  the  arrest  of  Counts  Egmont  and 
Horn  and  the  attempted  seizure  of  Or- 
ange. He  was  educated  in  Leiden,  un- 
der the  charge  of  the  great  engineer  Ste- 
vinus.  He  busied  himself  with  mathe- 
matics, with  the  science  of  fortification, 
with  siege  and  defense,  while  his  country- 
men looked  on,  wondering  what  the  lad 
would  become.  He  marshalled  his  toy 
soldiers  and  manoeuvrod  his  toy  army, 
erected  batteries  and  invested  cities.  Sis 
years  later  he  began  his  first  camt^aigii  at 
the  head  of  the  army,  and  inaugurated  that 
era  of  brilliant  sieges  for  which  he  became 
famous.  He  adopted  for  his  motto,  ‘'The 
twig  sliall  yet  become  a tree.”  He  was 
from  the  first  a consummate  strategist. 
He  had  a quick  vision ; his  purposes  ripen- 
ed slowly,  but  when  once  conceived,  were 
unflinchingly  executed.  His  country  was 
guarded  by  lines  of  fortresses  and  walletl 
cities,  each  forming  part  of  an  intricate 
net-work  of  military  defense.  Most  of 
these  were  held  by  the  enemy.  He  or- 
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j^anizeii  and  disciplined  his  amiy,  and  en^  atcly  closed  every  door  of  ndreat  by  coni- 
tered  u[Kni  a series  of  rapid  marches  and  niandiTtg  the  st|ua<lrorx  to  set  sail.  The 
swift  sieges  until  he  liad  i’ccovei^cd  the  desperate  battle  and  the  glorious  victory 
most  ini{K>rtant  points,  The  science  of  that  folUwed  sprang  from  the  conscious- 
attacking  fortitled  cities  by  mines  began  ness  which  animated  every  soldier  that  bis 
with  this  young  chief,  and  the  gi'catest  life  depended  upon  his  personal  valor^  atid 
soldiers  of  Eui'Ojh?  visited  his  camp  to  Maurice  here  won  the  most  decisive  tri- 
study  this  new  art  of  warfare.  His  great-  umph  of  bis  life, 

ness  shone  supreme  in  the  battle  of  Nieu-  Maurice  of  Orange  was  more  silent  than 
port,  where  he  exhibite<l  those  qualities  of  his  father,  wliorii  history  calls  the ‘‘Silent.' ■ 


LOUISE  DE  CCLIUNV 


instant  resolution  atni  stead fa.st  courage 
which  in  critical  moments  are  the  grand 
test  of  military  geni as. 

News  came  of  the  crushing  defeat  of  the 
cavalr}'  which  formed  his  rwlv^ance.  Be- 
foiv‘  hini  was  a victorious  enemy,  behind 
him  a hostile  city  and  the  ocean.  The 
fleet,  which  lay  tlie  siH>rt  of  an  ebbing 
tide,  could  not  save,  but  w’ould  only  inx* 
j>eril  the  ancccHS  of  the  txuning  contest. 
Commanding  the  messfmger  under  pain 
of  death  to  coxieeal  this  iritelligivnco  from 
the  liMjldiers.  and  locking  the  fatal  secret 
in  his  hreaiil  from  his  otlicei's,  he  deliber- 


He  \vas  a soldier,  and  not  a 8tate.sman. 
Wlien  his  work  Ix^gan,  the  period  of  nego- 
tiulion  was  past  and  that  of  action  had 
come.  The  second  Prixice  performed  a 
task  wlnqli  might  liave  been  impossible 
to  his  father.  William  of  Onoige  had 
risen  to  the  great  xloctrinc  of  freedom  of 
belief  and  pmetice  in  religion.  jViaurif?e 
was  incorrujdiblc  in  his  lillegiance  to  tlie 
cause  of  fmidom;  he  spurned  the  bribes 
of  foreign  C^>urt-s  which  wdnkl  have  pur- 
chased the  bcdrayal  of  hLs  rouutrjri  but 
his  cbaiwter  narrow'  and  intolomnl, 
There  was  an  element  of  violence  and  un- 
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scrnpulousnej^s  in  Ivis  methods^^perlvaps 
iniieritoi  from  his  crazy  and  unpriiiciplixl 
mother^  Anne  of  Saxony-— wliich  stain - 

i>d  an  illustrious  narna.  The  great  Adv%H  = 
cate  of  Hoi  Ian d*  Jo)  in  of  Bamevelt, 
omhle  in  years  ami  for  his  splendid  serv- 
ices ti»  the  i*epuV>lic,  brought  to  the 
scaiTiild  by  the  Prinee. 

The  powerful  inlluence  of  the  states- 
imiu  had  often  opposed  his  warlike  policy. 
Maurice  was  a Prince  in  h deiruHiralic 
sta  le  » Bar  na  vel  t w-^as  the  rf  ^p  rase  n ta  ti  v e 
of  national  rights  against  the  mere  will 
of  the  Exe<nit,ive.  Religious  questions 
were  political  issites;  the  Advocate  favor- 
ed the  milder  views  of  the  Arruinians, 
wliile  the  Prince  supported  the  strict  and 
un  com  prom  Lsing  Caivinisiic  party.  The 
two  men  had  fougld  in  tlie  same  cause 


through  the  darkest  hours  of  the  long  con- 
test with  Spain.  Now,  in  comparative 
t>eace,  the  Prince  removed  his  great  oppo- 
nent by  a judicial  murder.  His  purposes 
dhl  not  end  with  bringing  the  Advtx'atc  lo 
the  hlm^k:  Grotius,  who  had  been  called 
the  glory  of  Hollaiuh'’ and  other  Icsui- 
ers  bf  the  party,  were  arrestol  and  thmwn 
into  prison.  Maurice  was  gi*eat  only  in 
war;  in  peace  liis  repuhition  paled. 

The  Ion g shadow  w h ich  ’wa.s  tx>  rest  upon 
his  name  fell  even  in  his  lifetime,  aiid  he 
felt  tlie  world’s  abhorrence  of  wrong-do- 
it»g.  His  last  cam]>aigns  were  conducted 
\>dthotd.  energy,  and  were  fruithiss. 

At  tlie  battle  of  Nieuport,  whosc^  l>egiu* 
ning  })roTnised  to  be  so  fatal.  Maurice  was 
aecoinpanied  by  his  brother  Frederick 
Henry.  In  order  to  save  a life  so  dear  to 
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his  fatbeFs  death.  His  reign  was  one  of 
the  most  successful  of  all  Uk*  princes  of 
the  house  of  Orange.  Maurice,  upon  his 
death-bed,  recomniended  his  brother  to 
marry  a lady  of  the  court,  Amalia  von 
Solms,  whose  {>ortruit  at  the  present  time 
i.s  the  ornament  of  so  many  galleries  of 
the  Netherlands.  Slie  was  beautiful  and 
ambilious,  and  sought  to  make  the  Haag 
a splendid  c^ipital  like  the  royal  residences 
of  Europe.  During  the  reigns  of  Maurice 
and  Fmlerick  Henry,  Netherland  enter* 
prise  won,  by  discovery  and  conquest,  rich 
dominions  in  the  Eiust  and  West,  and  ex* 
aU6<l  the  Seven  Pi'ovincca  Uy  l>e  the  rival 
of  England  upon  the  seas. 


the  nation,  be  ordered  the  child  to  go  on 
lK»ard  tlia  but  the  l)oy  l>egged  with 
clasped  hands  to  be  permitted  to  stay  and 
die*  with  him.  This  wauj  the  first  experi- 
ence of  Fitnlerick  Henry  in  battle.  He 
was  the  youngest  son  of  William  of  Orange 
and  I.i^5uise  de  Coligiiy,  and  the  grand.sou 
of  Admiral  Coligny,  of  France.  The  beau- 
ty and  lovely  character  of  his  mother,  and 
her  sacrifices  in  the  interests  of  national 
f K'edom,  won  the  heiirts  of  the  Hollanders, 
and  her  gentle  influence  was  long  regaixl- 
os  one  of  the  precious  memories  of  tlio 
land.  ‘'She  was  a small,  well -formed 
\v Oman,  with  delicate  feature.s,  exquisite 
complexion,  and  very  beautiful  dark  eyes, 


JLVALIA  TO.N  SOLMS. 


that  seemed  in  after-years,  as  they  Iwked 
from  l>eneath  her  coif,  to  he  dim  ^Yith  iin- 
shed  tears;  with  remarkable  powers  of 
D;^iud,  angelic  8W£H?iness  of  di.sposition,  a 
winning  manner,  and  a gentle  voice.'" 

Frederick  Henry  was  but  an  infant  at 
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Frederick  Henry,  like  liis  father  and 
brother  an  able  soldier,  guided  his  coun- 
try through  the  ditficuU  pt^riixl  of  the 
Thirty  Yeai*s'  War.  He  was  the  ally  of 
Richelieu,  and  active  to  extend  by  diplo- 
macy the  bounds  of  his  territory.  The 


Ml 


608 


HARPEE’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


wealth  which  flowed  into  the  country 
made  it  even  in  the  midst  of  war  the  most 
prosperous  nation  of  Europe.  The  ambi- 
tion of  the  Prince  rose  with  that  of  his 
ambitious  wife.  His  son,  William  II., 
married  the  daughter  of  Charles  I.  of 
England,  and  his  oldest  daughter,  Louise, 
married  the  Great  Elector  of  Branden- 
burg, who  had  studied  at  the  University 
of  Leiden,  and  learned  the  art  of  war  in 
the  camp  of  his  future  father-in-law.  The 
house  of  Orange  was  thus  connected  with 
two  of  the  most  powerful  reigning  fami- 
lies of  Europe — a relation  which  subject- 
ed the  country  to  various  political  com- 
plications and  dynastic  claims,  and  while 
exalting  the  dignity  of  its  rulers,  exposed 
it  to  additional  dangers.  The  intimate 
union  with  England  gave  rise  to  new 
problems  in  the  foreign  relations  of  the 
Netherlands.  The  Prince  privately  sup- 
ported Charles  I.  in  his  struggles  with  Par- 
liament, while  the  States-Gkneral  and  the 
people  sympathized  with  Cromwell  and 
the  popular  party. 

The  life  of  Frederick  Henry  ended  just 
before  the  great  peace  of  1648,  which  form- 
ally recognized  the  independence  of  the 
seven  states  of  the  Netherlands.  His  life 
had  been  arduous,  but  it  had  witnessed 
the  period  of  greatest  prosperity  in  the 
history  of  the  country.  The  University 
of  Leiden  was  the  most  celebrated  in  Eu- 
rope. The  poets  Hooft,  Cats,  and  Vondel, 
whose  stately  hexameters  exercised  no 
little  influence  upon  German  literature, 
flourished  during  his  i*eign.  The  material 
prosperity  caused  imposing  buildings  to 
rise  in  all  the  cities.  It  was  the  golden 
age  of  painting,  of  Rembrandt,  Franz  Hals, 
Jan  Steen,  Van  der  Heist,  Brouwer,  and 
Ostade;  in  literature  and  classical  learn- 
ing, of  Salmasius,  Descartes,  and  Heinsius. 
Holland  became  the  centre  of  European 
learning.  Milton  sought  for  a time  the 
society  of  the  gi*eat  scholars  of  Leiden. 
The  Prince  was  of  a far  more  tolerant 
spirit  than  his  brother,  and  wished  to  I'e- 
store  Grotius  to  his  native  land,  and  to  re- 
move the  ban  from  the  son  of  Barnevelt. 

The  third  Prince  of  Orange,  William 
II.,  w'as  one  of  the  most  gifted  of  his  time. 
He  was  ambitious  to  extend  the  borders  of 
hisland,and  sought  to  exercise  a royalsway 
over  a free  people  which  could  bestow  or 
withhold  the  liighest  honors  of  the  state  at 
its  will.  He  aimed  to  perpetuate  the  mil- 
itary system  and  the  standing  army,  of 
which  he  had  supreme  control.  When  the 


city  of  Amsterdam  opposed  his  designs,  he 
attempted  to  reduce  it  to  subjection  by  mili- 
tary force,  but  the  proud  commercial  city 
closed  its  gates  against  him,  and  laid  the 
surrounding  region  under  water.  That 
stubborn  spirit  of  independence,  so  often 
an  element  of  stern  resistance  in  the  past, 
now  defied  the  ruler  of  the  country.  He 
aspired  to  the  conquest  of  the  Spanish 
Netherlands,  and  arrogated  almost  a trai- 
torous power  to  negotiate  a secret  treaty 
with  France  without  the  knowledge  of  the 
States-General.  He  entered  into  an  agree- 
ment to  assault  Antwerp,  and  furnish  a 
fleet  to  restore  the  Stuarts  to  the  English 
throne.  His  schemes,  which  threatened 
to  bring  fresh  disaster  to  his  country,  per- 
ished with  him.  He  was  married  to  Mary 
Stuart,  daughter  of  Charles  I.  of  England, 
when  only  fourteen  years  of  age,  while  his 
bride  was  but  ten.  The  picture  of  this  prin- 
cess bears  a striking  resemblance  to  that  of 
her  mother,  by  Vandyck,  in  the  Dresden 
gallery.  William  II.  followed  too  much 
the  despotic  maxims  of  the  Stuarts,  which 
brought  his  father-in-law  to  the  block. 
Eight  days  after  his  death  a son  was  born 
to  the  honors  and  lofty  responsibilities  of 
head  of  the  house  of  Orange. 

It  was  William  III.,  who  was  destined 
to  ascend  the  English  throne,  and  to  ex- 
ercise a wider  influence  than  any  other 
member  of  his  house.  In  his  youth  his 
position  was  not  such  as  to  promise  future 
sovereignty.  The  arbitrary  conduct  of 
his  father  had  roused  the  national  spirit  of 
resistance,  and  the  States-GU?neral  would 
not  bestow  upon  the  youth  the  dignities 
of  his  predecessors.  Though  Prince  of 
Orange  and  heir  to  all  the  titles  of  his  an- 
cestors, he  was  not  intrusted  with  the  Stadt- 
holdership,  or  the  titular  command  of  the 
array  and  navy  of  the  republic.  The 
guidance  of  affairs  was  bestowed  upon  the 
leading  statesmen  of  the  country,  pre-em- 
inently upon  Jan  de  Witt,  who  opposed 
the  elevation  of  the  Prince — an  opposition 
which  later  cost  him  his  life.  But  the 
child  of  so  heroic  an  ancestry  could  not 
be  overlooked  by  the  government.  He 
was  made  the  ward  of  the  nation,  and  ed- 
ucatetl  under  the  formal  direction  of  the 
state.  The  nobles  and  municipaHtie.s  were 
jealous  of  the  young  Prince,  and  feared 
that  his  accession  to  power  would  intro- 
duce anew  the  old  struggle  against  arbi- 
trary personal  government.  Liberty  and 
hereditary  rights  had  already  been  vindi- 
cated against  a ruler  of  the  family  most 
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dear  to  tlie  nation.  Hence  the  young  the  power  which  his  ancestors  had  pos- 
Prince  wa.s  guarded  with  suspicion,  lest  sessed.  His  first  address  inspi ml  the  ]X‘o- 
he  should  become  the  ceritre  of  a new  po-  pie  with  new  courage.  He  said,  We  will 
litical  plot  or  a fre^li  usurpation  of  power,  lay  our  country  beneath  the  sea.  and  if  all 
Every  word  and  motion  was  watched,  and  else  fails  we  will  find  a new  home  in  the 


WILLIAM  u. 


the  boy  was  practically  a state  prisouer. 
Tlius  he  grew  up  cold,  reticent,  with  sup- 
pressed purposes,  making  a confidant  of 
no  one. 

His  mind  was  alert  and  comprehensive. 
His  early  lessons  in  statesmanship  were 
received  from  De  Witt,  one  of  the  greatest 
statesmen  and  political  leaders  of  the  time. 
He  was  weak  in  constitution,  and  he  had 
a constant  cough,  and  tliere  was  a pallor 
in  his  cheeks,  unless  strong  e.xoitement  or 
anger  caused  them  to  burn  with  a licetic 
flame*  But  dangers  soon  thickened  around 
the  republic.  The  advance  of  the  French 
armies  and  the  succes.sive  surrender  of 
the  fortt't>sse.s  of  the  country  nuuldened 
the  people.  In  their  I’itge  and  despair 
they  rose  against  De  Witt,  whohad  guided 
8i>  wisely  and  brilliantly  the  government, 
and  in  a fit  of  popular  fren«y  slew  liim. 

Ancient  custom  made  a head  of  the 
state  necessary  as  the  soiu*ce  of  authority, 
and  William  III.  was  invested  with  all 


far  East,  wdiere  liberty  shall  flourish  be- 
neath the  Southern  Cross.’'  He  now  en- 
tered upon  a serie.s  of  consummate  diplo- 
matic negotiations,  which  were  designed 
to  humble  the  powers  of  the  Grand  Moti- 
arch.  He  let]  his  armies  agaiiisi  Turenne 
and  Ctmde  and  Luxemburg,  the  greatest 
capt^insof  the  day,  William  could  adopt 
the  language  of  lu.s  great  ance^itor,  Admi- 
ral Coligny ; In  one  respect  I may  claim 
s<jj>eriority  ovei*  Alexander,  over  Scipio, 
over  Crnsar.  They  won  great  battles,  it  is 
true.  1 have  lost  four  gix^at  battles,  ami 
yet  1 slkow  to  the  enemy  a more  fomiida- 
ble  front  than  ever.  ' liis  defeats  could 
only  l3e  counteil  partial  victoric.s  by  the 
enemy.  Iti  battle  the  whole  la^iaring  of 
the  Prince  Was  changed.  No  huiger  cold 
and  reserved,  his  manner  became  iray  and 
iwkless.  Hts  soldiers  caught  his  ^.pint, 
and  followed  witli  enthusiasm  whervycr 
lie  led.  But  his  genius  was  most  manifcsl 
in  managing  reluctanl  courts  and  cabiti- 
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ets,  and  the  fickle  Charles  the  Second  of 
England  was  often  persuaded  to  act  con- 
trary to  his  most  cherished  purposes  by 
the  cool,  overmastering  intellect  of  Will- 
iam III.  His  wife  was  Mary,  daughter  of 
the  Duke  of  York,  afterward  James  II.,  a 
union  with  whom  he  had  previously  de- 
clined. Later,  when  William  was  seated 
on  the  English  throne,  the  success  of  the 
common  reign  was  due  to  the  Queen, 
whose  loyal  love  had  raised  him  to  be  her 
equal  in  rank  and  her  superior  in  author- 
ity. It  was  his  wife's  devotion,  her  vol- 
untary suboidination,  which  made  him 
supreme  in  the  administration  of  afiPairs, 
and  enabled  him  to  carry  out  his  far-reach- 
ing policy.  He  had  steadily  watched  the 
changes  in  English  politics  during  the 
reign  of  James  II.  His  wife  was  appar- 
ently the  heir  to  the  throne,  and  the  mis- 
government  of  the  King  opened  the  way 
for  an  intervention  in  her  behalf.  Once 
established  in  power,  he  pursued  on  a 
broader  field  the  one  purpose  of  his  life — 
to  oppose  the  designs  of  Louis  XIV.,  and 
to  vindicate  in  the  eyes  of  Europe  the  right 
of  Protestantism  to  exist. 

However  passionless  the  King’s  exteri- 
or, his  heart  was  full  of  warmth  for  a 
chosen  few,  and  his  wife  won  at  last  the 
highest  place.  His  regard  for  Bentinck, 
his  faithful  Dutch  friend,  who  periled  his 
life  in  his  behalf,  never  wavered.  He  con- 
ferred titles  and  estates  ui)on  him,  even 
disposing  of  the  crown  lands  to  make  his 
friend  rich,  and  thus  aroused  the  jealousy 
of  his  firmest  English  supporters. 

The  pei'sonality  of  William  the  Third  is 
more  distinct  than  that  of  his  magnificent 
rival  Louis  XIV.  His  faith  in  his  destiny 
gave  him  a sublime  courage.  While  he 
lived,  Louis  could  have  but  one  con  viction, 
that  however  successful  his  armies  might 
be,  he  had  one  tireless,  unconquerable  op- 
ponent, and  no  victory  was  complete  while 
his  great  adversary  lived.  William  w^as 
but  half  at  home  in  England.  The  strifes 
of  political  and  ecclesiastical  factions  ve.x- 
ed  him;  they  diverted  his  attention  from 
his  great  national  aims.  He  loved  to  re- 
visit his  native  land  and  hunt  in  its  for- 
ests. He  knew  his  countrymen,  and  found 
rest  in  their  midst.  He  sought  to  surround 
himself  in  England  with  the  scenery  with 
which  he  had  been  familiar  at  home,  and 
he  laid  out  the  grounds  around  Hampton 
Court  in  the  stiff  Dutch  fashion  of  the  day. 

He  was  surrounded  by  timid  and  trea- 
cherous advisers,  and  the  nation  itself. 


which  could  not  comprehend  his  greatness 
and  unselfishness,  was  lukewarm  in  his 
supxK)rt.  It  could  love  and  tolerate  with 
easy  good-nature  the  dissolute  Charles  II., 
but  W illiam’s  lofty  conviction  s met  with  an 
indifferent  response.  The  people  had  not 
risen  to  that  height  of  toleration  which 
the  King  expressed  when  he  forbade  per- 
secution for  the  sake  of  opinion.  “We 
never  could  be  of  that  mind  that  violence 
was  suited  to  the  advancing  of  true  reli- 
gion, nor  do  we  intend  that  our  authority 
shall  ever  be  a tool  to  the  irregular  passions 
of  any  party.”  Ireland  was  in  chronic 
revolt;  James,  whom  he  had  displaced, 
was  at  St.  Germain,  constantly  plotting 
against  his  authority;  Anne,  the  heiress 
of  the  throne,  held  a court,  where  she  gath- 
ered her  personal  adherents  about  her. 
Abroad,  the  “selfish  disunion”  of  Ger- 
many exposed  the  combinations  of  the 
King  to  incessant  defeat,  and  the  weakness 
of  Spain  afforded  him  no  real  assistance, 
and  yet  he  struggled  against  all  these  op- 
posing forces.  As  a new  war  became  in- 
evitable, lie  devoted  his  last  energies  to  the 
formation  of  the  Grand  Alliance.  The 
English  finally  i*ecognized  his  greatness, 
and  were  unanimous  in  his  support. 
“There  was  a time,”  said  the  dying  King, 
“when  I should  have  been  glad  to  have 
been  delivered  out  of  my  troubles;  but  I 
own  I see  another  scene,  and  could  wish 
to  live  a little  longer. ” He  had  completed 
the  combination  which  was  to  oppose  Louis 
XIV.  when  Spain  and  the  Spanish  Nether- 
lands had  been  practically  added  to  the 
French  power  by  the  election  of  the  Duke 
of  Anjou  to  the  Spanish  throne.  He  set 
about  preparing  England  for  the  final 
struggle.  Under  an  assumed  name  he  had 
written  to  the  great  physicians  of  Europe 
describing  his  malady,  lest  a false  assur- 
ance of  life  should  be  given  to  him  as  King, 
and  had  received  answer  that  the  best  coun- 
sel they  could  give  him  was  to  propare  for 
death.  In  reply  to  recommendations  to 
rest,  he  said,  “The  image  of  death  has  be- 
come so  familiar  to  me  that  I am  in  one 
sense  a dying  man,  yet  I would  gladly  live 
till  I have  accomplished  my  great  t^k  to 
which  I am  called  of  God,  to  defend  the 
freedom  of  Euro])e  and  the  Protestant  re- 
ligion.” For  luilf  a century  following  his 
death  no  single  ruler  over  the  United  Neth- 
erlands was  appointed. 

Of  all  the  princes  of  the  House  of  Or- 
ange the  two  which  appear  in  history  as 
incomparably  the  greatest  are  William 
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iusig)it  into  the  liiiltlen  meaning  of  dip-  voiced  the  nation  in  a contfoveray  with 
lourmtic  movemeuts,  Maurice,  the  third  Prussia,  known  as  the  strife  of  the  Orange 
great  ruler  of  this  house,  was  a warrior.  Inheritance. 

but  witli  a like  wonderful  power  of  com-  Louis  XIV.  had  taken  violent  pos- 
bi nation,  moving  his  army  among  hostile  session  of  the  Princedom  of  Omtige,  and 
cmxips  with  the  coolness  of  a chess  player;  disniruitleil  its  forlihcit lions,  in  tlie  life-. 
Imihe  was  merciless  and  vindictive.  The  time  of  William  HI.  of  England.  When 
death  of  William  III.  without  diw:t  heirs  the  latter  heard  how  his  patrimony  had 
produce<l  rival  claimants  to  the  dignity  of  been  despoiled,  he  athrmed  that  Louis 
the  succession.  He  bequeathtHl  his  titles  would  live  to  repent  the  outrage  of  which 
and  dignities  to  tlie  Stadtholders  of  Fries-  he  had  been  guilty.  Tills  declaration  he 
land,  the  descendants  of  Jo)m  of  Nassau,  refused  to  retract  or  explain  when  the 
the  olde-st  brother  of  William  of  Orange.  French  ambassmlor  made  inquiry  regard 
The  two  iiue,s  had  been  previously  closely  ing  it.  Pru^ia's  claim  to  the  title  of 
united  by  the  marriage  of  tiie  daughter  of  Prince  of  Orange  was  conilruiod  by  the 
Frederick  Henry  to  the  Frisian  8ta<lihold-  Treaty  of  UtrfM:ht  upon  no  just  or  legal 
er.  The  later  princes  of  this  family  are  grounds,  but  with  the  some  authority 
thus  dci^ended  from  the  lirst  Prince  of  vvitli  which  powerful  nations  dlspdse  of 
Orange,  as  is  the  Gerrnan  imperial  fami-  minor  states,  Prussia  secured  territorial 
ly.  By  the  will  of  Fmlcrick  Henry,  iu  indemnity  for  its  pretended  lo.ss  of  the 
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principality  of  Orange.  But  John  Will- 
iam. the  Frisian  Sbullholclei%  assutned  by 
Ills  own  gnice  his  legitimate  title  of 
Prince  of  Orange,  whicli  has  always  been 
retained  by  the  princes  of  tliis  house. 

An  intem'gnum  followed  the  death  of 
William  IIL  The  several  states  n'fused 
to  eh?ct  his  suceessw,  tlie  provincial  Stadt- 
holder  of  Friesland,  General  Stadtholder 
of  the  Netherlands.  Two  parties  hud  al- 
ways contended  for  power  in  Holland — 
the  party  of  the  Prince,  w-hich  usually  re- 
ceived popular  support,  and  the  party  of 
the  oligarchy,  coin{>osed  of  nobles  and  the 
l♦epreseutativt*s  of  the  various  slHtes  and 
provinces.  The  latter  embraces  aho  the 
rich  trading  element,  the  prosperous  6onr- 
geoisie.  It  aimed  to  contri)!  tiie  govern- 
ment, both  as  regards  meastu'es  mul  office,s, 
and  was  thus  opposed  to  the  absolute  rule 
of  the  SUuitholder,  Men  of  great  ability 
bad  led  this  party,  and  oflen  exercised 
more  x>ower  than  the  Princes  of  Oeange, 
De  Witt,  Barnevelt,  Heiiisius,  and  Fa- 
geh  When  danger  from  abroad  was  ab- 


sent. tlie  jealous  aristwrats  refrained  from 
electing  a General  Stadtliolder;^  but  when 
l)eril  drr/vv  near,  the  xx^o])le  rose  and  de- 
manded that  file  Prince  sliould  invest- 
ed wdth  almost  royal  powers.  The  pride 
of  these  i)atricians  was  often  manifested. 
The  Frisian  Burgomaster  Trip  once  offer- 
eil  his  arm  to  the  bride  of  his  ruler,  fehe 
hesitated  to  take  it,  and  asked  if  he  was 
one  of  the  nobility.  I one  of.  the  nobil- 
ityl— we  are  the  kings  of  the  land,"  he 
answered. 

Royal  marriages  liave  in  repeated  in- 
stances rai.s^Ml  the  imporUince  of  the  house 
of  Orange,  and  been  the  source  of  infiiieU' 
tijtl  political  alliances,  but  they  have  like- 
w’^ise  iuvulv€?d  the  nation  in  complicated 
relations  with  foreign  fetates.  Four  times 
in  tbe  sliort  history  of  the  cam n try  the 
highest  dignity  lucd  fallen  upon  a minor, 
while  Wiliium  111.  and  Williaui  , were 
heii-s  to  an  authority  from  whicli  tlieir  fa- 
tlun\s  had  Ijcen  removed  before  their  birth. 
U nder  W i 1 1 iam  1 V. , w hose  vv i f e was  A nna, 
daughter  of  George  II.  of  England,  the 
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Prince  gradually  stripped  of  all  au* 
ihority.  Ho  had  married  Friederike  Bo> 
phie,  the  niece  of  Frederick  the  Great, 
While  the  popular  feeling  was  excited 
against  lier  hushuud,  the  Princess  attempt- 
ed h>  visit  the  Haag,  but  was  stoi>})ed  on 
the  boiiler  of  the  province,  and  detained 
in  eusiody  for  several  hours.  Her  liigli 
s|)irit  wvnild  not  hrcx)k  such  treatment. 
The  traditions  of  the  Prussian  court  had 
not  taught  her  to  submit  quietly  to  the 
despotism  of  the  city  oligarchies  of  this 
hydra-headed  republic.  She  invoked  the 
aul  of  her  hr* »thcr  Frederick  William  to 
re^store  her  hu$))atul  to  his  former  a utlior- 
ity.  The  King  signalized  tlie  first  year  of 


proclaimed  ‘‘  liberty,  equality,  and  fmter- 
iiity,  and  those  latent  passions  which  ex- 
ist in  seeniingly  inii>assive  natures  burst 
in  to  a flame.  City  and  state  governvnehls 
were  overllirown,  and  furious  republican- 
ism was  rife.  In  the  ma<iness  of  the  hour 
tlic  vaults  of  the  Princes  of  Orange  in 
Leeu warden  were  bui^st  open  und  plun- 
dered; men  fancied  that  liberty  had  begun 
when  all  memories  of  a glorious  past  un- 
der this  illustrious  house  iiad  been  blotted 
out.  The  .shock  prCHluced  by  the  execu- 
tioii  of  Louis  XVI.  and  his<^ueen  startled 
all  the  ruhu-s  of  Europe.  Tlie  advance 
of  the  repubiieaii  armies  meant  the  over- 
throw of  t il  rones  and  the  deatli  of  kin  g.s. 
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The  news  of  the  invasion  of  the  French 
terrified  the  ruling  family,  and  though 
the  valiant  Hereditary  Prince,  afterward 
William  I.,  sought  to  rouse  the  people  to 
arms,  the  national  fortresses  were  surren- 
dered, and  province  after  province  over- 
run. 

The  Stadtholder  chose  voluntary  exile, 
and  in  a solemn  audience  of  the  States- 
General  announced  his  purpose  to  leave 
the  country. 

Had  he  always  acted  with  as  much  dig- 
nity as  upon  this  occasion,  his  memory 
would  occupy  a higher  place  in  the  minds 
of  his  people.  The  Prince  with  his  family 
left  the  Haag  in  midwinter,  while  the 
coast  was  enveloped  in  ice.  He  reached 
England  in  a small  fishing  vessel,  and 
never  saw  his  native  land  again.  He 
spent  a short  time  in  England,  but  chose 
Germany  as  his  permanent  home,  where 
his  possessions  and  his  connection  with 
the  royal  family  of  Prussia  gave  him  the 
rank  of  a German  prince.  He  died  in 
Brunswick,  and  was  buried  in  the  cathe- 
dral, not  far  from  the  stately  tomb  of 
Henry  the  Lion.  The  Prince  was  weak 
but  obstinate,  and  his  vision  so  obscured 
by  a sense  of  his  own  prerogatives  that 
he  was  unequal  to  the  contest  with  re- 
publican ideas:  he  could  neither  protect 
his  sovereignty  nor  anticipate  by  liberal 
changes  the  coming  storm. 

The  Batavian  Republic  now  appeared 
above  the  shifting  waves,  followed  by  the 
short-lived  kingdom  of  Louis  Bonaparte, 
whose  brief  rule  exhibited  a noble  cour- 
age in  opposing  the  proscriptive  policy  of 
his  brother,  and  in  maintaining  the  com- 
mercial interests  of  his  adopted  country. 
He  soon  abandoned  a throne  supported  by 
French  bayonets,  carrying  witli  him  into 
exile  the  love  of  his  people  and  the  esteem 
of  Europe,  and  the  country  was  annexed 
to  France.  The  defeat  of  Napoleon  be- 
fore Leipzig  by  the  Allies  caused  the  res- 
toration of  the  Orange  dynasty.  Repub- 
lican ideas  had  been  incorporated  in  the 
constitution  of  the  country.  All  religions 
had  been  made  equal,  the  national  au- 
thority supreme  over  that  of  the  single 
states:  the  executive  and  judicial  authori- 
ty had  been  divided,  and  a l>eginning  of 
the  separation  of  church  and  state  accom- 
plished. The  wisest  statesmen  saw  that 
there  was  no  promise  of  a permanent  gov- 
ernment except  in  a permanent  head,  and 
the  popular  voice  demanded  that  the 
princely  family  which  was  associated  with 


all  that  was  glorious  in  the  history  of  the 
country  should  be  recalled  from  exile  to 
assume  the  reins  of  power.  Envoys 
were  dispatched  to  England,  and  William 
VI.,  afterward  King  William  I.,  who 
twenty  years  before  had  sought  refuge 
from  his  own  countrymen  in  a foreigfi 
land,  was  recalled.  He  returned  in  an 
English  frigate  to  his  native  land.  Vast 
throngs  of  people  streamed  forth  through 
the  beautiful  avenue  which  leads  from  the 
Haag  to  the  sea  to  welcome  their  Prince. 
Visitors  to  the  fashionable  w'atering-place 
of  Scheveningen  will  notice  a plain  obe- 
lisk on  the  downs,  marking  the  spot  where 
the  Prince  landed. 

The  years  of  republican  rule  had  not 
been  in  vain:  liberal  ideas  had  educated 
the  people  to  bear  a more  responsible  part 
in  the  government.  A few  months  later, 
William  VI.  of  Orange  took  the  oath  to 
support  the  new  constitution  of  his  coun- 
try, in  the  New  Church  at  Amsterdam,  as 
William  I.,  King  of  the  Netherlands. 
Great  hopes  were  placed  upon  this  sover- 
eign. He  was  but  a child  when  his  father 
became  an  exile.  He  was  educated  at  the 
court  of  his  uncle,  Frederick  William  II., 
in  Berlin,  where  he  became  familiar  with 
the  stiffness  of  the  Prussian  military 
system,  from  which  he  afterward  trans- 
ferred the  traditions  of  autocratic  govern- 
ment to  his  own  country,  to  w^hich  they 
were  unsuited.  He  led  a division  again^ 
Napoleon  in  the  luckless  battle  of  Jena, 
and  fought  bravely  at  Wagram.  He  even 
sought  to  recover  the  authority  of  his 
house  by  various  expeditions  against  the 
French  forces  in  the  Netherlands. 

The  country  had  suffered  from  excessive 
division  in  the  government.  Each  state 
had  been  ruled  by  an  oligarchical  party,  and 
the  States-General  was  often  powerless  to 
enforce  its  decrees  against  a provincial  as- 
sembly. The  powerful  commercial  city 
of  Amsterdam  had  previously  closed  its 
gates  against  the  Stadtholder, and  the  states 
of  Holland  often  stubbornly  opposed  the 
mandate  of  the  States-General. 

Now  a national  constitution,  advanced 
in  spirit,  but  defective  in  many  particulars, 
formed  the  basis  of  a new  central  govern- 
ment. By  the  Treaty  of  Paris  the  new 
kingdom  was  made  double  in  extents,  and 
the  South  Netherlands,  or  Belgium,  added 
to  the  North.  A union  which  had  been 
sundered  two  hundred  y^ears  before,  in  the 
wars  with  Spain,  was  again  attempted. 
There  was  a momentary  promise  of  a new 
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and  powerful  kin<2rcIom.  The  two  nations  His  father  had  attempted  to  make  the 
were  ditferent  in  raec  and  religion;  in  Flemish  lan^uag’e  the  olficial  larij^nuge  of 
one  there  was  a tenaeious  love  of  political  the  courts  of  law  and  the  army;  he  had 
and  religious  freedom;  in  the  other,  devo^  abolished  trial  by  juiy  and  the  freedom 
tion  to  the  Church  of  Rome  and  to  the  of  the  press,  and  liad  thereby  incunx*d  the 
splendor  of  myal  rule.  It  W’as  not  attach-  enmity  of  tJie  liberals.  By  subjecting  tlie 
me nt  to  any  princely  family  or  pride  in  clerical  schools  to  government  control,  and 
the  liistory  of  the  nation  that  moved  the  by  re.strainmg  the  authority  of  the  Cliurch 
Belgians  to  revolt,  for  they  had  Wen  lui-  — ^measures  which  w^on  him  the  supiH)rt  of 
der  Spanish,  Austrian,  and  French  rule.  Iheliherals— he  incurred  the  active  hatred 
since  their  sepamtion  from  the  northern  of  the  priests.  The  two  part ie.s,  clerical 
pmvinces.  Rival  commercial  interests  and  liWral,  opposed  on  all  other  ]K)ints 
and  qinistions  of  taxation  connected  with  savo  tliat  of  tlirowing  off  the  Dutch  su- 
tho  national  debt  protluced  antagonistic  preinacy,  now  united  against  an  absolute 
feelings.  riiler  and  an  irresponsible  ministry.  A 

The  revolution  of  1$30  broke  out.  Tlie  p^lpulous  and  wealthy  country  was  siilKjr- 
southern  pi*t>vinces  rose  in  anus  against  diuate  to  a ismaller  state,  the  heavy  debts 
Dutch  supremacy  more  than  agjiinst  the  of  which  caused  tlie  poor  man's  meat  and 
rule  of  the  house  of  Orange.  French  ref-  wood  to  Ik^  taxed.  A league  was  formed 
ugces,  fresh  from  the  overthrow  of  the  in  Flanders  in  behalf  of  Belgian  independ- 
Bourbon  throne,  excited  the  fickle  WH>rk-  ence,  with  the  motto,  “ Faithful  to  beg- 
men  of  the  cities,  but  the  sol>er  conserva-  gary.’'  The  scheme  of  revolt  was  openly 
tive  thought  of  the  ruling  classes  opp^>scd  proclaimed,  and  the  programme  of  pro- 
the  <langerous  f)0]>ular  movement,  fearing  oedui’C  publicly  posted, 
the  Uceiise  of  the  infuriated  republicans.  “Monday,  tire-works;  Tuesday,  illumi- 
The  Hereditary  Prince,  who  hud  been  .sent  nation  ; Wed nc-sday,  rcvol  utioxi . The 
to  i*e8toi*e*  the  province  to  obedience,  list-  Prince  favored  the  reasomable  demands  of 
eiied  to  the  teinjierate  deinand.s  for  reform,  the  people,but  llie  King  delayed  measures 
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of  relief,  obsttitrately  blind  to  the  inipeiul-  the  8ove*reij^nty  of  hotlt.  The  Kinjt  over* 
int:  <king“er.  A wise  und  libeivil  |)oliey  ruled  at  once  the  liberal  proclamation  of 
fnij^hl  even  then  have  averted  the  separa-  his  son,  and  the  Prince  encountered  not 
lion.  The  Prince  upon  his  own  authori-  only  the  paternal  displeasure,  but  the  uni- 
ty issued  a pnxdanuition  to  the  Be  1 Brians,  ye rsal  indig*nati«n  of  the  nation.  The 
j>roTnising'  tin*  redi‘es.s  of  their  wronj^s  and  Kin^  appealed  for  support  to  the  powers, 
an  auhmomous  g-overriment.  lie  thus  but  <lelay  and  disappointment  heightened 
practical ly  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the  pr>pular  discontent.  The  Congrc'ss  of 
tl»e  movement  for  politictil  liberty.  It  London,  under  Talleyrand's  lead,  refused 
lues  hecji  charged  that  he  was  iniluenced  to  intervene,  and  decidtxl  against  the  con- 
l»y  vanity  atid  fuubiticm  in  taking  this  tinuance  of  the  supi‘eniacy  of  tlie  north- 
step,  aiicl  that  he  hoped  tbeivhy  lo  lx.*  ern  Neihcrlands,  and  amitiged  the.  terms 
placed  »>n  the  tbmne  of  Belgium.  But  of  division  of  the  two  countries, 
it  is  probable  ilntt  bis  knowledge  of  the  The  great  powers  which  had  gunram 
forces  at  work  in  Europe  and  his  sen.se  of  teed  the  existence  of  the  united  kingdom 
jtistice  alotie  inspired  his  action.  He  had  no  longer  sustained  their  own  creation, 
nothing  to  gaiti  in  a s<;‘paration  of  the  two  The  King,  thus  ahantloned,  determined 
countries,  for  lie  would  uliiiuutcly  inherit  with  national  tenacity  to  defend  his  pre- 
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rog’t'iti  ves,  and  to  assort  hi8  riglits  over  the  Fmicli  sympatliy  was  aciivo  in  support- 
n^volted  country.  The  Crown  PriiicOv  now  ing  a noi>^hht)nng  people  in  a kindred 
rcstoretl  to  favor,  led  an  army  of  1)0,000  for  liberty.  A Frenefj  amiy 

men  across  tlie  border,  defeated  in  two  crossed  the  border,  and  an  EngHsli  fleet 
cnga^efiients,  at  Tirlemoiit  and  Hasselt,  l)lockaded  tlie  coast  and  ejjl<^red  the 
the  (lisorganizdi  revolutionists,  and  near- 

ty  captured  the  new  King  Leopold  in  LoU‘  The  \var  was  now  hopeless,  and  the 
vain.  Antwerp  was  bombarded,  and  an  Dutch  were  forced  to  I’etreat.  Leopold 
obstinate  and  bloody  contest  took  place  tiuirrif'd  the  daughter  of  ally,  Louis 
in  the  park  of  Brussels.  Louis  Philippe,  Philippe<  These  days  are  always  ol>- 
who  ba*l  declined  the  crown  of  the  new  served  by  the  Belgians  as  the  festal  anni- 
country  for  bis  son,  not  w islnivg  to  endau-  versary  of  the  independence  of  the  country. 


MIEKN  SOnTIE. 

t r»'tu  * l>^’  M.  L.  Wrx  t^t , TUi: 


A strong  pud  united  nation  occupymg 
these  two  countries,  hordering  u[>d» 
France  ami  Gerrnany.  and  with  a sea-coast 
facing  E))gland,  woulil  have  prt:)vcd  a 


ger  the  throne  which  he  hail  recently 
ascended,  now  inter vened  in  behalf  of  the 
Belgians.  There  Wiis  a small  party  eager 
to  annex  the  country  to  France,  and 
Vr»t..  LXX  —No  418.  --3  4 
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powerful  check  to  the  ambition  of  either 
of  these  powers,  and  might  have  exerted 
at  times  a decisive  influence  in  European 
politics;  but  differences  of  religion  and 
deeper  differences  of  race  made  a perma- 
nent union  impossible.  The  King  of  the 
Netherlands  became  Grand-duke  of  Lux- 
emburg. This  powerful  fortress  did  not 
become  a part  of  the  kingdom,  but  was 
made  subject  to  the  personal  rule  of  the 
King  as  a constitutional  sovereign. 

In  the  years  which  followed  the  Revo- 
lution of  1830  the  relations  of  Belgium 
and  Holland  were  unsettled.  The  spirit 
of  the  Dutch  had  been  humbled  by  the 
loss  of  so  much  territory  and  by  defeat 
before  the  eyes  of  Europe.  William  I. 
rejected  the  terras  of  separation  offered  by 
the  powers,  and  his  later  tardy  acceptance 
made  the  conditions  less  favorable  to  his 
kingdom.  The  Kmg  had  acquired  vast 
wealth  by  generous  investments  to  pro- 
mote the  commerce  of  his  country.  His 
personal  guarantee  to  subscribei*s  of  a 
fixed  return  upon  investments  in  the 
Dutch  East  India  Company,  though  in- 
volving great  risk,  after  a few  years  added 
largely  to  his  riches,  and  the  royal  family 
has  remained  one  of  the  wealthiest  in 
Europe.  Though  he  represented  the  gen- 
eral sentiment  of  his  people  in  refusing 
concessions  and  in  seeking  to  put  down 
the  Belgian  insurrection,  yet  the  failure 
of  his  effort,  the  steady  increase  of  debt, 
and  the  cry  for  the  i*eform  of  the  constitu- 
tion at  last  caused  the  King  to  withdraw 
from  the  cares  of  government,  and  in 
1840  William  II.  ascended  the  throne. 
William  I.,  under  the  title  of  Count 
Nassau,  retired  to  Berlin,  where  he  mar- 
ried the  Catholic  Countess  d’Oultremont. 

The  early  life  of  William  II.  was  spent 
in  England,  where  he  studied  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford.  He  joinetl  the  English 
army  which  fought  under  Wellington  in 
Spain,  and  his  bravery  was  praised  by 
his  chief  in  many  dispatches.  The  glory 
which  he  won  at  Ciudad  Rodrigo,  Bada- 
jos,  and  Salamanca,  and  at  Waterloo, 
where  he  performed  distinguished  service, 
made  him  the  military  idol  of  his  nation. 

He  was  recalled  from.  Spain  by  his  fa- 
ther, who  desired  his  marriage  with  the 
Princess  Charlotte  of  England,  the  daugh- 
ter of  George  IV.  The  union  did  not  take 
place,  owing  to  the  opposition  of  the  Queen, 
and  the  Princess  soon  married  the  rival  of 
her  first  suitor,  Leopold,  afterward  King  of 
the  Belgians.  The  Prince  married  Anna 


Paulowna,  the  daughter  of  the  Czar  Paul 
I.  of  Russia.  Many  incidents  illustrate 
the  personal  courage  of  William  II.  In 
the  days  of  Belgian  revolt  he  advanced 
with  a small  force  to  Vilvorde,  and  leav- 
ing his  troops  there,  fearlessly  entered 
Brussels,  the  centre  of  the  insurrection, 
alone,  while  from  the  City  Hall  the  em- 
blems of  Brabant  floated  in  the  air,  and 
furious  republicans  looked  upon  him  from 
every  house  as  he  rode  slowly  among  the 
barricades  of  the  streets  to  the  palace.  The 
King  was  of  an  engaging  personal  charac- 
ter, energetic  in  action,  but,  like  his  great- 
uncle,  Frederick  the  Great,  he  forgot  on 
the  throne  the  liberalism  of  his  earlier 
days.  Like  his  father,  he  steadfastly  re- 
fused to  yield  to  the  advancing  spirit  of 
reform,  and  only  the  events  of  tlie  fateful 
year  of  1848  roused  him  to  grant  the  pre- 
sent liberal  constitution.  His  death  soon 
followed,  and  in  1849  the  present  William 
III.  ascended  tlie  throne.  He  married  his 
cousin  Sophie,  the  daughter  of  the  King 
of  Wiirtemberg.  In  his  reign  there  are 
few  traces  of  a vigorous  iDersonality,  and 
yet  on  certain  popular  occasions,  as  u{>on 
the  three  - hundredth  annivei'sary  of  the 
capture  of  Brielle,  his  public  address  was 
such  as  to  give  those  wdio  heard  it  a fa- 
vorable impression  of  his  intellectual  abil- 
ity. In  1867  his  fear  of  the  overpowering 
greatness  of  Prussia  led  him  to  consent  to 
sell  his  rights  in  Luxemburg  to  the  Em- 
peror of  the  French,  a proceeding  which 
gave  rise  to  the  “Luxemburg  Question,  ' 
w’hen  Prussia  exhibited  the  consciousness 
of  its  new-  power  by  flatly  refusing  NajX)- 
leon’s  demands.  Two  parties  existe<l  at 
this  time  in  the  Netherlands,  the  one  jea- 
lous of  Prussian  influence,  and  fearing  ul- 
timate absorption  in  that  powder,  while  tlie 
other  recognized  that  strength  and  free- 
dom for  Germany  could  be  found  only  in 
the  supremacy  of  Prussia,  and  in  the  de- 
feat of  the  ambitious  schemes  of  the  French 
government.  The  Queen,  wuth  her  South 
German  sympathies,  and  a considerable 
party  at  court,  espoused  the  former  views, 
but  the  leading  statesmen  of  the  countiy 
the  latter.  The  King's  conduct  in  this  af- 
fair did  not  redound  to  his  sagacity  or 
credit.  In  few  countries  of  Eurox>e  is  the 
sovereign  so  impersonal  and  absent  from 
])opular  thought  in  all  political  questions. 
Political  affiiii's  are  guided  by  the  minis- 
try and  the  Chambers. 

The  King  resides  most  of  the  year  at 
liis  country-seat  at  Loo,  where  the  flat 
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surface  of  the  land  gives  place  to  the  gen- 
tle elevations  and  wooded  heights  that  lie 
toward  Arnhem  and  the  German  border. 
Queen  Sophie  whs  uni versiilljr  esteemed 
for  her  interest  in  the  people,  and  for  her 
intelligent  love  of  literature  and  the  so- 
ciety of  scholars.  She  invited  Mr.  Motley 
almost  yearly  to  share  the  royal  hospi- 
talitj'  in  her  Palace  in  tlie  Wood.''  in  the 
beautiful  forest  that  extends  to  tin."  gates 
of  the  city,  and  from  which  it  derives  its 
name,  the  ‘"Count's  Forf^st,"'^  His  pic- 
ture, painted  by  command  of  her  Majesty, 
hangs  in  one  of  the  (wms.  Many  cir- 
cumstances in  the  Queen's  life  aAvakenetl 
the  sympathy  of  the  people,  and  xipon  her 
death  there  was  a spontaneous  manife.sta- 
tirm  of  sorrow. 


Her  son  the  Prince  of  Orange  found 
more  happiness  in  the  i^ay  life  of  Paris 
Ilian  in  his  own  capiUil.  and  wa,s  apparent- 
ly permanently  estrangetl  from  his  native 
land.  It  was  siiid  that  he  never  wished  to 
ascend  the  throne.  He  died  in  Paris, 
leaving  tlm  succession  to  hLs  brother  Al- 
exander, who  diexl  last  June,  The  King  s 
younger  hrotlier,  Prince  Henry  Of  tlie 
Netherlands,  Stadtholder  of  Luxemburg, 
AVfus,  in  case  of  failure  of  the  dii'ect  line, 
heir  to  the  throne.  He  diexl  soon  after 
his  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  Princo 
Frederick  Karl  of  Prussia.  Thv  King  in 
IST'J  married  Kmu\a,  a princess  «if  Pyr- 
mont-Waldeek,  and  the  infant  daughter  of 
this  marriage,  the  Princess  Willieimina, 
is  the  presumptive  heir  to  the  throne. 
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OF  admirable  commercial  structures 
Washington  has  almost  none.  It  is 
not  a municipality  of  shop-keepers;  it  is, 
and  is  destined  to  remain,  a place  of 
homes  more  truly,  perhaps,  than  any  other 
city  of  the  world.  It  is  not  probable  that 
trade  will  ever  intrude  to  a greater  extent 
than  is  necessary  to  supply  the  wants  of 
the  corporation  and  its  immediate  vicini- 
ty. The  ingenuity  of  the  local  architect 
is  therefoi’e  concentrated  almost  wholly 
upon  the  dwelling  instead  of  the  business 
ediSce,  and  this  is  an  important  one  of 
many  reasons  why  Washington  is  rapidly 
becoming  not  merely  a city  of  homes,  but 
a city  of  remarkably  attractive  and  ar- 
tistic homes.  It  has  passed  the  period  of 
“American”  architecture,  which  produced 
so  many  mere  houses ; it  has  grown  away 
from  the  hodge-podge  that  succeeded  what 
one  must  blush  to  call  the  “American 
period”;  it  has  escaped  from  the  thrall- 
dom  of  the  aggressive  and  persistent  Man- 
sard roof,  with  its  substructure  covered 
with  meretricious  ornamentation,  its  wood- 
en and  metal  mouldings  bedraggling  cor- 
nice and  lintel,  and  perching  upon  wood- 
en bay-windows  which  were  stuck  into 
walls  without  a thought  of  harmony. 

These  structures  can  not  be  swept  away 
and  replaced  by  better  in  a day  or  a year, 
but  they  are  being  overshadowed  by  the 
new  homes  with  such  surprising  rapidity 
that  not  more  than  a few  years  will  elapse 
before  they  will  be  almost  entirely  ban- 
ished except  in  the  poorer  portions  of  the 
city. 

The  transformation  began  with  the  al- 
most magical  appearance  of  long  stretches 
of  concrete  pavement,  lined  on  each  side 
with  one  and  frequently  two  rows  of  trees. 
On  either  side  of  nearly  every  street  and 
avenue  there  was  left  of  the  highway  from 
ten  to  thirty  feet,  which  might  be  used  by 
the  house-builder  as  a lawn,  or  planted 
with  flowers  or  shrubbery,  but  never 
built  upon.  The  streets  crossed  each  oth- 
er at  right  angles.  The  avenues  cut 
through  the  streets  at  a different  angle, 
and  at  the  intersections  in  every  part  of 
the  city  made  bits  of  triangles  and  odd- 
shaped lots  which  could  not  fail  to  rouse 
the  most  obtuse  arcliitect  to  a realization 
of  the  opportunities  afforded  for  unique 
forms  and  unusual  display.  Where  these 
streets  and  avenues  intei*sect  most  numer- 
ously there  are  miniature  parks,  trian- 


gular, multiangular,  or  circular,  flower- 
ed, shrubberied,  and  statued,  from  which 
the  houses  hemming  the  wide  diverging 
streets  may  be  seen  for  a long  distance. 
From  Dupont  Circle,  for  example,  no  less 
than  ten  streets  and  avenues  radiate. 
Between  their  termini  upon  the  park  there 
are  as  many  building  sites  which  end  in 
more  or  less  acute  points.  On  these  the 
houses  are  constructed  in  irregular  form. 
In  the  more  obtuse  angles,  where  two  or 
more  dwellings  may  stand  side  by  side, 
each  front  deviates  slightly  from  a straight 
line  with  the  others,  the  whole  forming  a 
concave  elevation  facing  the  circle,  the 
rear  of  each  opening  like  a fan.  With 
such  opportunities  for  displaying  tasteful 
architecture  it  would  be  strange  indeed  if 
progress  were  not  rapid.  The  mere  con- 
ditions, in  whose  production  they  had  no 
part,  prompted  architects  possessing  a lit- 
tle artistic  sense  to  look  for  more  graceful 
forms,  something  less  sombre  and  heavy, 
although  more  chaste — in  short,  some- 
thing that  would  w^arm  instead  of  chill 
the  healthy  taste. 

From  opiX)rtunity,  therefore,  sprang 
the  buoyant,  aiiy  homes,  which  seldom 
slavishly  follow  any  defined  style,  but 
which  combine,  usually  with  taste,  and 
often  with  fine  artistic  judgment,  the  best 
features  of  several  schools.  From  these 
conditions  also  sprang  the  endless  variety 
and  artistic  beauty  of  red  brick  homes 
which  form  a distinguishing  feature  of 
the  capital,  and  which  will  seem  more 
and  more  appropriate  as  the  trees  grow, 
and  the  profusion  of  flowers  and  shrubs 
and  green  grass  increases. 

^ Even  the  speculators,  who  are  quite  too 
numerous  in  Washington,  who  build  long 
row^s  for  lease  or  sale,  who  care  nothing 
for  art  and  everything  for  money,  and 
who  buy  and  build  cheaply  and  sell  at 
unconscionable  prices,  are  compelled  to 
follow  to  some  extent  the  individualism 
which  is  aimed  at  by  architects  in  re- 
sponse to  the  new-born  sense  of  the  pub- 
lic. They  have  learned  that  vulgar  or- 
namentation and  finical  display  no  more 
attract  purchasei*s  or  tenants.  Therefore 
their  rows,  like  their  isolated  dwellings, 
usually  exhibit  more  or  less  successful  at- 
tempts to  escape  at  once  a painful  monot- 
ony and  a nausea  of  gewgaws.  So  com- 
mon has  tliis  individualization  of  each 
house  become  that  a row  in  which  the  old- 
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ing*r<x>in  in  tliis  mansion  shows  what  can 
he  flone  in  wlvite  pine.  The  mantel  is  ex- 
quisite, a symphony  in  white  anti  g^olcl. 
The  vvootl  is  simply  pa iriieth  rul)bHh  and 
painted,  and  rubbed  ac^'aiii,  until  its  sur- 
face reseTril>les  polished  ivory.  The  gold  is 
laid  on  to  bring  Out  the  carving.  A most 
charming  contra.st  is  afforded  in  the  iid- 
joining  roonn  which  o|)ens  up  a vusla  of 
ilte  dining-room,  with  its  ricli  San  Domin^ 
go  mahogany  panelling  and  ([uaint  fire^ 
jij  ace  of  reces.sed  si  ate.  A weal  th  of  del  ieuk; 
tiles  is  employed  to  enhance  the  elegance 
of  an  exquisite  in teririr. 

Colonel  Bonaparfe's  liouse,  on  K Street 
near  Connecticut  Avenue,  was  designed 
by  Messrs.  Gniy  and  Page,  t>v<>  young 
ai'cbitecls  of  Washington,  to  whom  much 
credit  is  due,  hu*  the  vigwoiis  luiinner  in 
which  they  have  moved  Vip<;«n  tire  citadel 
of  tlm  old  Waslungton  or  Anicrican  style, 
carrying  its  ovitworks,  and  leading  the 
way  to  the  triumph  of  the  new  city.  It 
is  of  file  French  Gotliic  type  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  lluit  style  i>eing  nuiinUdn- 


ed  rigidly  throughout.  The  library,  hall, 
childi*eu's  dining-room,  kitchen,  closet, 
etc.,  are  on  the  tiiTSt  floor,  on  the  second 
itre  tlie music  and  drawing  rooms,  and  ou 
the  third  and  fourth  the  bediTK^ms,  The 
Marquise  entrance  is  a conspicuous  fea- 
ture of  the  exterior,  and  may  or  not  be 
thought  artistic.  It  is  certainly  French. 
The  most  vStriking  feature  %v  it  Inn  is  the 
solidity  and  plainness.  The  f3re-pla(‘ei^ 
and  mantels  are  ,sevei*ely'  plain,  while  the 
line  old  painting  of  Na]Kdeon  I,  overtlvi* 
diTung-riHun  mantel  is  tlie  most  con.spicu- 
ous  decoration.  This  tlining-rixun,  on  the 
second  Hour,  connecting  with  the  haiu)' 
some  drawing- room  in  ivory  W'hite,  is  most 
elaborately  finished  ill  oak. 

The  residcuceof  Mr.  J.B,  Noble,  designed 
by  Messrs.  G ray  and  Page,  on  the  c#imcr  of 
Eighteenth  Street  iind  Miissachusetts  Ave- 
nue, Is  perhaps  the  }K*st  illu.stmtiou  in  ilu* 
city  cd  what  may  lye  acconqilislnHl  in  mass- 
iveness  and  the  ornanieii  tut  in  brick,  wiili- 
ou t superfieuil  adornment.  It  is  ihirf eeutb' 
century  Gothic  in  its  general  ett'ccl.  The 
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broad,  graceful  oriel  window^  with  its  rieli-  culiar  greenish  limestone  which  is  found 
jy  fetaiiusi  la  extretnely  attrac‘ti\*e  in  stiutheusterti  Pennsylvania.  Eiu.*h  has 

when  vic^wed  from  witliout.  Seen  from  a of  ilistinctive  The  style  of 

within,  ibs  Wauty  is  much  enhanced,  atid  the  bay-windows  is  varied,  the  enlmnces 
its  approach  forins,  will?  the  first  landing  dift'er  iu  appcarunce,  and  tlieiti  is  indivkl- 
of  the  siairsv  a wide  gallery  frcuiv  ^'" It tcli  nalily  in  ilie  wiinlows  of  eacli.  Tlie  most 
there  is  a fine  vista  down  the  spacious  coT}S|)icuoiis  of  the  three  is  on  ihe  corner 
hall,  panelled  ill  oak.  In  the  front  of  the  of  Dupont  Circle  and  New  Huinpshire 
se<*oiid  story  is  a loggia^  witli  brick  Vailuh-  Avenne,  and  is  l!ie  residence  of  the  Hon. 
traile  and  stone  coin  inns  carrying  brick  BB.  Cox,  of  New  York.  Jt  is  in  imita- 
arches,  wbicli  is  ornate,  yet  ipiiei  and  bar*  tion  of  the  old  colonial  style,  its  graceful 
luoniou.s.  While  the  effect  in  brick  is  corner  Unve^r  being  a copy  of  a tower  in 
giXKl,  one  is  led  to  wonder  why  stone  was  an  aheient  V^irgiaiaiuansion-house.  Bteps 
not  chosen  instead  for  a dwelling  of  such  le^wl  up  to  a pretty  porch,  the  steep  roof  of 


HA IX  AND  STAIRCASK  OF  D,  R,  JC’KKF  S RKSIDFSCF. 


dimensions,  as  wit) i stone  n far  more  im-  which  is  covered  with  red  tile,  the  gable 
pf^ssive  result  could  have  Ixien  .secured,  faced  with  tile,  and  the  whole  ^supported 
As  it  is,  however,  its  fino  Avindows,  invit'  by  brick  coluums.  The  wiudow.s  are 
ing  port'lxes,  haleonies,  and  alcoves,  and  Ha  capped  with  jacksimhes  of  ml  brick,  which 
ruaiiv'  iioinied  rfx>f,  lend  it  a very  piciur*  make  a pleasing  contrast  with  the  stone 
esqiie  walls; 

A go<Ml  illustration  of  the  variety  Of  These  very  successful  structures  areal  si) 
constrticii<#n  wlpch  has  btH?n  iutmlueed  by  Gray  and  Page,  »aiid  this  is  a irniinder 
inU)  rows  i.s  found  in  three  .sfiaciou.s  bouses  that  the  same  Mrehileefs  designed  the 
whose  fronts  are  composed  .solidly  of  a pe-  Quc^ui  Anne'’  which  was  built  in  Wa.sh- 
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ington.  It  was  for  a commodore  who  knew 
more  of  ships  and  guns  than  of  houses, 
and  so  the  architects  were  told  to  give  their 
fancy  rein,  and  work  out  some  new  and 
pleasing  structure  without  bothering  the 
future  occupant  with  details.  The  house 
was  built,  and  did  not  please  the  conserva- 
tive Washington  of  that  day.  The  owner 
was  influenced  by  the  criticisms  of  his 
neighbors,  and  was  much  troubled  and  dis- 
pirited. He  had  been  imposed  upon  by 
some  new-fangled  thing  which  was  laugh- 
ed at,  and  he  knew  not  whether  to  live  in 
it  or  abandon  it.  The  momentous  ques- 
tion was  settled  by  visiting  Boston  friends, 
who  pronounced  the  place  ‘ ‘ quite  too  love- 
ly for  anything.  ” That  was  sufficient.  If 
Boston  approved,  who  dare  dispute  ? The 
stern  face  of  the  commodore  relaxed,  and 
the  architects  were  congratulated.  What 
might  have  been  the  character  of  new 
Washington  if  that  first  “Queen  Anne” 
had  remained  under  the  seal  of  condemna- 
tion, it  is  distressing  to  contemplate. 

Connecticut  Avenue,  one  of  the  ultra 
fashionable  thoroughfares,  affords  an  ex- 
tended field  for  the  study  of  domestic  ar- 
chitecture. It  is  somewhat  marred  by  two 
or  three  long  and  towering  rows  having 
little  structural  variety  of  composition,  but 
it  also  has  some  of  the  finest  and  largest 
isolated  residences.  Opposite  the  immense 
square  - bodied  and  square  - winged  resi- 
dence of  the  British  Minister,  on  the  cor- 
ner of  N and  Connecticut  Avenue,  is  the 
stately  front  of  the  home  of  Justice  Stan- 
ley Matthews,  of  the  Supreme  Court  of  the 
United  States,  designed  by  Mr.  Hornblow- 
er.  Though  somewhat  monotonously  win- 
dowed, it  is  in  many  respects  a noble  spe- 
cimen of  the  modern  Gothic  style.  The 
spacious  arched  door  contains  a delicate 
and  beautiful  arrangement  of  rare  speci- 
mens of  American  stained  glass  in  white, 
soft  blue,  and  opalescent  tints.  Across  Con- 
necticut Avenue  from  the  British  Legation 
is  tlie  new  home  of  ex-Senator  Yulee,  of 
Florida,  by  Charles  Reatl,  a less  impi*essive 
exiimple  of  tlie  modern  Gothic  than  Jus- 
tice Matthews's,  but  having  some  peculiar 
composition  in  windows  and  window  glass, 
and  tile  figures,  which  suggest  the  South- 
ern home  of  the  Senator  by  the  palms  and 
other  tropical  plants  illustrated.  A pleas- 
ing study,  also  among  the  large  residences 
of  the  avenue,  is  the  home  of  Mr.  D.  R. 
McKee,  chief  of  the  Washington  office  of 
the  New  York  Associated  Press.  Here 
Messrs.  Gray  and  Page  took  for  their  mod- 


el a French  Gothic  house  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  changing  it  to  harmonize  with 
the  location.  There  is  about  it  a slight 
suggestion  of  a superabundance  of  roof, 
but  the  general  effect  is  highly  pleasing. 
A panelled  hall  of  oak  and  an  unusually 
graceful  stairway  are  striking  interior  fea- 
tures. On  the  same  avenue,  at  its  inter- 
section with  Twentieth  Street,  is  the  at- 
tractive home  of  Lieutenant  Mason,  of  the 
navy,  by  the  same  architects.  The  prin- 
cipal details  are  Queen  Anne,  its  leading 
features  being  an  entrance  porch  with  red 
tile-covered  roof  supported  by  carved  spi- 
ral wooden  columns,  whose  counterpart 
appears  in  reduced  size  in  a balcony  over 
the  bay,  a handsome  oriel- window  on  the 
south  side,  and  another  charming  little 
nook  stuck  on  the  corner  of  the  upper 
story,  ending  in  a tile-covered  point  and 
spire,  a semicircular  gable  porch  roofed 
with  tile,  and  mosaic  windows  of  clear 
glass  in  great  variety  of  shapes  and  sizes. 

Perhaps  the  most  elaborate  of  all  the 
“Queen  Annes”  and  their  variations  is 
the  residence  of  Lieutenant  McCalla,  of 
the  navy,  by  Mr.  Clarence  Luce,  of  Bos- 
ton. The  roof  and  walls  of  the  upper 
story  are  covered  with  red  tile.  The  re- 
maining walls  are  of  red  brick.  The  sec- 
ond story  of  the  north  gable  is  made  to 
extend  over  the  lower  story  at  the  cor- 
ners, in  pleasing  modification  of  an  early 
English  style.  In  the  east  side  is  a charm- 
ing oriel- window,  the  base  of  which  is 
formed  by  a gradual  emphasis  of  the  brick 
wall,  and  these  basic  bricks  are  carved 
into  parallel  lines  of  sharp  corners,  each 
protruding  beyond  the  other  till  the  win- 
dow proper  is  reached.  Around  the  arch 
of  this  window,  as  well  as  around  the 
arch  and  side  of  the  main  door,  is  elabo- 
rate and  finely  executed  carving  from  the 
solid  brick  walls,  giving  a much  more  aes- 
thetic result  than  could  have  been  gained 
from  moulded  tile.  The  windows  are  va- 
ried, and  distributed  with  almost  unique 
effect.  The  entrance  is  through  an  ellip- 
tical arch  of  brick,  which  just  makes  a 
feint  of  concealing  the  fine  stained  glass 
in  the  transoms  and  side  lights  of  the 
door.  The  clear  glass  which  fills  most 
of  the  windows  is  cut  into  small  and  odd 
shapes,  and  joined  in  mosaic  fashion. 
While  tliere  is  an  elaboration  of  what 
may  be  called  surface  composition  in 
this  house  which  is  not  true  to  architect- 
ural art,  and  while  many  of  the  details 
are  trivial,  there  is  a harmony  in  the 
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^truciiire  throughout  that  in  great  mea- 
sure obscures  its  defects.  It  is  a house 
wliich  contaifis  much  that  may  l>e  profit- 
ably analyzed  and  reproduced  by  archi- 
tects, until  that  time  comes  when  grace- 
ful simplicity  and  purely  structural  and 
not  applieil  art  shall  be  the  aim  in  com- 
|K)sing  the  domestic  edifice. 

The  most  conspicuous  homes  on  Du- 
pont Circle,  in  the  northwestern  edge  of 
that  fashionable  northwest  section  whose 
fine  streets  and  houses  delight  every  one 
who  sees  them,  are  those  of  Senator  Stew- 
art and  ex-Secretary  Blaine,  the  former 
built  several  years  ago,  the  latter  recently 
finislied.  Tliey  are  conspicuous  for  their 
great  size,  and  Uy  the  few  and  critical  for 
their  want  of  structural  art.  '^Stewart 
Castle/^  as  it  is  called,  wa-s  built  l>cfoi*e 
the  architectural  revival  began,  was  prob- 
ably modelled  after  some  French  Gothic 
pattern,  w’as  stuccoed,  and  [tainted  a dark 
and  cheerless  color.  AVhy  Mr,  Frazier, 
in  designing  Mr.  Blaine's  house,  and,  witli 
a wealth  of  good  €^\ampies  arouml  him, 
should  have  rehabilitated  the  discarded 
Mansanl,  and  ado}>ted  general  details 
wdiich  can  not  l>e  construed,  is  not  appar- 
ent. The  opportunity  was  great.  The 


partially  French  roof  is  varied  by  numer- 
ous points  and  elevations  and  angles, 
but  they  give  variety  without  beauty. 
The  whole  structure  suggests  massive- 
ness and  substantiality,  and  little  exterior 
art,  with  the  exception  of  a magnificent 
square-out  rnullioiied  window  oii  the  east 
side,  the  stained  glass  of  which  is  scarcely 
excelled  by  rnoclerri  manufacture.  The 
interior  makes  a much  more  favorable 
impression.  The  liatl,  capable  in  itself 
of  conhiinirig  vScveral  hundml  persons  on 
the  occasion  of  a reception  or  other  as- 
stnnbly,  is  massively  pillared,  and  pan- 
elled in  qiolished  oak,  ceiling  and  walls, 
and  from  it  rises  a broad,  ornate  stair- 
case, winch  at  half  its  lliglit  diverges  to 
the  right  and  to  the  left,  and  ends  in  a 
spacious  gallery.  The  rooms  arc  com- 
monplace, .siive  the  dining-room,  which  is 
handsomely  finished  in  oak,  ami  hits  a 
lovely  western  outlot*k. 

An  example  of  unu.sually  good  compo- 
sition is  tlie  lY’sklcnce  of  Senator  Pendle- 
ton, near  Scott  Circle,  by  Mr.  Wyatt,  of 
Baltimore.  In  it  tliei*e  is  little  applied 
ornamentation,  and  tite  twin  oriebwin- 
dow’s  ill  the  front,  and  the  balustraded 
porches  and  balconies  stuck  here  and 
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tistic,  and  tempts  a peep  iu  passing.  Mar-  Payne,  with  its  front  of  consummately  del- 
ble  busts  and  statues  occupy  every  avail-  icate  design,  its  oriel-window  lllled  \vith 
able  corner.  Walls  hung  with  cnms<m  fine  Stained  glass,  and  unsurpassable  in 
clotli  thi\>w  them  into  bold  relief.  Her  graceful  proportion.  Tlie  drawiiig-i'oom 
studio  is  in  the  basement,  but  the  clioicest  is  furuished  mmlestly  in  polished  malidg- 
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finished  gems  einbollisli  the  drawing-  any.  Tlie  mantel -piece  is  of  exquisite 
rooms.  Am<)ng  thorn  are  some  portrait  ^Yorkman.ship,  being  of  fine  mahi>gany. 
busts,  but  the  figui*es  all  are  ideal.  A highly  poli.slied,  delicaUdy  carved,  e:;tend* 
‘ Mimin’*  is  of  much  lieaiuy  and  grace,  ing  to  the  ceiling^  and  set  appropriately 
The  originar  was  sold  for  to  a with  Venetian  mi rroi^s. 

wealthy  Cincinnatian.  There  is  a half-  The  lire-|>lace  is  not  only  surrounded 
length  portrait  of  Mf*s.  lioxie,  by  Healey,  by  very  arti.slic  tiles,  hut  is  also  lined  with 
above  the  mantel,  and  an  original  pen  them.  The  diiiing-r<J0in  is  walled  and 
sketeb  by  Dort»  of  Judith  holding  the  head  eeilcd  in  polished  oak,  neatly  panelled ; 
of  Holoferues  arrests  the  artistic  eye.  the  mirixu^ed  luantel  pie<re  is  of  tlie  smne 

A short  dUtance  from  ibis  little  iiome  wwd ; and  on  tlie  other  side  of  the  rc.H>m 
up  I Strc*et  is  the  rtisidence*;  of  Mr.  W,  L.  is  an  elegant  wkeu  butfet,  built  in  the 
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frame  and  transom  of 
sloue.  The  interior  is  fin- 
ished in  haix]  woods.  A 
pecnliiirily  of  interior  de- 
sign is  the  jmssag-e  leading 
from  the  entrance  past  the 
parlor  and  tiicn  widening 
into  a fine  half  fi*om  the 
centre  of  which  the  stair- 
case extends  upward  rijs^ht 
and  left,  and  from  which, 
also,  a corner  door  opens 
into  the  parlor. 

tine  Nilsson,  Chester  A.  xVrtlmr,  John  The  handsome  which  gmee 

McCullough,  Ann  8.  Stephens,  and  others  nearly  every  window  of  Mr.  Hawley's 
—actors,  ail thoi-s,  poets,  military  and  na-  charming  home  suggc*st  that  tliere  is  one 
val  heroes,  great  editors,  etc.,  jostling  each  other  foreign  custom  which,  if  generally 
other  in  “ crazy  patchwork.’’  Perhaps  adopted  in  Washington,  would  greatly  en- 
the  jnost  deligldful  feature  of  the  aiTlii-  hance  the  loveliness  of  the  city.  In  Paris 
tec tu re  in  this  house  is  the  irregularity  of  nearly  all  tine  bouses  are  thus  ornamented 
the  rooms,  and  of  the  interior  df^^'oration  in  summer,  and  one  may  walk  through 
the  exqiiisjte  harmony  of  e(>loi»s.  even  the  poorest  streets  of  Montmartre 

8nxaiier  still  than  the  house  of  Mr.  Mur-  and  Belleville,  and  in  tlie  windows  of 
ray,  and  therefore  even  more  forcible  as  crowded  tenement  houses  find  jardinieres 
an  illustratio  of  the  nexv  devotion  of  in-  arranged  with  excellent  taKle  by  the  hands 
geuuity  and  art  to  ho!ne*.s  of  ordinary  dir  of  those  wlio  are  scaively  better  than 
tnensions,  is  the  residence  of  Mr.  <1  E.  pau]:>ei’S.  All  existing  coiulitionvS  urge 
Haw'iey,  on  ConnocUcut  A veiuie.  near  that  Washington  should  be  a city  of  tlow- 
Circle,  also  by  Messrs.  Gray  and  ers,  yet  in  summer  days  one  xtmy  travel 
Pagf*.  It  is  of  the  Fivnch  Renaissance  the  city  over  and  see  scarcely  a posy 
type.  The  frtuit  is  built  .solidly  of  Olijo  excepting  in  the  jiarks,  and  here  and  Ihei'e 
liinestoiie,  tlie  liasernent  Inung  rouglMin-  in  froiU  and  side  yards.  Window  and 
ished.  A round-cornered  bay  extend.s  to  porch  and  i»alci)nyyonfl^r^/crc^^  are  a lux^^ 


X 3TL'I>Y  brick  ASU  TILK, 


BEYOND  RECALL. 


533 


ury  so  inexpensive  and  so  pleasing  to  the 
eyes  of  not  only  the  possessors,  but  of  ev- 
ery passing  creature,  that  it  is  surprising 
they  are  not  found  on  every  hand,  not 
only  in  this  city  of  almost  tropical  eager- 
ness and  profusion  of  natural  growth, 
but  in  every  other  city  that  has  a sum- 
mer. 

One  more  home  which  can  not  fairly  be 
omitted  from  this  list  of  small  but  highly 
artistic  structures  is  that  of  Mr.  W.  B. 
Gray — one  of  three  lovely  Elizabethan 
houses  planned  by  himself  and  his  partner, 
Mr.  Page.  The  first  story  is  of  brick,  and 
the  remaining  walls  and  the  steep  roof  are 
shingled  with  slate.  Each  house  varies 
from  its  fellow  in  the  arrangement  of 
windows  and  the  style  of  entrance.  They 
stand  upon  a terrace,  and  English  ivy  is 
very  appropriately  trained  upon  their 
walls.  The  entrance  to  Mr.  Gray’s  house 
is  through  an  archway  into  a recessed 
porch.  From  this  a door  opens  upon  a 
passage  and  hall,  arranged  and  finished 
after  the  same  fashion  as  the  interior  of 
Mr.  Hawley’s  residence. 

These  homes,  medium  or  small  in  size, 
and  many  others  not  so  striking  in  ap- 
pearance, and  yet  scarcely  less  so,  have 
done  far  more  than  merely  to  contribute 
their  own  beauty  to  the  general  attractions 
of  the  city.  Cheap  but  very  pretty  imi- 
tations and  variations  of  them  dot  almost 
every  part  of  the  city,  and  their  number  is 
rapidly  increasing.  Graceful  forms  are 
maintained  in  common  brick,  and  even 
here  effort  is  made  to  gain  some  individu- 
ality which  will  remove  the  impression 
that  it  is  a fustian  counterpart  of  a genuine 
and  admirable  fabric,  and  ponvince  that 


it  is  an  independent  work  resting  upon 
its  own  merits.  Ingenious  experiment 
has  produced  excellent  imitations  of  the 
best  hard  native  and  imported  woods  in 
poplar  and  other  inexpensive  native  woods, 
and  the  small  home  of  six  or  seven  rooms, 
costing  but  half,  or  a third,  or  even  a fifth, 
of  the  sum  paid  for  the  cheapest  of  those 
to  which  special  reference  has  been  made, 
is  approaching,  in  the  matter  of  attractive 
and  artistic  interiors,  the  moi*e  pretentious 
structure,  with  its  costly  polished  hard- 
wood carvings  and  panellings.  It  may 
be  doubted  if  any  other  city  exhibits  so 
large  a number  of  inexpensive  bouses  in 
which  there  is  evident  a serious  and  intel- 
ligent search  for  truer  forms  and  determi- 
nation to  banish  vulgar  ornament,  fiimsi- 
ly  stuck  on,  and  painful  to  every  eye  that 
studiously  contemplates  it.  This  is  ac- 
counted for  by  the  presence  of  thousands 
of  government  employes,  living  upon  sal- 
aries from  which  they  can  save  a little 
each  year  by  proper  economy,  and  who 
are,  generally  speaking,  persons  of  fair 
education  and  considerable  refinement. 

The  new  Washington  is  a vividly  red 
town.  It  is  somewhat  difficult  to  account 
for  the  almost  invariable  choice  of  deep 
red  brick  for  domestic  building;  but  it  is 
the  natural  color  of  the  clay;  for  winter  it 
is  a warm  and  cheerful  color,  and  for  sum- 
mer it  is  a not  unpleasing  background  for 
trees  heavy  with  foliage  and  for  green 
lawns  dott^  with  fiowers.  The  capital 
will  soon  be  a forest  of  large  trees,  inter- 
lacing their  branches  over  many  streets, 
and  giving  glimpses  only  of  the  bright 
red  of  the  brick  wall  through  green- 
framed and  foliaged  windows  and  vistas. 


BEYOND  RECALL. 

COULD  I call  back  the  days  I’ve  spent  in  vain, 

Or  lent  to  errors  that  I vainly  chide, 

As  the  great  Sun  recalls  the  rushing  tide, 

To  sift  and  freshen  for  its  flow  again. 

Should  I,  like  him,  with  stress  of  heat  and  pain, 
Cleanse  from  my  life  the  stains  which  now  abide— 
Too  deep  for  interposing  veils  to  hide — 

As  it  flows  swiftly  to  the  shoreless  main? 

I question,  and  I doubt;  nor  would  I dare 
To  play  the  Sun’s  high  part  on  my  past  hours. 

And  mould  their  vaporous  breath  to  fresh  young  days, 
Only  to  run,  perhaps,  more  foul  than  fair. 

Let  their  one  flow  suffice,  and  Heavenly  powers 
Distill  and  cleanse  them  to  my  Maker’s  praise. 

VoL.  LXX.-No.  418.-SS 
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Among  the  treasures  which  enrich  the 
library  of  Mr.  Tilden  there  is  one,  no 
less  valuable  than  costly,  which  has  never 
as  yet,  so  far  as  I can  learn,  been  submit- 
ted to  the  crucible  of  the  biographer  and 
the  historian,  but  which  is  capable  of 
throwing  floods  of  side  light  ^upon  the 
first  three  administrations  of  our  republic. 
It  is  a sort  of  financial  diary  and  account- 
book,  kept  by  Thomas  Jefferson  from  Jan- 
uary 1,  1791,  to  December  28,  1803,  thus 
embracing  the  last  three  years  of  his  serv- 
ice as  Secretary  of  State  under  Washing- 
ton, the  four  years  of  his  Vice-Presidency 
under  John  Adams,  and  the  first  three 
years  following  his  own  election  to  the 
Presidency. 

As  a new  President  is  soon  to  become 
the  official  exponent  of  the  principles  and 
traditions  of  that  party  which  is  wont  to 
consider  Jefferson  as  its  founder  and  in- 
spiration, and  which  after  an  interregnum 
of  many  years  now  resumes  the  control 
of  the  federal  government,  some  account 
of  the  contents  of  this  book  may  help  us 
all,  and  especially  the  generation  born 
during  and  since  our  civil  war,  to  measure 
the  extent  to  which  a century  of  unexam- 
pled national  growth  and  prosperity  has 
modified  those  precedents  and  usages  at 
the  seat  of  government  which  derived 
much  of  their  weight  and  authority  from 
Mr.  Jefferson’s  example. 

The  volume  to  which  reference  has  been 
made  is  a medium  octavo  of  192  pages, 
full  bound  in  calf.  It  has  no  title,  inside 
or  out.  The  entries,  which  are  made  in 
the  well-known  very  fine  but  neat  and 
legible  hand  of  Mr.  Jefferson,  commence 
within  an  eighth  of  an  inch  of  the  top  of 
the  first  page  of  the  book ; the  lines  are  as 
close  to  each  other  as  possible  to  be  legible, 
and  every  page  is  so  completely  occupied 
as  to  rarely  leave  room  for  another  line 
or  entry.  At  the  close  of  the  volume  there 
is  a careful  index  of  all  the  names  which 
figure  in  the  preceding  pages,  arranged  al- 
phabetically, three  columns  to  a page,  giv- 
ing not  only  the  page  on  which  the  name 
occurs,  but  the  number  of  times  it  occurs 
on  the  page. 

The  first  entries  in  the  volume  run  as 
follows : 

“1791  Philadelphia. 

Jan  1.  Cutting  wood  2/8  Etrennes  to  printers 
boy  .25  Borrowed  of  Mr.  Rernsen  SOD.” 

As  soon  as  it  had  been  decided  to  move 


the  seat  of  our  government  to  the  banks 
of  the  Potomac,  in  1790,  it  was  temporarily 
transferred  from  New  York,  where  Wash- 
ington had  assumed  the  Presidency,  and 
Jefferson,  upon  his  return  from  France 
the  year  before,  had  assumed  the  duties  of 
Secretary  of  State,  to  Philadelphia.  Jef- 
ferson had  temporarily  hii-ed  four  rooms 
in  the  outskirts  of  the  latter  city  from  a 
Mrs.  House,  while  he  should  make  ar- 
rangements to  occupy  a house  he  had  hired 
from  William  Hamilton.  Hence  on  the 
4th  of  January  “p**  a bell  hanger  on  a/c 
6s”  (in  those  days  people  more  frequently 
paid  on  account  than  in  full).  ‘ ‘ Aitken  for 
a bedstead  £3.17.6.” 

“ Rec^  warr*  for  a quarters  salary  k lodged  in 
bank  viz  875 D.” 

The  salary  of  Washington’s  Secretary 
of  State  was  only  $3500  a year,  and  that 
was  $500  more  than  was  allowed  to  any 
other  member  of  the  cabinet. 


“ 8***  Took  possession  of  drawf  room  k parlor. 

Begin  to  dine  at  home.” 

On  the  1 0th.  “ Billy’s  wife  (Mrs.  Gardiner)  begins 
to  wash  for  me  @ £20  a year.” 

On  the  11th  he  closed  up  his  accounts  with  Mrs. 
House  by  giving  her  “ order  on  bank  for  75^0.  in 
full.  Gave  her  servant  2D.” 

“12^^  Rec^  from  bank  a post  note  payable  to 
Carter  Braxton  for  116}D.  and  remitted  it  to  him 
under  cover  to  Dr  Currie  to  pay  for  the  horse  I 
bought  of  him. 

“ Gave  J.  Madison  ord.  on  bank  for  95.26D. 

“Rec^  back  from  him  23.26D  over  paimt.  our 


acet  standing  thus 

Travelling  expen  p**  by  him  88.66 

Price  of  horse  I bought  of  him  £25 
Virgil  88.33 

Paid  him  Dec  26  50 

Jan  12  95.25 

Balance  returned* by  him  23.26 


145.26 


145.26 


It  will  be  observed  that  the  modem 
symbol  of  the  dollar  was  not  then  in  use, 
a capital  D being  uniformly  used  by  Jef- 
ferson to  denote  this  unit  of  our  Federal 
currency.  Madison  was,  at  the  time  the 
above  entry  was  made,  a member  of  Con- 
gress, and  Jefferson’s  most  intimate  friend. 
Whenever  the  latter  went  home  to  Monti- 
cello,  or  returned  from  there  to  his  duties, 
he  pretty  uniformly  stopped  and  spent  a 
night  at  Montpelier  with  Mr.  Madison. 
So  while  they  were  in  the  public  service 
together  it  appears  by  this  diary  that  they 
commonly  travelled  together  to  and  from 
their  posts  of  duty,  one  or  the  other  usu- 
ally acting  as  paymaster. 

This  community  of  accounts  seems  to 
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have  been  rather  the  rule  than  the  excep- 
tion among  Jefferson's  friends.  For  ex- 
ample : 

**  Feby  4.  Rec*  from  Fra.  Hopkinson  an  order  on 
the  bank  for  120D  being  the  balance  of  his  acct. 
and  Dr.  Franklin^s  due  to  me/’ 

In  determining  the  relative  merits  or 
demerits  of  tea  and  coffee  as  a beverage, 
Jefferson  did  not  overlook  their  respective 
cost,  which  in  his  eyes  acquired  the  im- 
portance of  a scientific  problem,  as  appears 
by  the  following  curious  entries  under 
March  8 and  18.  Let  me  premise  that 
the  uniform  price  paid  by  Jefferson  for 
tea  was  two  dollars  a pound,  and  until 
he  became  Vice-President  he  seems  to 
have  uniformly  bought  it  by  the  single 
pound. 

**  March  8 Tea  out,  the  pound  has  lasted  exact- 
ly 7 weeks, used  6 times  a week;  this  is  ^ or  .4 
of  an  oz.  a time  for  a single  person.  A pound 
of  tea  making  126  cups  costa  2D.  126  cups  or 

ounces  of  coffee— 8 lb  cost  1.6. 

“March  18  On  trial  it  takes  11  dwt  Troy  of 
double  refined  maple  sugar  to  a dish  of  coffee,  or  1 
lb  aToirdupois  to  26.5  dishes  so  that  at  20  cents 
p'  lb  it  is  8 mills  per  dish.  An  ounce  of  coffee  @ 
20  cents  p'  lb  is  12.5  mills  so  that  sugar  and  cof- 
fee of  a dish  is  worth  2 cents.” 

By  an  entry  under  April  6,  1791,  we 
learn  the  name  of  Jefferson^s  landlord  in 
New  York.  The  Secretary  occupied 
while  there  a small  house  in  Maiden 
Lane;  Hamilton,  his  colleague  in  the  cab- 
inet, lived  in  Pine  Street;  and  Aaron 
Burr  lived  in  Nassau  Street,  on  the  site 
now  occupied  by  Belmont's  banking 
house,  where  Burr’s  sign  as  attorney  at 
law  was  hanging  as  late  as  1836. 

“ April  6 deliv<*  to  H.  Remsen  to  bo  sent  to  Rob 
k P.  Bruce  the  post  note  of  66.6  Doll,  in  full  for 
the  years  rent  of  their  house  in  New  York.  Note 
it  was  put  into  an  open  letter  from  me  to  them.” 

Houses  in  Maiden  Lane  for  sixty-six 
dollars  and  a half  a year  are  not  readily 
to  be  found  nowadays. 

In  Philadelphia  he  was  obliged  to  pay 
for  the  house  he  occupied  four  hundred 
doljars  a year. 

We  liave  called  this  book  a financial 
diary,  though,  strictly  speaking,  it  is  the 
record  of  Mr.  Jefferson’s  private  or  per- 
sonal expenses,  but  curiously  differenti- 
ated from  an  account- book  in  several  par- 
ticulars. The  figures  are  not  carried  out 
to  the  end  of  the  line  as  in  an  account, 
but  are  entered  immediately  after  the  item, 
as  thus: 

“ P^  Lloyd  subscription  for  debates  of  Congress 
now  to  be  printed  6D.  [The  trick  of  voting  books 
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to  Congress  and  the  heads  of  departments  appears 
to  have  not  yet  been  invented.] 

“pd  W“  Forbes  freight,  storage,  drayage  of  13 
hhda  tob®  42.93.” 


These  expenses  are  subsequently  ana- 
lyzed at  the  close  of  the  quarter  or  the 
year,  sometimes  both, and  the  results  given 
in  a separate  table,  as,  for  instance,  at  the 
close  of  the  first  quarter  of  the  year  1791, 
we  find  under  date  of  8th  of  April  the  fol- 
lowing: 


Analysts  of  Expenditures  of  the  last  quarter 
from  Jail  8 to  April  8 inclusive : 


House  rent 
Stable  expenses 
Servants 
Dress 
Washing 
Stores 
Baker 
Grocer 
Market 
Wood 
Funiltnre 
Arreanu^es  op 
ContiDgencies 
Total  paid 
Cash  in  hand 
In  bank 


116.68  Rboiiptb. 

96.86 


65.  6 Jan  7 Salary 
70.89  Feby  4 Hopkinson 
90.98  16  Johnson 


69.66  ApriU  Salary 
11.76  Errors 

86.91 
88.89 
70.81 
271.88 
669.66 
960  99 


D. 

875 
190 

81. CO 

876 
6.71 

1907.90 


1729.05 

64.68 

118.68 


1907.96 


It  is  worth  noting  as  an  illustration  of 
Mr.  Jefferson’s  system  of  financial  man- 
agement that  he  is  compelled  to  include 
in  this  account  two  quarters’  salary  to  bal- 
ance the  expenses  of  a single  quarter. 
There  is  another  respect  in  which  it  has 
more  the  character  of  a diary  than  of  an 
account-book.  It  is  full  of  memoranda 
which  have  nothing  to  do  with  his 
finances,  for  example: 

“ M''  Remsen  tells  me  that  6 coid  of  hiccory  last 
a fire  place  well  the  winter.” 

“ Myrtle  candles  of  last  year  out.” 

“F*  Farren  an  impudent  surcharge  for  Yenct® 
blinds  2.66.” 

“borrowed  of  M**  Madison  order  on  bank  for 
150D.” 

“Enclosed  to  D.  Rittenhouse,  Liepers  note  of 
238^^D  out  of  which  he  is  to  pay  for  equatorial  in- 
strument for  me.” 

“ Hitzeimer  says  that  a horse  well  fed  with  grain 
requires  100  lb  of  hay  and  without  grain  180  lb.” 

“ T.  N.  Randolph  has  had  9 galls  whiskey  for  liis 
harvest” 

“ My  first  pipe  of  Terrao  is  out  begun  soon  after 
I came  home  to  live  from  Philadelphia.” 

“Rec^  from  Rand.  Jefferson  a negro  boy  Ben, 
Peters  son  who  is  to  be  valued  by  John  Coles  k 
James  Cooke  k I am  to  pay  the  valuation  to  Donald 
& Co  in  discharge  of  their  acct  ag*  him.” 

“ Agreed  with  Robt  Chiming  to  serve  mo  as  over- 
seer at  Monticello  for  £26  and  600  lb  pork  he  is  to 
come  Dec  1.” 

“ Agreed  with Bohlen  to  give  800  livres  tour- 

nois  for  my  bust  made  by  Ceracchi  if  he  shall  agree 
to  take  that  sum.” 

“ Col.  Coles  k M**  Cooke  have  valued  the  two  boys 
I bought  from  Randolph  Jefferson,  Carey  k Ben  at 
£165” 
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“ My  daughter  Maria  married  this  day” 

March  16  The  first  shad  at  this  market  to-day 

“ 28  The  weeping  willow  shows  the  green  leaf 

April  9 Asparagus  come  to  table 

“ 10  Apricots  blossom. 

” 12  Genl.  Thaddeus  Kosciusko  puts  into  my 

hands  a Warrant  of  the  Treasury  for 
S684.54D  to  hare  bills  of  exchange 
bought  for  him. 

July  7. — ^We  have  again  the  analysis  of 
his  expenses  and  receipts  for  the  expiring 
quarter.  The  expenses,  instead  of  being 
$1729  as  in  the  previous  quarter,  were  only 
$968  96 ; but  to  balance  it  he  is  obliged  to 
include  among  his  receipts  $400  received 
for  his  tobacco.  These  accounts  show 
that  he  never  lived  upon  his  salary  while 
Secretary  of  State,  and  that  the  inadequacy 
of  his  compensation  was  not  a pretext,  but 
one  of  the  controlling  reasons,  for  liis  re- 
fusal to  retain  the  office  of  Secretary  of 
State  during  Washington’s  second  term. 
He  had  other  reasons  of  a political  nature 
which  had  their  weight,  and  which  made 
the  position  uncomfortable,  but  had  his 
income  sufficed,  it  is  not  likely  that  he 
would  have  resisted  all  the  entreaties  of 
Washington  to  remain  with  him  till  the 
expiration  of  his  terra  as  President. 

In  a letter  from  Philadelphia  to  his 
daughter,  Mrs.  Randolph,  dated  August 
21, 1791,  he  says : 

“ . . . .The  time  of  my  setting  out  for  that  place 
[Monticello]  is  now  fixed  to  some  time  in  the  first 
week  of  Sept',  so  that  I hope  to  be  there  between 
the  10^**  and  the  16***.  My  horse  is  still  in  such  a 
condition  os  to  give  little  hope  of  his  living,  so  that 
1 expect  to  be  under  a necessity  of  buying  one  when 
I come  to  Virginia  as  I informed  Mr.  Randolph  in 
my  last  letter  to  him.  I am  in  hopes,  therefore,  he 
will  have  fixed  his  eye  on  some  one  for  me  if  I sh^ 
be  obliged  to  buy.  In  the  meantime  as  M'  Madison 
comes  with  me,  he  has  a horse  which  will  help  us 
on  to  Virginia.” 

This  letter  presaged  a journey  prose- 
cuted upon  the  strictly  Jeffersonian  prin- 
ciple of  making  every  incident  of  his  life 
teach  him  something  new.  How  he  did 
it,  is  fully  disclosed  in  his  diary. 

On  the  2d  of  September  we  find  this 
entry : 

” pd  Leslie  for  an  odometer  lOD. 

Diary  of  journey  to  Monticello 
Set  out  from  Philadelphia.” 

Then  follows  a table  setting  forth  the 
name  of  each  place  through  which  he 
passed,  its  distance  from  the  last  place 
passed,  the  number  of  revolutions  of  the 
wheels  of  his  phaeton,  which  were  regis- 
tered by  the  odometer,  and,  for  part  of  the 
distance,  the  time  consumed  in  running 


from  station  to  station,  the  character  of 
the  country,  whether  level  or  hilly,  and 
of  the  soil,  whether  loam,  clay,  gravel, 
sand,  stumpy,  stony,  and  the  places  where 
he  breakfasted,  dined,  and  lodged,  are  all 
noted  in  the  margin. 

The  centralizing  tendencies  of  the  gov- 
ernment, in  which  Hamilton,  through  the 
Treasury  Department,  had  acquii'ed  a con- 
trolling  influence,  together  with  the  inade- 
quacy of  his  salary,  determined  Jefferson 
to  retire  from  the  cabinet  at  the  close  of 
Washington’s  first  term,  which  expired 
March  4, 1793.  At  Washington’s  earnest 
solicitation  he  remained  with  him  until 
the  close  of  the  year.  “Yesterday,”  he 
wrote  to  his  daughter  December  22, 1793, 
“the  Pr^ident  made  what  I hope  will  be 
his  last  set  at  me  to  continue ; but  in  this 
I am  now  immoveable  by  any  considera- 
tion whatever.”  The  fact  was  that  con- 
tinuance was  ruin,  and  he  had  already  so 
neglected  his  private  affairs  that  his  retire- 
ment came  too  late  to  do  more  than  post- 
pone that  catastrophe. 

The  President  accepted  his  resignation 
January  1,  1794.  The  succeeding  four 
days  were  spent  in  paying  up  his  debts, 
many  of  them,  according  to  his  wont,  by 
giving  new  notes,  and  in  making  purchases 
for  his  future  needs  at  Monticello. 

The  next  two  years  seem  to  have  been 
pretty  exclusively  devoted  to  his  farm  and 
mills  and  financiering,  for  he  was  always 
a borrower.  In  those  days  currency  was 
so  scarce  that  the  people  rarely  paid  cash 
for  anything  of  any  amount. 

Jefferson  was  elected  Vice-President  in 
November,  1796. 

Happily  for  Jefferson,  his  income  as 
Vice-President  ($5000)  furnished  a most 
acceptable  addition  to  his  resources,  though 
it  proportionally  relaxed  his  economies. 

(1798)  ” Jan  4.  J.  Barnes  has  rec^  my  quarters 
salary  ending  Dec  31  to  wit  1250  and  deducting  his 
comsion  6.50  leaves  1243.5” 

Then  follows  a succession  of  orders  to 
pay  small  debts  and  take  up  notes  or  bopds 
of  greater  or  less  longevity: 

“Feby  1 1798  pd  Ocllers  subscription  to  balls  12D 
' 2 pd  do  for  do  for  General 
Washington's  birth  night  5D” 

It  seems  that  the  celebration  of  Wash- 
ington’s birthday  was  not  quite  so  much 
a matter  of  course  in  those  days  as  it  has 
since  become.  Madison,  writing  from  Phil- 
adelphia, March  12, 1798,  to  Jefferson,  re- 
fers to  the  festival  toward  which  Jeffenon 
bad  subscribed  his  5D,  and  intimates  that 
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President  Adams's  friends  were  not  sym- 
pathetic. 

In  the  spring  of  the  year  that  he  was 
elected  President  (1800),  he  sat  to  Stuart 
for  his  portrait,  for  which  his  diary  shows 
that  he  paid  $100.  A portrait  of  the  same 
class  to-day  would  cost  ten  times  as  much. 
Jefferson’s  taste  in  art  must  have  advanced 
very  considerably  in  the  preceding  eight 
years,  for  we  find  the  following  entry  un- 
der “July  12, 1792  p^  Williams  for  draw- 
ing my  portrait  14D.” 

It  would  be  a satisfaction  to  know  what 
has  become  of  Williams’s  fourteen-dollar 
sketch. 

Mrs.  Randolph  tells  us  that  in  1794  Jef- 
ferson owned  in  Virginia  over  ten  thou- 
sand acres  of  land,  which  comprised  the 
farms  of  Monticello,  Montalto,  Tufton, 
Shadwell,  Logo,  Pantops,  Pouncey’s,  and 
Limestone.  The  diary  gives  us  the  fol- 
lowing memorandum  of  his  taxes: 

1800 

Aug  4.  Mv  direct  taxes  to  the  U.  S.  is  as  follows : 
4564  a*  land  @ 6D  87.62  to  wit  .384  P'  lOOD. 


222 

“ @ 

ID 

.85 

196 

do 

.76 

400 

« @ 

2.40 

3.  7 

400 

“ @ 

3. 

4.60 

4 

15. 

23 

1 House  @ 6000D  80. 

65  negroes  32.50 

159.62 

A phaeton  9 

168.62  paiable  to  Mathew 

Rhodes. 

My  taxes  in  Anne  are  as  follows 
Land  tax  12.92 

3 white,  52  black  ) 

15  between  12  & 16  V 35.40  48.32 
22  horses  1 phaeton  ) " 

Parish  k Cty.  levy  32.42  32.42 

Tickets  Nicholas  2.90 

Chancery  8.03 

1^  Gommrs  42 

Sheriff  Albem  1.60  13.66 

94.39 

W*  Shorts  taxes  10.24 

104.63  paiable  to  Alex 
Garrett. 

Here  we  have  the  list  of  his  insurances 
at  the  same  time: 

1800 

Aug  17  Insured  my  houses  with  M**  Ash  as  follows. 


Estimated 

lasnred 

Premium 

Dwelling  house  5000D 

4000 

60 

Outchamber 

400 

820 

4.8 

Stone  house 

300 

240 

8.6 

Joiners  shop 

400 

320 

9.6 

Stable 

200 

160 

5.8 

63UO 

5040 

83.8 

Exp 

7.6 

91.3 

The  same  month  the  census  was  taken, 
the  results  of  which  with  his  habitual  care 
he  records  in  his  diary : 

1800 

Aug.  23  Census  of  my  family  now  given  in 

Males  fi'ee  whites  under  10  2 females  do  2 —4 


of  10  k under  16  1 0 1 

of  16  k under  26  3 1 4 

26  k under  45  1 0 1 

45  k upward  1 0 1 

All  other  free  persons  0 

Slaves  . 93 

Io4 


Jefferson  must  have  parted  with  or  lost 
many  slaves  during  the  year  preceding 
this  census,  because  another  memoran- 
dum in  his  handwriting  shows  that  in 
the  winter  of  1798-9  he  had  141,  but  such 
a lot  of  negroes  they  were  as  must  sooner 
or  later  have  ruin^  any  farmer.  Fifty 
of  them  were  over  ninety  years  of  age, 
and  of  the  whole  141  only  11  were  cer- 
tainly under  fifty.  Between  1784  and 
1794  he  gave  66  slaves  to  his  children  and 
sold  28. 

**The  office  of  the  Department  of  State  will  be 
removed  this  day  from  Philadelphia.  All  letters 
and  applications  are  therefore  to  be  addressed  to 
that  department  from  this  date,  28th  May,  1800.” 

Such  were  the  terms  of  a notice  which 
Philadelphians  might  have  read  on  a 
poster  in  the  State  Department  only  ten 
months  before  Jefferson  was  to  set  out 
from  Monticello  to  assume  the  duties  of 
the  Presidency.  What  the  journey  was, 
and  what  he  found  when  he  got  to  Wash- 
ington, the  present  condition  of  our  na- 
tional capital  affords  but  a faint  idea. 
But  we  may  get  a very  clear  idea  from  a 
letter  written  by  Mrs.  Adams  to  her  daugh- 
ter less  than  a year  previous,  and  which 
will  be  read  now  with  peculiar  interest: 

“I  arrived  here  [Washington]  on  Sunday  last, 
without  meeting  any  accident  worth  noticing  ex- 
cept losing  ourselves  when  we  left  Baltimore,  and 
going  eight  or  nine  miles  on  the  Frederick  road,  by 
which  means  we  were  obliged  to  go  the  other  eight 
through  woods,  where  we  wander^  two  hours  with- 
out finding  a guide  or  a path.  [This,  be  it  remem- 
bered, was  the  wife  of  the  President,  on  her  way  to 
the  seat  of  government.]  Fortunately  a straggling 
black  came  up  with  us,  and  we  engaged  him  as  a 
guide  to  extricate  us  out  of  our  difficulty ; but  woods 
are  all  you  see  from  Baltimore  until  you  reach  the 
city,  which  is  only  so  in  name.  Here  and  there  is  a 
small  cot  without  a glass  window,  interspersed  among 
the  forests,  through  which  you  travel  miles  without 
seeing  any  human  being.  In  the  city  there  are  build- 
ings enough,  if  they  were  compact  and  finished,  to 
accommodate  Congress  and  those  attached  to  it,  but 
as  they  are,  and  scattered  as  they  are,  I see  no  great 
comfort  for  them. . . .1  could  content  myself  almost 
anywhere  three  months ; but,  surrounded  by  forests, 
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can  you  believe  that  wood  is  not  to  be  had,  because 
people  can  not  be  found  to  cut  and  cart  it  ? Briesler 
entered  into  a contract  with  a man  to  supply  him 
with  wood.  A small  part,  a few  cords  only,  has  he 
been  able  to  get.  Most  of  that  was  expended  to  diy 
the  walls  of  the  house  before  we  came  in,  and  yes- 
terday the  man  told  him  it  was  impossible  for  him 
to  procure  it  to  be  cut  and  carted.  He  has  had  re- 
course to  coals,  but  we  can  not  get  grates  made  or 
set.  We  have  indeed  come  into  a new  country. 

“You  must  keep  all  this  to  yourself,  and  when 
asked  how  1 like  it,  say  that  I write  you  the  situa- 
tion is  beautiful,  which  is  true.  The  house  is  made 
habitable,  but  there  is  not  a single  apartment  fin- 
ished, and  all  within  side  except  the  plastering  has 
been  done  by  Briesler.  We  have  not  the  least 
fence,  yard,  or  other  conveniences  without,  and  the 
great  unfinished  audience-room  I make  a drying- 
room  of  to  hang  up  the  clothes  in.  The  principal 
stairs  are  not  up,  and  will  not  be  this  winter.  Six 
chambers  are  made  comfortable ; two  are  occupied 
by  the  President  and  Mr.  Shaw ; two  lower  rooms, 
one  for  a common  parlor  and  one  for  a levee  room.** 

And  yet  there  was  not  a little  compe- 
tition for  the  Presidency  in  those  days, 
and  despite  the  discomforts  of  Washing- 
ton and  the  difficulty  of  getting  there, 
we  got  pretty  good  ones. 

Jefferson  left  Monticello  for  Washing- 
ton, as  appeal's  by  his  diary,  November  24, 
1800.  Being  Vice-President  he  had  to  be 
there  at  the  opening  of  Congress.  He  was 
five  days  making  the  journey,  at  an  ex- 
pense of  $21.  He  did  not  return  until 
nearly  a month  after  his  inauguration  as 
President,  April  1.  On  the  7th  of  Jan- 
uary he  appears  to  have  sought  counsel 
of  the  Sage  of  Mount  Vernon,  as  appears 
by  the  following  entry: 

“ pd  Tunnecliflf  hire  of  a horse  to  Mount  Veraon  3D.’* 

Jefferson,  like  most  of  his  class  in  Vir- 
ginia in  those  days,  was  “ land  poor,”  and 
the  practices  of  buying  and  selling  on  in- 
definitely long  credits,  of  never  paying  or 
receiving  cash  for  anything,  of  purchas- 
ing extensions  of  indebtedness  at  ruinous 
rates,  were  enough  of  themselves  to  have 
ruined  a man  of  larger  means  and  of  more 
frugal  habits  than  Mr.  Jefferson,  and  he, 
unfortunately,  was  never  a man  either  of 
large  means  or  of  frugal  habits.  His  ac- 
counts sliow  that  he  was  continually  buy- 
ing things  he  could  not  afford,  and  indul- 
ging himself  when  he  should  have  denied 
himself. 

Here  are  the  prices  paid  for  the  horses 
of  a Democratic  President  in  those  days: 

1801 

Feby  8 Rec^  from  Col.  John  Hoomes  of  the  Bowling 
Green  a bay  hoi*sc  Wildair  7 yr  old  16 
hands  high  for  which  1 am  to  pay  him 
300D  May  1. 


Gave  the  servant  an  order  on  J.  Barnes 
for  his  Expenses  and  trouble,  20D 
April  20  rec**  from  J.  W.  Eppes  the  following  horses 
bought  for  me 

from  Bell  300D  paiable  June  16  6 yr  old 
last  year 

2 from  Shore  800D  paiable  July  12  8 yr  old 
from  Haxhall  500D  paiable  July  16  6 yr 
old 

Thus  it  appears  that  our  fii*st  Demo- 
cratic President  started  with  five  horses, 
the  cheapest  of  which  cost  $300,  and  the 
dearest  $500.  The  Wildair  referred  to  in 
the  first  of  the  foregoing  entries  as  cost- 
ing $300  was  “ the  magnificent  Wildair” 
which  Jefferson  rode  to  the  Capitol  and 
hitched  to  the  palisades  while  he  went  in 
to  deliver  his  inaugural.* 

There  were  neither  wagon  roads,  pave- 
ments, sidewalks,  nor  railroads  in  those 
days  in  Washington,  and  there  was  no  get- 
ting about,  therefore,  for  either  sex  with- 
out horses.  But  we  have  changed  all 
this. 

Jefferson  seems  to  have  spent  no  little 
time  over  his  accounts—more  than  men 
are  wont  to  spend  in  that  way  who  are  not 
engaged  in  commerce — but  he  pretty  gen- 
erally had  to  force  his  balances.  At  tlie 
close  of  his  first  year  as  President  he 
makes  an  analysis  of  his  receipts  and  ex- 
penses, which  I copy  in  the  form  in  which 
it  is  presented  in  his  diary,  premising  that 
all  the  expenses  of  which  this  is  the  sum- 
mary were  first  given  in  detail  from  day 
to  day  as  they  were  incurred. 


Analysis  of  expenses  from  March  4 1801  to  March 


4.  1802. 

Secretary 

460. 

Provisions 

4504.84 

Fuel 

690.88 

Miscellaneous 

295.82 

Servants 

2676.86 

Groceries  (not  wines) 

2008.71 

Wines 

2797.38 

Stable 

884.46 

Dress  Sjiddlerv  &c 

667.36 

Charities  -J  915  [ 

978.20 

^ ^ lU  J 

Contingencies 

357.81 

Books  k Stationery 

391,30 

16797.59 

Debts  prior  to  March  4-01  pd. 

8417.69 

Loans 

170. 

Acquisitions 

4712.64 

Building 

2076.29 

Furniture 

645.48 

11422.10 

1 0 ) Household  Expenses 
a’H  ) Plantation 

662.82 

! 8782.23 

4385.05 

Family  aids 

1030.14 

1030.10 

32634.84  | 

82634.84 

♦ The  Domestic  Life  of  Hiomas  Jsffei'son^  by  his 

great-granddaughter  Mrs.  Randolph,  p.  289. 
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DETAILS  OF  SOME  OF  THE  GENERAL  HEADS. 


D^HsPaM. 

AeqvteiUon*. 

BollUIntr. 

1 PljuiUtloa. 

Fvrnitiirw. 

i The  Keys 

800.04 

Lands 

184a  87 

Dinsniore 

430.18 

Lylly  on  acet 

306.67 

Plated  ware 

878.48 

Clarkaon 

81.89 

Cariism  1363.48 

Holmes 

63.60 

Fish  Molasses  311.14 

Chairs 

880.67 

! Short 

40.84 

Horses 

1511.04 

Oldham 

70.17 

Corn 

1898.60 

looks,  glassee  24AS 

! Mrs  Carr 

88. 

4718  74 

\Varai*cher 

100. 

fodder 

187.30 

Points 

87.88 

Oftloaby  Bac* 

84. 

Cliitfholm 

16. 

horses 

816.66 

646  48 

1 Lyle 

1000. 

Moran 

183.33 

taxes 

110.16 

' C«ry 

1000. 

J.  Perry 

446.67 

Mill 

87.60 

Duke 

76a46 

R Perry 

869.75 

3782  23 

Richardson 

168.60 

lime,  gyps. 

88.60 

a Clarke 

488.81 

Brand 

104.26 

W.  Brown  k Co 

143.76 

Trump  Sash. 

184.07 

Brown  Rives 

600. 

Donath  glass 

9.63 

8917.09 

Andrews  omm' 

83. 

i 

Kailr"  haolg. 

SO. 

i 

Small 

84.89 

i 

1 

Ash  liisiimnco 

118.25 

1 

2076.89 

i 

i 

1 

To  approximate  still  nearer  1 should 
carry  out  Albemarle  rents  about  1320 

k set  off  against  them  necessaries  for  ne- 
groes k house  in  the  stores,  suppose  about  800 
corn  furnished  by  Craven  lOOB  260 
hhd  expenses  furnished  do  suppose  270  1320 
The  above  expenditures  have  been  met  as  follows. 


Salary  26,000. 

Tobacco  2,974. 

Profits  of  nailery  suppose  about  633.33 
A debt  contract^  with  J.  Barnes  4,361. 

^,868.83 

There  is  error  therefore  somewhere  of  766.61 
which  probably  proceeds  from  having  33,868.33 
set  doarn  the  same  article  of  expense 


twice  in  some  cases.  Yet  it  is  exact  enough  to  give 
general  ideas. 

It  seems  by  this  statement  that  to  cov- 
er liis  expenses  for  the  year  he  had  been 
obliged  to  borrow  from  J.  Barnes,  his 
banker,  $4361. 

His  servants’  wages  averaged  about  $175 
a month.  Here  is  JeflPerson^s  own  record 


for  the  month  of  June,  1801 : 

1801 

July  2.  Servants  wages  Julien  26 

Mdme  Julien  8 

Joseph  Dougherty  wages  14  drink  2 16 

John  Kramer  12  2 14 

Edw**  Maher  14 

Christopher  Swerman  14 

John  10 

Maria  Murphy  9 

Elizabeth  9 

Jack  Scullion  for  14  days  6.20 

Koel  gar9on  de  cuisine  12  2 9 

His  expense  from  Philadci  16 

Abrahw  drink  2 

160.20 

This  makes  the  regular  establishment  of  the 

servants  136D 

per  month  besides  liveries  and  board  and  be- 
sides Rapines  40D 

176^ 


How  this  makes  the  regular  establish- 
ment of  the  servants  135D  is  not  so  clear, 
but  I suppose  the  philosopher  found  it 
“exact  enough  for  general  ideas.” 

Jefferson  estimate  the  cost  of  his  ten 


servants,  per  week,  28.7,  or  2.87  per  head 
weekly. 

President  Cleveland’s  party  has  been  so 
long  out  of  office  that  it  may  interest  him 
to  know  how  much  butcher’s-meat  was 
consumed  at  President  Jefferson’s  table 
by  his  family  and  guests,  and  how  much 
by  his  servants.  The  diary  gives  us  full 
statistics  upon  this  point. 

A View  of  the  Consumption  of  butchers  meat  from 
Sept  6, 1801  to  June  12, 1802 

1801  lb  lb 

Sept  6-30  419  25  days  is  17  per  day  for  11  serv- 

ants. no  masters. 

Oct  1-Dec  6,  2361  71  days  is  88f 

deduct  18  perdayforllservts. 

20(  for  the  masters. 

Dec  6-May  1 6246 152day8i841  per  day 

deduct  18  perdayforllservts. 

23  for  masters 

May  2-7  212  6 days  is  35Jper  day 

deduct  16  for  9 servts 

20^  for  the  masters 

May  8-29  367  22  days  is  16^  per  day  for  9 

servts  or  If  each  no  masters 
May  30-June  12  376  14  days  is  26| 

deduct  18  for  11  servts 
81  for  masters 

With  his  first  year’s  salary  as  President, 
Jefferson  managed  to  pay  off  many  of  his 
small  debts,  and  to  get  through  the  year 
on  his  income,  which  included  his  receipts 
from  his  property  in  Virginia.  The  idea 
of  laying  anything  by  seems  not  to  have 
occurred  to  him.  He  thinks  he  had  about 
$300  in  hand  at  tlie  end  of  his  second  year. 

It  may  be  interesting  and  important  to 
Mr.  Cleveland  to  know  the  price  and  the 
kind  and  quality  of  wjnes  with  which  our 
great  Democratic  exemplar  w^as  wont  to 
moisten  the  clay  of  his  guests  at  the  Presi- 
dential mansion.  Fortunately  we  are  able 
to  enlighten  him  on  these  points  from  the 
diary,  for  on  his  wines  Jefferson  expended 
more  thought,  time,  and  money,  probably, 
than  any  of  his  predecessors  or  successors 
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have  ever  done.  Though  the  diary  ter- 
minates with  the  year  1803,  there  is  at  its 
close  a record  of  all  the  wines  consumed 


at  the  President’s  House  during  the  eight 
years  of  his  residence  in  the  new  capital. 
Here  it  is: 


1801 
May  3 
20 


June  12 


Sept  28 
Nov  28 
1802 
Jan  9 


Wine  provided  at  Washington 
a pipe  of  Brazil  Madeira  from  Col.  Newton 
a pipe  of  Pedro  Ximenes  Mountain  from  Yznardi  126  gall  @ 2D 
a Quart**  cask  of  Tent  from  do  80  gall  <g)  1.60 
a keg  of  Pacharette  doux  from  do 
doz  of  claret  from  do  * 

16  doz  Sauteme  from  H.  Sheaff  @ 8D 
2 pipes  Brazil  Madeira  from  Taylor  & Newton 
148  bolt  claret  @ lOD  p**  doz  123.33 
22  do  do  @ 12D  72. 

2 pipes  Brazil  Madeira  from  Taylor  & Newton 
SO  doz =860  bottles  of  Sauterne  from  Sheaff. 


A tierce  (60  gall')  Malaga  from  M**  Yznardi  Lacryma  Christi 

The  above  is  45  years  old  viz  vintage  of  1765 
2 doz  bottles  of  claret  from  M'  Barnes  @ 8D 
Feby  24  1 pipe  dry  pacharette  from  M'  Yznardi 

1 pipe  of  sherry  of  London  quality  10  y.  old 
} pipe  sherry  of  different  quality 

278  bottles  of  it  sent  to  Monticello  Feby  1803 
J pipe  of  white  sherry 
insurance  on  the  wines  of  Feby  24  22.72 
duties  pd  Yznardi  on  do  166. 


May  6 
Nov 

Dec  11 


1803 

Jan 

10 

March  3 

(( 

21 

Oct 

21 

u 

23 

Dec 

1 

Claret  from  J.  Barnes 

A half  barrel  of  Syracuse  from  Capt.  McNeil 
100  bottles  of  Champagne  from  the  Chev.  Yurjo  1 

100  do  @ 864  VIZ  cost  llj  duty  ) 

2 half  pipes  of  wine  of  Oeyras  from  M**  Jarvis  at  Lisbon 

Sent  to  Monticello 

2 pipes  of  Brazil  Madeira  from  James  Taylor  Norfolk 
12  doz  Sauterne  from  Sheaff  @ 8j^D. 

60  bottles  white  Hermitage  <S)  73J  cents  k 8J  duty  — 82  cents +94  freight  — 914 
160  bottles  Rozan  Morgan  (®  824c  8f  dutv  — 914  cent8+8f  — ID 
160  “ Sauteme  @641+84  duty  — 72A+84  P — 814 


10 

Monticello 

80 

1804 
Mar  9 

June  20 
July 
“ 20 
Nov  28 


cost 

duty 

frt 

68} 

694 

Vi 

Vi 

.19 

.19 

96  i 

V7.86  5 

400  do  Champagne  daij  (163  broken)! 

100  do  Burgundy  of  Chambertin 

A quarter  cask  Mountain  of  crop  of  1747  from  Kirkpatrick  of  Malaga  ft  10. 

2 pipes  Termo  one  the  crop  Carrasqueira  the  other  of  Arrudse  Jarvis  170 
1 butt  of  pale  sherry  from  Yznardi 

A pipe  of  Brazil  Madeira  from  Taylor 
A box  of  champagne  from  do  6 doz  @ 6I4  cents 

138  bottles  of  wines  from  Florence  23  (Montepulciano)  ft  A duty  264c  cost  26c 
400  bottles  of  champagne  from  N.  Y.  same  as  Mar  19  @ ID  (23  broken) 

98  bottles  claret  from  Sheaff 

240  bottles  of  Hungary  wine  @ 1.70  ) 

86  “ Johannes  8.81  [-from  Bolltnan 

12  **  other  wines  4.26 ) 


Monticello 

Dec  1 pipe  dry  pacharett4  prime  cost  194.86 
Sherry  1 6 year  old 
Monticello  147  bottles  of  port  ) ^ 

63  Bucellas  10  y.  old  \ F«nandi8 
1 Pipe  Arrud®  wine  from  Jarvis  Lisbon 
86  bott  chateau  Margaux  of  98  @ 7 
72  do  Rozan  Margaux  of  98  @ 4.10  778.50 
72  do  Sauterne  @ 2.6 


1805 
April  17 

May  30 

Oct  19 


88  bolt  Aleatioo  3 do  Santo  8 do  Artemeno  7 ^ 

19  do  Chianti  10  do  Montepulciano  } 

100  bott  vine  del  Carmine  Appleton 
1 hhd  (i.  e.  half  pipe)  Marsala  Preble 
1 Qu^  cask  old  Termo  from  Jarvis  26.20  J • / * • j *•  „ 
1 do  Bucellaa  “ « 28.60 


D 

860. 

262. 

46. 


120. 

700. 

195.33 

700. 

240. 

100. 

16. 

202. 

188. 

94. 

84. 

178.72 


172.60 

98.17 

700. 

104.33 

45.80 

160. 

122.57 

484.00 


196.35 

194.85 

354.07 

37.60 

33.17 

400. 

82. 

646.43 


162,25 


73D 


73.83 
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Not  9 


1806 

Jan 

April  22 

June  *! 

July 

1807 
Feby 
June  4 

12 


1808 
April  4 


473  bott  Ifontepulciano  cost  Leghorn  .25  — 118.60  — 26  pr  bottle  duties  35.60  freight 
46.38  port  charges  6.08  88.06  — 18^  do 
100  bottles  hermitage 

2 pipes  Marsalla  wine  Higgins  2.1 2D  cost  k 69.60  duty 
100  bott  White  Hermitage  cost  at  Marseilles  76.62+21  ft  and  duty 
6 do  Vin  de  Paille  do  “ 7.82+1.22 

100  “ White  Hermitage  “ “ 76.62 +f  8,91 +duty  12.835  — 98.368 

barrique  45  galls  Cahusac  cost  @ Bordeaux  22.86+D  14.726+duty  22.275  — 60D 
50  bottles  Nebioule  shipped  by  Thom  Storm  for  Kuhn  cost  deliv*^  at  Genoa  54  cents  pr 
bottle 

200  bottles  Hermitage  from  Marseilles 

360  bottles  80  gall  Montepulciano  from  Leghorn  94,65D+ft  40.42+ duties  29.85  + port 
charges  2.26  — 164.07  or  .47  pr  bottle 

A cask  Cahusac  (23  gall.)  cost  at  Bordeaux  29.51 +D  4.884 +dutie8  7.36+port  charges 
4.83  — 46.58  or  2.02  pr  gallon. 

120  bottles  St.  George  sent  to  Monticcllo  ) cost  (S)  Cette  .24  pr  bottle  — 42.875 
Do  from  M'  Barnes"  60  bottles  ) charges  .15  26.847 

69.722 

2 Kegs  Nebioule  yielding  134  bottles 

100  bottles  of  wine  cost  there  30.84 

1.96  P to  Marseilles 
26.42  “’uyPhil. 

17.69  duty  and  permit 

^ postage 

75.88 


By  the  foregoing  statement  it  appears 
that  Jefferson  spent  on  his  wines  about 

12,622.83  In  1801 
1,975.72  in  1802 
1,258.67  in  1803 
2,668.94  in  1804 
546.41  in  1805 
659.38  in  1806 
553.97  in  1807 
75.68  in  1808 


Total  110,865.90 
Average  per  year,  Jth  1,356.98 

His  Madeira  seems  to  have  occupied  a 
larger  share  of  Jefferson’s  thoughts  than 
any  other  of  his  wines.  We  have  a table 
of  the  duration  of  each  pipe  of  Madeira  up 
to  1804.  As  the  Madeira  wine  is  not  as 
good  nowadays  as  in  the  days  of  primeval 
Democracy,  Mr.  Cleveland  will  be  par- 
doned if  his  Madeira  lasts  longer  than 
Jefferson's  did. 

MADEIRA. 


No. 

R«cd. 

bitMchod. 

fialkhod. 

1 

1801  May  8 

01  May  15 

01  Nov  8 

9 

ISOlJimclS 

Nov  8 

09  Jane  6 

3 

do 

09  June  6 

03  April  10 
04May98 

4 

Sept  98 

03  April  10 

5 

do 

04  May  98 

05May  lOaent 
remain.  76 
gall  to  Mod- 
ticello 

6 

1803  Mar  8 

06  May  15 

06  July 

7 i 

8 ! 

“ do 
1804  Mar  19 

06  July 

07  Nov  95 

07  Nov  96 

Uutad. 


Excluding  a1)- 
sence  31  months 

6 month! 

7 months 
10  month! 


10  mo  17  rt 
10  “ 10** 


The  200  bottles  of  champagne  which  ap- 
pear to  have  been  received  from  M.  D’Yrujo, 
100  December  11, 1802,  and  100  January  10, 
1803,  gave  occasion  for  the  following  let- 
ter from  Jefferson  to  the  Collector  at  Phil- 


adelphia, which  established  a precedent  we 
are  glad  to  believe  is  to  be  revived  in  all 
its  original  vigor  by  Mr.  Cleveland : 

**Dear  Sir, — Mons.  d’Yrujo  the  Spani.sh  Minister 
here  has  been  so  kind  as  to  spare  me  two  hundred 
bottles  of  champagne  part  of  a large  parcel  import- 
ed for  his  own  use  and  consequently  privileged  from 
duty ; but  it  would  be  improper  for  me  to  take  the 
benefit  of  that.  I must  therefore  ask  the  favor  of 
you  to  take  the  proper  measures  for  paying  the  duty, 
for  which  purpose  I enclose  you  a bank-check  for 
twenty  two  and  a half  dollars,  the  amount  of  it.  If 
it  could  be  done  without  mentioning  my  name,  it 
would  avoid  ill-intended  observations,  as  in  some 
such  way  as  this,  ‘ By  duty  paid  on  a part  of  such 
a parcel  of  wines  not  entitled  to  privilege,’  or  in  any 
other  way  you  please.  The  wine  was  imported  into 
Philadelphia  about  mid  summer  last.  Accept  as- 
surance of  my  great  esteem  and  respect, 

“ General  Muhlenberg.  Th.  Jefferson.” 

Jefferson  was  an  insatiable  book  and 
pamphlet  buyer.  He  rarely  missed  a 
show  of  any  kind.  His  curiosity  was  in 
quantity  as  a child’s,  in  quality  as  a phi- 
losopher’s. 

His  diary  abounds  in  entries  like  these: 

1791  Dec  20  pd  for  seeing  a lion  21  months  old  11 

1792  June  1 pd  seeing  a small  seal  .125 

1797  March  10  pd  seeing  elephant  .5 

“ 13  pd  seeing  elk  .75 

1798  Jan  26  pd  seeing  Caleb  Phillips  a dwarf  .25 

(Note  be  weighs  — lb  now  and  when 
bom  be  weighed  with  the  clothes  in 
which  he  was  swaddled  31  b,  bo  is 
— years  old. 

April  10  1800  pd  seeing  a painting  .25. 

Some  of  his  entries  are  highly  suggest- 
ive, for  example : 
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1797  Jane  19  pd  Gale  for  bis  newspaper  to  com- 
menoe  July  1, 4D. 

This,  we  suppose,  marked  the  birth  of 
the  old  National  Intelligencer. 

1802  Gave  Rev^*  M**  Leland  bearer  of  the  cheese 
of  1235  lbs  weight  200D. 

This  was  probably  designed  as  a present 
from  the  reverend  manufacturer  of  it,  but 
Mr.  Jefferson  was  not  in  the  habit  of  dead- 
heading at  hotels  nor  of  receiving  pre- 
sents, however  inconsiderable  in  value, 
which  could  place  him  under  any  obli- 
gation to  the  donor.  So  he  paid  sixteen 
cents  a pound  for  the  monster  cheese,  and 
declined  the  mortgage  which  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Leland  may  have  been  thinking  of 
putting  upon  the  Executive  patronage. 

1802  Nov  20  Sent  Mrs  Madison  for  2 wigs  38D. 

There  is  no  entry  which  appears  more 
frequently  in  this  diary  than  “Charity,” 
in  sums  ranging  from  25  cents  to  $100. 
The  last  entry  in  the  volume — to  the  writ- 
er’s honor  be  it  remembered — is,  “Dec  28 
charity  2D.”  During  the  first  two  years 
of  his  Presidency  his  charities  appear  to 
have  aggregated  for  1801-2  $978  20,  and 
for  1802-3  $1585  60. 

It  will  be  a surprise  to  those  who  have 
been  educated  to  associate  Mr.  Jefferson’s 
name  with  indifference,  if  not  open  hos- 
tility, to  revealed  religion,  to  find  among 
his  expenses — some  entered  as  charity, 
but  most  of  them,  exclusive  of  what  is  re- 


ported under  the  charity  rubric— entries 
like  the  following: 

1792 

Nov  27  Pd  M**  B a Sabscription  for  missiona- 

ries 15D 

1798  Feby  26  pd  6D  in  part  of  20D  Subscription 
for  a hot-press  bible 

1801 

June  25  Gave  order  on  J Barnes  for  25D  towards 
fitting  up  a chapel. 

Sept  23  pd  Contribution  at  a Sermon  7.20 

1802 

April  7 Gave  order  on  J.  Barnes  for  60D  charity  in 
favor  of  the  Rev<*  M*^  Parkinson  towards 
a Baptist  meeting  house. 

9 Gave  order  on  J.  B^mes  in  fav'  the  Rev^ 
DocU  Smith  towards  rebuilding  Prince- 
ton College  lOOD 

1802 

July  11  Subscribed  to  the  Wilmington  Academv 
lOOD 

1803 

Feby  25  Gave  Hamilton  k Campbell  ord.  on  J. 

Barnes  for  lOOD  charity  to  Carlisle  Col- 
lege. 

“ 28  Gave  Gen*  Winn  ord.  on  J.  Barnes  for  lOOD 

charity  to  Jefferson  Monticello  Academy 
in  S.  Carolina. 

March  1.  Gave  in  charity  to  the  Rev^  M**  Chambers 
of  Alexandria  for  his  church  an  order 
on  J.  Barnes  for  50  D 

Nov  18  Gave  order  on  J.  Barnes  for  lOOD  in  fa- 
vor of  Rev**  Coffin  for  a college  in 
Tennessee. 

We  doubt  whether  since  the  Presiden- 
tial salary  was  doubled  any  of  President 
Jefferson’s  successors  has  consecrated  as 
large  a percentage  of  his  salary  to  chari- 
table or  religious  uses. 


A HOUSE  BUILT  UPON  THE  SAND. 


A WEDDING  party  was  about  to  issue 
from  the  wide-open  portals  of  a brown- 
stone  house  on  upper  Fifth  Avenue.  As 
usual,  a little  crowd  of  curious  street  loun- 
gers had  gathered  around  the  awning  to  see 
the  hackneyed  yet  ever-interesting  cere- 
mony of  rice-throwing,  together  with  the 
reckless  launching  into  space  of  high- 
heeled  slippers. 

Simultaneously  the  inner  vestibule  doors 
of  the  besieged  mansion  were  thrown 
open.  From  an  orchestra  hidden  by  a 
screen  of  palms  in  the  marble  hall  came 
the  strains  of  an  inspiring  march.  A 
swarm  of  white-robed  maidens  and  at- 
tendant men  filled  the  entrance  way,  leav- 
ing a narrow  passage,  down  which  passed 
the  following  persons: 

First,  a page,  youthful  and  smirking, 
conscious  of  many  buttons,  having  in  tow 


a fussy  French  woman  of  uncertain  age, 
who  made  great  show  of  a large  alligator- 
skin  dressing-case  elaborately  mounted  in 
silver. 

A cab  drawn  up  first  in  the  line  of  car- 
riages before  the  door  received  these  or- 
naments to  society,  but  not  before  they 
had  been  plentifully  greeted  with  curb- 
stone wit,  affecting  to  mistake  them  for 
the  newly  married  pair. 

Next  came  the  father,  a slender,  mid- 
dle-sized, care-worn-looking  man,  between 
fifty  and  sixty  in  appearance,  but,  in  fact, 
some  ten  years  younger.  After  him, 
walking  alone  with  superb  independence, 
smiling,  answering  the  farewells  shower- 
ed upon  her  leisurely,  giving  her  friends 
ample  time  to  survey  all  the  details  of  her 
dress  of  costly  brown  velvet  and  sable  fur, 
came  the  bride.  She  bade  good-by  to  the 
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immediate  members  of  her  family  with 
entire  composure,  and  laughed  at  the 
showers  of  rice  falling  around  them,  as 
she  took  the  arm  of  the  young  man  fol- 
lowing her  to  descend  the  steps,  where  her 
father  was  already  waiting  at  the  carriage 
door. 

“There,  that's  over,  thank  goodness  1” 
slie  said,  when  seated  by  her  husband, 
who  occupied  himself  in  drawing  an  otter 
rug  about  her  knees.  “Good-by,  papa;  I 
hope  you  charged  Marie  about  the  dress- 
ing-case, not  to  let  it  go  out  of  her  hands 
for  a minute.  I put  Aunt  Hope’s  dia- 
mond star  in  there  at  the  last  moment. 
Who  would  have  believed  that  the  old 
lady  was  good  for  diamonds  ? I had 
made  up  my  mind  to  nothing  but  a book- 
rack,  or  a paltry  little  toilet  set.  I'm  so 
thankful  she  settled  on  that  old  case  of 
grandmamma’s  books  as  Grace’s  wedding 
present  and  not  mine.  I wish,  papa,  that 
mamma  would  see  that  all  my  things  are 
properly  packed  at  once  to-morrow,  and 
put  away  till  we  come  back.  I can’t  bear 
to  think  of  their  being  fingered  by  curious 
people.  Yes,  we  will  write  from  Florida, 
and  probably  telegraph  sooner.  I trust 
we  mayn’t  be  starved  travelling  in  that 
horrid  Southern  country.  But  think  of 
Grace  and  her  cheap  liUle  bridal  trip  to 
visit  Ned’s  relations  in  that  old  fogy  vil- 
lage in  Connecticut!  I should  think  she 
would  have  more  self-respect  than  to  let 
such  a thing  get  abroad  about  her.  Dick, 
I do  hope  you  saw  Marsden’s  face  during 
the  ceremony.  I stole  a glance  at  him, 
for  I wouldn't  have  missed  it.  He  looked 
so  dreadfully  cross  and  blue— ha!  ha!  ha! 
Just  as  he  always  looked  when  he  was 
following  me  around,  and  I danced  or 
talked  with  other  men.  There,  we  are 
off.  I suppose.  Good-by ! Good-by  1” 

As  the  carriage  drove  rapidly  down  the 
long  avenue,  Ellinor  settled  back  with  an 
air  of  perfect  contentment. 

“We  certainly  ought  to  be  satisfied, 
Dick,”  she  said,  in  a business-like  way. 
“ The  thing  has  been  done  in  style  1 Papa 
has  been  preaching  so  about  economy  of 
late  that  I’d  no  idea  he  meant  to  give  us 
such  a send-off.” 

Bichard  started.  He  had,  strangely 
enough  for  a bridegroom  who  had  just 
succeeded  in  carrying  off  the  belle  of  her 
‘ set’  and  season,  lapsed  into  a meditation 
of  a somewhat  rueful  character.  He  was 
very  much  in  love  with  Ellinor,  but  the 
parting  with  his  newly  acquired  father-in- 


law had  not  been  as  pecuniarily  re-assur- 
ing as  he  could  have  hoped.  Nothing 
had  been  said  of  the  future  arrangements 
of  the  young  couple,  beyond  a vague 
“Hope  we  shall  see  you  both  back  for  a 
visit  at  New-Year,  my  boy.”  A check  for 
one  thousand  dollars  had  been  duly  pre- 
sented (and  as  duly,  we  may  be  sure, 
chronicled  by  the  silver-fork  reporters  for 
the  fashionable  news  columns)  to  the  bride 
by  her  father,  together  with  as  fine  and 
useless  a silver  tea  set  as  Tiffany  could  fur- 
nish, and  an  elaborate  trousseau.  (The 
wedding  outfit  of  this  republican  belle  had 
been  modelled  in  Paris  after  that  of  a 
young  foreign  princess  just  then  entering 
the  bonds  of  matrimony  with  an  English 
prince.)  The  flowers  serving  to  deck  the 
house  for  the  ceremony  would  have  paid 
the  house  rent  of  the  young  couple  for  a 
year.  The  collation,  the  music,  the  dresses, 
were  as  costly  as  is  usual  on  such  occasions 
in  New  York.  The  new  Mrs.  Eliot  carried 
off  with  her  in  a special  hand-bag — not  in- 
cluding Aunt  Hope's  star,  which,  as  we 
know,  was  allotted  to  Marie’s  care— cres- 
cents, bars,  drops,  and  pendants  of  dia- 
monds, together  with  a dozen  yards  of  lace, 
fragile  as  a spider  s web,  but  much  more 
convertible  into  cash.  In  the  “spare 
room”  of  the  paternal  mansion  were  heaps 
upon  heaps  of  bric-i-brac,  from  Venetian 
glass  to  painted  gauze  fire-screens,  the  cus- 
tomary offerings  to  an  expectant  house- 
keeper. In  the  cab  preceding  our  young 
couple  was  an  expensive,  ill-humored,  but 
“correct”  appendage  in  the  shape  of  a 
French  maid.  What  more  could  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Bichard  Eliot  ask  of  Fortune  at  the 
outset  of  their  career  ? Bichard,  it  may  be 
parenthetically  remarked  was  in  receipt  of 
a modest  and  uncertain  income  from  the 
junior  partnership  of  a firm  recently  en- 
tering business  on  their  own  account. 

Before  the  crowd  around  Mr.  Talbot’s 
doorway  had  time  to  disperse,  to  their  sur- 
prise the  large  front  doors  again  swung 
back  upon  their  massive  hinges, and  an- 
other bridal  train  appeared  within.  This 
time  the  bride  was  smaller,  slighter,  less 
assured.  She  clung  to  her  father’s  arm, 
and  her  husband,  a stalwart  open-faced 
young  fellow,  shook  hands  right  and  left 
as  he  passed  down  the  line.  Instead  of 
music  from  the  orchestra,  tlie  cheery  roar 
of  a college  song  was  started  and  taken  up 
with  good-will  by  the  company.  And 
just  as  the  fair  young  bride  turned  for  a 
moment  to  wave  her  acknowledgment 
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from  the  threshold,  a small,  elaborately 
dressed  child  ran  out  from  the  group,  and 
clung,  weeping,  to  her  neck. 

“Oh,  Gracie!  Gracie!  what  shall  we  do 
without  you 

The  little  girl  was  comforted  and  caress- 
ed, and  Grace  turned  again  to  her  husband ; 
but  her  path  was  beset  by  servants  and  old 
family  retainers,  who  kissed  and  showered 
blessings  on  their  “sweet  young  lady.” 
When,  amid  a rain  of  flowers  and  rice  and 
slippers,  the  second  bride  had  reached  her 
carriage,  she  was  observed  to  turn  and 
throw  herself  impulsively  upon  her  fa- 
ther’s breast,  whispering  in  his  ear,  mani- 
festly to  the  surprise  of  his  decorum  and 
his  shirt  collar.  What  she  said,  this  poor, 
unconventional  little  Grace,  was,  “Bless 
me!  oh,  my  father!”  and  the  man  of  busi- 
ness, swallowing  a decided  lump  in  his 
throat,  kissed  her  again,  brushing  the  tears 
from  his  eyes,  as  he  muttered  a few  un- 
wonted words  of  benediction  above  her 
sunny  head. 

No  maid  nor  lackey  accompanied  this 
couple,  and  their  surroundings  were  so 
unobtrusive  that  the  crowd  upon  the  side- 
walk gave  vent  to  audible  remonstrance 
at  what  in  their  judgment  seemed  an  un- 
equal distribution  of  parental  favors. 

An  hour  or  two  later  the  guests  had 
gone ; waiters  ran  to  and  fro  with  piles  of 
used  plates,  and  solaced  themselves  at  in- 
tervals with  hidden  bottles  of  champagne. 
The  musicians  were  packing  up  their  in- 
struments in  green-baize  bags;  the  little 
male  and  female  Talbots  were  skirmish- 
ing on  tbe  stairs,  unwilling  to  succumb  to 
bedtime  and  to  nursery  authority.  A few 
remote  relations,  members  of  the  family 
unearthed  for  weddings  and  funerals, 
were  seen  wandering  around  the  house, 
peering  into  shut  rooms,  and  handling 
with  itching  Angers  the  wedding  presents, 
over  which  a Gorgon-like  maid  kept  guard. 
An  elderly  cousin  in  black  silk,  festooned 
with  an  antique  shawl  of  llama  lace,  was 
discovered — ^no  one  knows  how  she  got 
there — in  the  butler’s  pantry  ogling  an 
untouched  Strasburg  pie,  while  a pocket- 
handkerchief  full  of  grapes,  cakes,  and 
mottoes  lay  suspiciously  near  at  hand. 
Another  spinster  made  it  her  business  to 
go  around  among  the  wax  candles,  snuff- 
ing them  out  with  commendable  economy. 
In  the  large  drawing-room  Mrs.  Talbot 
herself,  looking  the  picture  of  fatigue  and 
woe  in  l^er  trailing  satin  and  Venetian 
lace,  had  dropped  into  a crimson  satin 


chair,  the  two  school -girl  daughters  on 
either  side  of  her  lost  in  happy  dreams  of 
future  possibilities  of  their  own.  In  a 
carved  chair  at  the  flreside  comer,  erect 
and  placid,  Aunt  Hope,  a shrewd-looking 
widow,  sat  at  her  knitting.  All  about 
were  drooping  flowers,  furniture  pushed 
into  unwonted  cornera,  the  general  air  of 
discomfort  after  the  feast  which  enter- 
tainers know  so  well.  Poor  Mr.  Talbot 
wandered  about,  getting  in  everybody’s 
way,  snubbed  by  the  hired  waiters,  who 
failed  to  identify  him  as  the  proprietor, 
restless,  and  dispirited. 

“As  it  is  now  half  past  seven,  and  there 
seems  no  reasonable  prospect  of  dinner 
here,  Maria,”  he  said  at  last,  after  assist- 
ing the  butler  forcibly  to  eject  an  intoxi- 
cated hireling  who  was  found  sitting  with 
his  head  in  the  punch-bowl,  amid  a wreck 
of  broken  glass,  “I  think  I’ll  go  down  to 
the  club  and  get  a chop  and  a bottle  of 
claret.” 

“No,  indeed,  John;  you  must  wait  for 
us.  There’ll  be  something  presently.  Sit 
down  here  with  Aunt  Hope  and  me.  The 
girls  have  gone  to  a * rose-bud’  dinner  at 
the  Mays’,  though  I can’t  say  I approved 
of  it,  before  they  are  even  ‘out  I’  But  they 
were  so  scf,  I just  gave  them  leave  for  the 
sake  of  peace.  Heigho!  our  two  oldest 
gone,  there’ll  be  these  two  to  launch  next 
winter,  John,  and  a coming-out  ball,  of 
course.  How  lucky  that  one  can  give 
such  things  at  Delmonico’s!” 

“I  wish  you’d  please  to  take  another 
time  than  this,  Maria,  to  talk  about  your 
Delmonico  balls  and  fallals.  Wait  till 
these  bills  are  paid,  and  see  what  they 
amount  to.  And  what  with  George  at 
college,  and  Tom  at  Dr.  Blank’s,  and  those 
two  in  the  nursery,  it’s  nothing  but  pay, 
pay,  from  morning  to  night.” 

“Well,  John,  I think  you  are  very  un- 
grateful, for  a fine  family  like  ours,  to  be- 
grudge giving  them  all  the  young  people 
they  associate  with  expect,”  said  Mrs.  Tal- 
bot, tired  and  ungrammatical.  “Just  as 
our  two  poor  girls  are  married  and  gone 
too.” 

“Wait  till  John  has  had  his  dinner, 
and  he  will  sing  a difiPerent  song,”  said 
Aunt  Hope,  cheerily;  and  dinner  being 
just  then  announced,  John  did  brighten 
up  as  was  predicted. 

But  not  for  long,  however.  Aunt  Hope, 
who  rarely  left  her  country  home  to  visit 
her  city  relatives,  was  struck  with  the 
jaded  look  her  prosperous  nephew’s  face 
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had  assumed  of  late  years.  His  once  act- 
ive step  has  begun  to  lag,  and  an  unwont- 
ed peevishness  had  taken  the  place  of  his 
light  spirit  of  yore. 

“And  what  will  Ellinor  do  on  her  re- 
turn?” Aunt  Hope  asked,  when  they  were 
again  talking  over  affairs  after  dinner. 
“ What  a queenly  creature  she  was,  to  be 
sure,  under  her  veil  1” 

‘ ‘ What  does  everybody  do  ?”  asked  Mrs. 
Talbot,  complacently.  “ They  will  prob- 
ably not  want  to  go  to  housekeeping  at 
once,  since  Ellinor  will  be  overrun  with 
engagements,  and  I have  advised  Mr. 
Eiliot  to  take  rooms  at  the  Hotel  Guelph, 
where  their  meals  are  served,  don’t  you 
know,  and  Ellinor  will  have  no  cares,  no 
responsibilities.  Of  course  we  will  fur- 
nish the  rooms,  and  I am  to  go  to-morrow 
to  meet  Palette.  He  has  such  taste,  you 
know,  and  with  all  Ellinor’s  presents  their 
rooms  will  be  a dream  I The  only  thing  to 
really  worry  over  is  that  poor  Ellinor  will 
keep  no  carriage  at  first.  Mr.  Eliot  was 
quite  positive  about  that,  much  to  my  sur- 
prise. Luckily  I can  call  for  her  for  vis- 
its, and  they  can  have  cabs  for  going  out 
to  dinner.  I think  it  is  the  most  delight- 
ful arrangement.  J ust  fancy,  Ellinor  will 
have  absolutely  nothing  to  do  but  to 
amuse  herself.” 

“ I had  rather  not  think  of  it,  Maria,” 
Aunt  Hope  said,  with  unusual  gravity, 
which  was  quite  lost  upon  Mrs.  Talbot. 

“ Of  course  with  Ellinor’s  looks  we  had 
a right  to  expect  everything  in  her  maiv 
riage,  dear  girl;  but  she  was  absolutely 
infatuated  with  this  young  man,  and,  to 
be  sure,  he  has  always  held  the  best  place  in 
society — invited  everywhere — and  dances 
to  perfection.  His  ideas  and  tastes  are 
just  like  Ellinor’s,  and  he  has  been  lavish 
in  flowers  during  the  engagement.  He 
is  never  seen  anywhere  except  with  men 

from  the and  the clubs,  which 

with  Ellinor  is  everything.  She  is  so 
fastidious.  I only  wish  he  were  a little 
more  independent  in  his  circumstances; 
but  of  course  John  will  arrange  all  that.” 

“Of  course  John  will  do  nothing  of 
the  kind,”  said  Mr.  Talbot,  with  apparent 
effmrt  “We  might  as  well  understand 
each  other,  Maria,  about  this  matter.  You 
know  whether  I have  held  back  any  of 
the  money  I have  worked  so  hard  for  all 
these  years.  You  and  the  children  have 
bad  it  every  bit.  1 have  written  a letter 
for  Ellinor,  which  her  maid  will  give  to 
her,  telling  her  that  I will  continue  the 


allowance  she  has  had  to  dress  upon  here- 
tofore. Anything  more  is  literally  impos- 
sible in  the  present  state  of  my  affairs, 
either  for  Gracie  or  herself.” 

“Gracie  I”  said  Mrs.  Talbot,  trying  to 
conceal  the  blankness  of  her  countenance. 
“That  girl  is  a perfect  enigma.  Not  con- 
tent with  saving  at  least  two-thirds  of  the 
money  her  father  gave  them  both  for  their 
trousseaux,  and  buying  herself  an  outfit 
like  a Quaker’s,  she  has  actually  persuaded 
Edward  that  it  is  better  for  them  to  begin 
housekeeping  at  once.  They  have  been 
off  together  (luckily  it  is  in  a quarter  where 
nobody  goes),  and  they  have  hunted  up  a 
two -story  house  with  a box -garret— the 
most  dingy,  absurd  little  mouse-trap  you 
ever  saw — on  the  east  side  of  town,  in 

Place.  I believe  it  was  occupied  by 

a dress-maker  last.  The  worst  of  it  is, 
they  have  actually  taken  it,  and  have  set 
the  painters  and  paper-hangers  to  work 
there.  Of  course  I did  everything  I could 
to  talk  Grace  into  an  apartment.  Eveiy- 
body  goes  into  apartments  now,  and  you 
may  be  as  poor  as  you  please  in  one  of 
them,  and  still  keep  up  appearances.  But 
Grace  says  that  Edward  is  too  big  for  any 
apartment  she  has  yet  seen,  and  far  too 
noisy.  And  Edward  says  he  wants  four 
walls  and  a front  door-step  all  to  himself. 
He  is  as  obstinate  as  a mule,  it  is  plain  to 
see,  and  I pity  poor  Grace  when  the  hon- 
ey-moon is  over.  What  will  become  of 
her  music— for  she  certainly  has  a lovely 
voice,  and  has  had  every  advantage  in 
masters — and  her  languages,  and  all,  tuck- 
ed away  in  that  hole,  with  that  kind  of  a 
set,  selfish  man  for  a companion  ? Just 
imagine  what  a house  it  must  be  when  1 
tell  you  that  they  got  it  on  a lease  for 
eight  hundred  dollars  a year!” 

“I  remember,  Maria,”  said  John  Tal- 
bot, gently,  “when  we  first  came  here 
from  the  country,  and  I was  a clerk  on  a 
small  salary,  that  we  lived  in  one  room 
of  a boarding-house,  and  had  to  be  con- 
tent. Aunt  Hope,  I see  you  taking  all 
this  in  in  your  quiet  way,  and  I know  it 
astonishes  you.  That  a mother  should 
reproach  her  child  for  trying  to  live  with- 
in her  husband’s  means  1 confess  aston- 
ishes even  me.” 

“Now,  John,  when  you  try  to  be  satir- 
ical I always  stop,”  said  his  wife,  comfort- 
ably. “Haven’t  you,  I’d  like  to  know, 
always  paid  every  bill  without  inquiring 
into  it,  and  given  the  children  every  ad- 
vantage without  counting  the  cost  ?” 
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“Ay,  God  help  me,  so  I havel”  said 
John  Talbot,  getting  up  abruptly  to  leave 
the  room.  “ Without  counting  the  cost.” 

“John  is  like  that  sometimes,”  said  his 
wife.  “Don’t  mind  him.  Aunt  Hope;  he 
is  really  the  most  indulgent  creature  liv- 
ing. A true  American  father,  some  one 
called  him,  who  met  us  at  Nice  last  year. 
What  puzzles  me  is  this  holding  back 
about  increasing  Ellinor  s allowance.  Of 
course  he  must  be  talked  into  it.  A girl 
of  Ellinor's  tastes,  indeed ! Ellinor  must 
have  money.” 

During  a mild  week  in  May,  about  six 
months  after  the  double  wedding,  Aunt 
Hope  was  again  in  town.  She  had  called 
once  or  twice  at  the  Hotel  Guelph  before 
gaining  admission.  The  man  in  waiting 
at  the  entrance  door  took  her  card,  glanced 
superciliously  at  her  poke-bonnet,  “guess- 
ed” that  the  madam  was  not  receiving, 
and  after  a long  delay  came  back  with  the 
information  that  Mrs.  Eliot,  at  2 P.M.,  had 
not  yet  left  her  room.  At  last  Aunt  Hope 
received  permission  to  ascend  to  her  niece’s 
quarters,  and  being  inclosed  in  an  eleva- 
tor, was  carried  to  the  sixth  story  of  a 
sumptuous  apartment-house.  A boy  in 
buttons  answered  her  touch  upon  the  elec- 
tric knob,  and  conducted  her  through  a 
long  dark  passageway  into  Mra.  Eliot’s 
presence. 

Ellinor  was  lying  on  a coucli  in  the 
centi*e  of  a small  room  littered  with  bric- 
i-brac,  and  crowded  with  furs,  heavy  dra- 
peries, and  costly  rugs.  What  light  there 
was  came  through  thin  curtains  of  amber 
silk  hung  beneath  massive  screens  of  mul- 
ti-colored glass.  A wood  fire  was  blazing 
on  the  hearth,  and  the  air  was  perfumed 
to  suffocation  with  the  odor  of  roses  and 
hyacinths,  crowded  in  vases  upon  every 
shelf  and  bracket.  A small  stand  of  gilt 
wicker  at  Ellinor’s  side  contained  boxes 
of  bonbons,  fresh  heliotrope  massed  in  a 
yellow  jar,  the  morning  papers,  and  a 
couple  of  French  novels.  Amid  all  this 
ill-assorted  luxury  the  young  wife  lay  in 
an  attitude  of  utter  listlessness,  her  robe 
of  white  India  silk  half  hidden  by  a cov- 
ering of  gold -embroidered  Oriental  stuff 
thrown  across  her  couch. 

‘ * Humph !”  said  Aunt  Hope,  sitting  bolt- 
upright  on  the  edge  of  the  first  chair  she 
could  find.  ‘ ‘ I supposed  I had  got  by  mis- 
take into  the  room  of  some  tragedy  queen. 
What  would  your  grandmother  Talbot 
have  said  to  this,  I wonder  ? — she  who  was 
up  by  candle-light  winter  and  summer, 


sweeping,  dusting,  cooking,  mending,  to 
make  both  ends  meet,  and  to  give  your 
father  and  the  others  what  education  she 
could  afford ! Seems  to  me,  child,  the  size 
of  your  rooms  isn’t  in  keeping  with  all 
this  finery.  And  of  course,  with  a limit- 
ed income,  you  have  to  live  high  up,  but 
that  should  be  no  reproach  to  you.” 

“I  wonder  if  you  know  what  we  pay 
for  this  apartment,”  Ellinor  said,  sharply, 
naming  a sum  that  made  the  old  lady’s 
spectacles  fly  off  in  her  excitement. 

That  Aunt  Hope  had  much  to  learn  she 
discovered  in  the  course  of  this  memorable 
visit.  She  found  in  her  niece  a type  of 
an  increasing  class,  descendants  of  the 
thrifty  New  York  merchants  of  a genera- 
tion back — cradled  in  luxury,  and  yield- 
ing to  no  hereditary  nobles  upon  earth 
the  right  to  surpass  them  in  personal  in- 
dulgence of  their  lavish  tastes.  On  every 
side  in  the  circle  of  Ellinor’s  contempo- 
raries might  be  seen  the  same  push  and 
struggle  for  supremacy  in  the  world  of 
fashion — a world  of  self-constituted  aris- 
tocracy, whereof  the  puppets  represent- 
ing men  and  women  danced  to  the  far- 
away pipings  of  a social  leadership  they 
affected  to  despise,  creating,  in  a word, 
a London  at  second- hand.  In  such  Iiands 
the  vigor  of  the  American  republic  is 
swathed  in  eider-down  and  stifled  in  at- 
tar of  rose.  No  wonder  that  a shrewd  old 
woman  like  Aunt  Hope,  whose  eyes  had 
been  wide  open  to  the  interests  of  her  fel- 
lows these  sixty  years  past,  should  pause 
aghast  at  the  spectacle  I A brief  interview 
with  her  niece  revealed  far  more  than  El- 
linor meant  to  show.  Already  the  hus- 
band and  wife  bad  begun  to  drift  apart, 
both  finding  in  the  narrow  limit  of  home 
companionship  meagre  food  for  their  rest- 
less spirits.  Night  after  night  Ellinor  went 
into  the  world,  day  after  day  lounged  upon 
her  sofa  until  the  hour  arrived  for  some 
fresh  gayety.  The  discovery  that  for  the 
first  time  in  her  life  money  to  lavish  on 
her  own  amusements  was  not  forth-com- 
ing was  resented  as  a personal  affront  put 
on  her  by  father  and  husband  both.  On 
his  side,  Eliot,  a good-natured  and  well- 
meaning  young  fellow  in  the  main,  waked 
up  witli  dismay  to  the  reality  of  his  mar- 
ried life.  Instead  of  a helpmeet,  he  had 
a princess  on  his  hands.  Little  by  little 
dreams  of  domestic  happiness  took  wing. 
His  pecuniary  responsibilities  overwhelm- 
ed him.  In  despair,  be  went  back  to  the 
old  society  life  for  solace. 
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“ Whose  fault  is  this  ?*’  Aunt  Hope  ask- 
ed herself,  sternly,  pinning  her  little  gray 
shawl  to  go  down  the  stairs,  heart-sick 
and  despondent  of  better  things.  Second 
thoughts  induced  her  to  turn  her  steps  in 
the  direction  of  the  remote  locality  where 
Grace  Fielding  had  made  her  home. 

The  small  brick  house  in  unfashionable 

Place  was  blushing  in  a fresh  coat  of 

paint,  and  the  brass  dragon  knocker  on 
the  dark  green  door  shone  resplendent! y. 
A tiny  balcony  was  filled  with  tulips,  hy- 
acinths, and  wall-flowers  in  pots.  From 
the  open  windows  of  the  parlor  Grace’s 
voice  was  heard  singing  at  her  piano.  A 
handmaiden  whose  smile  assumed  per- 
sonal interest  in  the  caller  ushered  Aunt 
Hope  into  the  presence  of  her  niece.  Grace 
greeted  her  aunt  joyfully,  and  forthwith 
began  the  eager  exhibition  of  a young 
wife’s  fii*st  belongings. 

“No,  dear  auntie,  you  can’t  sit  down 
until  you  have  admir^  our  skill  in  mak- 
ing sixteen  feet  square  do  the  work  of  twen- 
ty. No  crowding  either;  we  are  proud  of 
that,”  she  said,  in  her  rapid,  girlish  way. 
“With  the  book-cases,  which,  thanks  to 
your  blessed  wedding  present  and  Ned’s 
college  library,  we  have  filled,  we  defy 
criticism  as  to  the  decoration  of  our  walls. 
Those  engravings  and  photogravures  and 
the  little  Florentine  mirror  look  well, 
don’t  they,  against  the  Pompeiian  red, 
though  ’tis  only  ‘ water  wash’  ? The  tops 
of  the  shelves,  you  see,  have  served  to  ac- 
commodate the  best  of  our  wedding  ‘ loot,’ 
as  Ned  calls  it,  but  the  china  ornaments 
have  by  his  stern  decree  gone  into  one  es- 
pecial press  in  the  dining-room.  We  are 
rich  in  lamps  and  candelabra,  of  course, 
and  the  horrid  little  chandelier  was  ban- 
ished altogether  from  this  room.  A com- 
mittee of  two  or  three  of  Ned’s  artist  friends 
came  here  and  * sat’  upon  our  affairs  while 
we  were  furnishing,  so  we  flatter  ourselves 
that  the  tone  of  everything  is  eminently 
correct.  That  portifere  was  an  extrava- 
gance, but — don’t  tell — we  exchanged  a 
hideous  rug  for  it  that  somebody  bestowed 
on  us.  Now  for  the  dining-room.  Isn’t 
it  a pretty  spot  ?” 

Here,  instead  of  the  traditional  gloom  of 
the  modem  eating-room,  were  light,  color, 
fragrance.  Two  little  windows  had  been 
knocked  out  to  be  replaced  by  an  ample 
bow,  large  enough,  when  required,  to  con- 
tain a tete-a-tite  breakfast  table.  The  fur- 
niture, of  the  slender -legged  mahogany 
variety,  glittered  brilliantly  in  a bath  of 


morning  sunlight.  Glass,  brass,  silver, 
and  porcelain  caught  up  and  repeated  the 
sparkling  effect.  Two  or  three  jars  of  blue 
Delft  held  vigorous  young  palms.  A bowl 
of  yellow  tulips  ornamented  the  centre  of 
the  table,  and  around  the  little  plot  of 
ground  behind  the  house  wistaria,  ivy, 
and  honeysuckle  made  a wall  of  green  to 
inclose  a grass-plot  with  its  central  flower 
bed. 

“The  wonder  of  it  is,  we  are,  in  our 
modest  way,  a social  success,”  Grace  went 
on.  “All  my  girl  friends  followed  me 
here,  and  once  a week  I have  afternoon 
tea,  and  so  many  pleasant  people  drop 
in.  Now  and  again  a carriage  rolls  into 
the  street  that  brings  all  our  neighbors 
to  the  window;  but  many  of  mamma’s 
friends  have  contented  themselves  with 
sending  cards  through  the  post.  The  vis- 
its of  mere  form  will  soon  stop,  and  then 
Ned  and  I will  settle  down  to  making  our 
own  ‘ ‘ set,”  if  we  are  to  have  such  a thing. 
Think  of  papa  coming,  aunty ! — papa,  who 
never  goes  anywhere  but  to  the  office  and 
the  club.  Sometimes  he  and  the  children 
have  their  Sunday  dinner  here,  and  we 
have  great  fun.  Ned  and  papa  are  such 
friends!  (But  then  everybody  is  friends 
with  Ned,  Aunt  Hope.)  We  see  less  of 
mamma,  because  she  is  really  very  busy 
going  out  with  Ellinor,  and  then  she 
doesn’t  like  to  bring  the  horses  to  the  east 
side  of  town.” 

They  had  luncheon,  served  by  the  smil- 
ing Phyllis  upon  flowery  china,  and  aft- 
erward Aunt  Hope  fell  to  sentimentaliz- 
ing in  Grace's  aesthetic  three-cornered 
chair  by  the  open  bow. 

“There  is  nothing  like  the  spring-tide 
of  married  life,”  the  old  woman  mused. 
“How  beautiful  is  this  fullness  of  faith  in 
the  object  beloved — this  persistent  happi- 
ness owning  no  alloy ! Bless  me,  child,  I 
am  doting  I Give  me  a cup  of  tea,  and 
then  you  may — as  I see  you  are  dying  to 
do — talk  about  Ned’s  virtues  till  one  or 
the  other  of  us  drops  through  sheer  fa- 
tigue, and  I know  which  one  of  us  that 
will  not  be.” 

Grace  needed  no  further  invitation. 
She  sat  down  on  a cushion  at  her  aunt’s 
knee;  but  before  the  confidence  had  gone 
far  it  was  interrupted  by  a loud  knock, 
followed  by  the  appearance  upon  the 
scene  of  John  Talbot,  looking  pale  and 
worn. 

“Papa,” cried  Grace,  “you  here  at  this 
hour!  Has  anything  happened  ?” 
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“Don’t  be  alarmed,  my  dear;  we  are 
all  well  at  home,  thank  GkKi,”  her  father 
said,  dropping  wearily  into  a chair.  “ I 
am  glad  to  find  you  here,  Aunt  Hope,  you 
and  Grace— brave  women  and  true.  I 
believe  I am  a little  tired,  that’s  all.  The 
way  has  been  long  and  hard,  but  my  cred- 
it’s safe.  . Yes;  no  man  can  say  John  Tal- 
bot has  robbed  him  of  a dollar.  But  for 
your  poor  mother  and  the  children  I’d 
not  mind.  There  is  a relief  in  all  being 
known  at  last ....  Talbot  and  Co.  have 
to-day  failed  to  meet  their  obligations,  and 
— I’d.  rather  not  talk  about  it  just  now 
with  Maria  and  Ellinor  and  the  rest.” 

By  the  time  summer  was  fairly  under 
way  the  old  farm-house  where  Aunt  Hope 
had  spent  so  many  lonely  years  was 
alive  with  the  clamor  of  young  voices. 
Its  long-closed  doors  had  opened  wide  to 
receive  John  Talbot’s  family,  of  which 
the  younger  members  made  no  scruple  in 
declaring  their  delight  at  the  exchange  of 
domicile.  Mrs.  Talbot  could  not  be  brought 
to  think  of  herself  otherwise  than  as  a 
much-injured  woman.  She  wore  away 
the  long  dull  hours  of  country  life  in  vain 
repinings  for  her  lost  estate,  and  her  one 
gleam  of  light  was  the  prospect  of  a visit 
with  her  daughter  Ellinor  to  Newport 
later  in  the  season.  To  read  in  the  socie- 
ty journals  of  Ellinor’s  appearance  at  the 
races  at  Jerome  Park,  or  of  Ellinor’s  toilet 
at  ball  or  dinner,  was  the  solace  of  her 
present  life.  Grace  and  her  husband 
spent  their  holidays  at  Hope  Farm,  and 
“the  boys”  rallied  there  from  school  and 
college.  Mr.  Talbot  came  but  seldom,  for 
a Sunday,  when  he  could.  He  was  back 
again  at  the  tread-mill  round  of  business, 
and  through  the  generous  support  of  his 
friends  h^  every  prospect  of  renewed 
success.  True,  Aunt  Hope,  Grace,  Ed- 
ward, and  the  family  doctor  urged  upon 
him  rest,  but  the  reproaches  of  his  wife 
and  the  goading  sense  of  responsibility  to 
his  children  m^e  Talbot  shake  his  head 
and  redouble  his  exertions.  For  a year 
this  state  of  things  went  on,  until  one 
day  of  the  following  June,  Talbot  ar- 
rived at  the  farm  with  a look  of  rare  ex- 
citement on  his  pallid  face. 

“I’ve  got  the  reins  in  my  hand  again, 
Maria,”  he  said  to  his  wife,  before  the  fam- 
ily. “ Affairs  are  going  on  better  than  I 
dared  to  hope»  and,  please  God,  before  long 
I can  give  you  all  I robbed  you  of.” 

“ Father  dear,  how  can  you?”  Grace 
cried,  covering  his  trembling  hand  with 


kisses  and  with  tears — “you,  who  have 
been  so  generous,  so  self-denying,  so  ten- 
der. Speak  to  him,  mamma,  and  tell  him 
this.  He  wants  it  from  you,  not  me.” 

“Well,  I’m  sure  everybody  knows  how 
well  I have  borne  this  trial — ” Mrs.  Talbot 
began,  but  was  stopped  by  an  alarmed 
gesture  from  Aunt  Hope.  Grace’s  arms 
were  around  her  father,  her  cheek  pressed 
to  his.  She  did  not  see  the  strange  look 
that  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  reeled  and 
fell  heavily  to  the  floor.  By  the  time 
they  could  lift  him  to  a couch  it  was  found 
that  life  had  fled. 

AlS  if  through  a mockery  of  fide,  the 
following  day  brought  Ellinor  Miot,  alone 
and  unattended,  to  the  shelter  of  her  aunt’s 
despised  home.  Discarded  by  her  hus- 
band, and  overshadowed  by  the  odium  of 
a scandal  with  which  the  newspax>ers  in 
another  day  would  teem,  she  had  come  to 
her  family  for  shelter. 

“I  shall  always  think  that  this  misfor- 
tune of  poor  dear  Ellinor’s  would  never 
have  come  upon  her,”  said  Mrs.  Talbot,  the 
day  after  her  husband  had  been  laid  to 
rest,  “if  John  had  taken  my  advice  about  al- 
lowing them  enough  to  keep  up  the  position 
she  has  always  had.  But  there  is  enough 
left,  I believe,  for  us  to  take  a house  in 
town  next  season,  and  she,  poor  girl,  will 
be  able  to  live  down  the  consequences  of 
her  father’s  lack  of  judgment.  One  com- 
fort is,  she  is  still  the  most  beautiful  crea- 
ture of  her  set.” 

For  some  years  the  little  house  in 

Place  continued  to  be,  in  the  eyes  of  two 
people  at  least,  the  centre  of  eartlily  sun- 
shine. Wooed  by  the  fame  of  its  hospi- 
tality, guests  came  and  came  again,  to  go 
away  singing  the  praises  of  their  hosts. 
When,  at  last,  to  these  young  people  for- 
tune arrived  in  a measure  enabling  them 
to  answer  the  demands  of  a growing  fmn- 
ily  to  widen  the  borders  of  their  home, 
the  change  was  made  with  infinite  reluc- 
tance. 

“ One  thing  I can  say  with  truth.  Aunt 
Hope,”  Grace  cried,  impulsively,  when  the 
dear  old  lady  appeared  at  the  christening 
of  a fourth  young  Fielding  — “that  the 
only  tears  Ned  has  brought  to  my  eyes 
since  we  were  married  were  shed  when  he 
drove  me  from  our  home.” 

Aunt  Hope  smiled,  but  as  she  stooped  to 
kiss  the  baby  a tear  fell  on  its  face.  She 
was  thinking  of  John  Talbot’s  wrecked 
happiness,  of  the  mistaken  struggle  of  his 
life. 
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I^HE  train  for  Ca|>e  Ann  had  left  tlio  to  me.  for  Pm  in  my  own  country  no 
. Boston  station,  and  was  emerging  wlieii  a touch  on  her  elbow  nmde  her  turn  , 
fiom  smutty  milroad  sidings  and  facto-  roiiml  sharply,  fear  and  indigmition  hlaz- 
ries  into  regions  where,  Ix^yoiid  fields  of  ing  in  her  eycvS.  Was  this  Americati  ci- ; 
broken  ci'camy  ice,  spotted  willi  dark  hay-  Yilit3"  f ^ 

cocks,  \'OU  could  make  out  tlieliiic  of  pule  : “ Bessy f'  cries  our  student,  and  folded 
blue  sea.  At^astasia  was  apply  ing  lier  face  llie  nevv-comer  in  an  embrace  qtiRe  ttx>  fer- 
to  the  cold  window-pane,  wbiteneil  with  vid  for  the  conventionalities  of  the  car. 
fmst  and  blackened  with  cindei*s,  atid  was  '*Wheie  have  yon  been  ?— in  tlie  wrong 
trying  to  make  her  enjoyment  of  tlie  view  car  ? Never  mind  ; now  I have  you,  I'M 
predoiuitiate  over  a not  unnatural  dislike  take  the  I-)est  of  cai'c  of  And 

to  the  prospect  of  siumdiug  a long  day  good-naturedly  aequieswlj  hough  slie  was 
alone  upon  what  her  best  advisers  consid-  far  more  capalde  of  taking  care  of  Aiias- 
ered  a wild-goose  cliase.  Many  timCvS  had  tasia. 

Anastasia  hunted  tliat  adventuroas  bint.  The  ice  fields  atid  the  blue  sea  and  tlie 
which  had  knl  lier  over  such  pleasant  hills  snow^-  pastums,  witli  their  streaks  of  dark 
and  dales  that  she  n»garded  most  of  these  gniss  and  rock,  jiow^  began  to  assume  the 
excursions  as  somelhing  better  than  u inost  cha raving  appearance  in  Anastusia^s 
Wiiste  of  time  and  car  tickets.  But  on  eyes,  and  she  was  rummaging  in  her  bag 
tins  January  morning,  with  no  compan-  : for  her  Ktout  shabby  skeUrh -book, when 
ion  by  her  side,  the  high  spirits  began  to  Bess\'  lisked  to  bo  told  the  objeei  of  the 
flag  which  had  supported  her  llirougU  expedition.  “You  only  .said  in  the  tele 
perils  of  slippery  sidewalks  and  vigils  in  gram,  VRcH.'k|K>rt,  Thur.sduy,  ten  forty: 
ladies'  rwius.  It  was  too  evident  that  Hyc/  *' she  ob.served.  ‘*t)f  ooiirse  1 eainc, 
Bessy  was  not  cotni ng,  and  Anastasia/  I love  Cape  Ann  as  well  as  you  di),  and 
while  the  dark  hay-cocks  fiew  bv'',  was  re-  t»erliaps  I love  you  mom  than  Ca]>c  Arm, 
t>eating  to  herself  the  time-worn  pieces  of  But  1 can't  help  wondering  why  y^ou  cliosc 
consolation  wdiich  on  such  ixHasions  ul-  thi.s  p;irticuhvr  time/’ 

faih>d  to  eou.sole  her.  “1  ought  to  '’  Why,  look  herx-f'' cried  Anastasia,  ami 
Ik*  }rt?rff^tiv  happ3^'’  site  was  re. licet ing^.  she  sbowcml  iq^un  BcSS.yV  lap  all  the 
“ .Fm  doing  just  what  I Wanted  to  do»  and  drawings  which  illustratt^  this  article,  or, 
tlie  country  is  very  )»ieturesque.  I know,  to  speak  niOre  projHMjj  , which  this  article 
only  sOTuelniw  I don’t  it,  and  it’s  ri-  obs^nn'es.  “ Look  at  all  thc.se 
diculous  for  an  url  student  to  mind  going  This  f)ne  seenis  to  be  on  the  side  of  a 

al>out  alone,  and  everybody  will  Ih?  civil  Pyramid  in  Egypt,  judging  by  the  gi-eat 
/ ■ .' vo>..  i,xx.‘^xo.  \ ^ 

. , ■/  ‘ Qggin^i  fra n , 
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piled-up  rocks,”  said  Bessy.  Wo'r<‘  in  amine  this  particular  g‘raiute  wall  said 
the  w'rt>ii^ direction  for  that,  Nancy  dear.”  Be.ssy.  There>  plenty  g^ranite  in 
‘'Your  i^uc^s  isn't  such  a h^id  mud  eastern  Alassiichusettii;  fi>r  inatancev  the 
Anastasia;  “it’s  the  fashion  now  to  say  Blue  Hills,  whei'e  the  Quincy  quarries 
that  tlic  Pyratnids  wertvliillHof  rock  once,  are.  You  see  1 also  have  read  Mr.  Ci'os- 
and  it's  a hill  of  rock  you  are  looking  at.  hy's  Re|K>rt.” 

It  bears  an  Egyptian  name  loo,  though  Why,  the  artists  who  made  tJiesedraw- 

it's  not  what  the  Pyramids  wem  made  ings  set  my  mind  upon  coming  to  B()ck- 
of/’  jx>rt,”.said  AiiasUnsiia.  ‘They  were  there 

“An  Egyptian  name  f ’said  Be-ssy,  look-  last  summer.  And  when  I had  seen  them 
ing  puzzled.  I felt  its  if  I must  go  there  my.S4?lf.  If 

'*Did  you  never  hear  of  Assouan,  that  only  I could  do  anything  like  that!” 
wild  tow r)  by  the  first  Nile  cataract  f”  said  Bessy  pi-ivately  w'oiidered  whether  Nan- 
her  friend.  “Its  odd  to  tliink  that  its  cy's  drawings  wci*e  likely  to  be  half  as 
Greek  form,  Syene,  has  been  turned  into  g<K)d  as  those  in  her  lap.  She  went  on 
a word  so  common  on  our  Massachusetts  listening,  however,  with  her  habitual  jtud 
kslges  as  syenite,  which  you  and  I are  to  sinceiv  air  of  sympathy.  '’And  then, 
hear  twenty  times  to  day.”  besides,”  her  friend  was  .saying,  “ Fvo  al- 

Bi^s.sy  still  h)4>ked  niy.stithfd.  “ I thought  ways  wanted  to  know  something  about 
our  granite  wasn  t the.  real  Upper  Egyp-  gmniti*.  A’^ou  know  the  old  saying  that 
tian  syenite,”  said  she.  “ And  I thought  granite  and  ice  arc  the  principal  natural 
Quincy  vvas  the  fdace  for  granite,  and  we  produeUs  which  we  Massac hu.setts  people 
are  turiiiug  our  backs  u|Km  Quincy.”  ex^nn’t.  To-day,  1 imagine,  we  shall  see 

“ You’re  quite  right.”  said  her  friend  ; ice  enough  as  well  as  granite.” 

“ but  our  granite* — wimt  they  call  horn-  “ Is  it.  true  that  our  granite  is  so  impor- 
blendo  granite  now — was  for  a long  ii me  hint  to  us  said  Bessy, 
called  syenite,  for  all  tliat.  so  the  books  *‘Tiie  value  of  the  pi-oducl  of  the  gran* 
say,  and  the  name  isn'i  yet  worn  out.  ite  q names  of  Massachusetts  was  nearly 
And  we  going  to  a plat^^3  wbety  tiicre  a million  and  a half  dollars  in  1875,” 
is  a great  deal  of  iL  Aliv Crosby  f^iys  in  said  her  friend.  “There  only  three 
his  State  Kcfiorl  that  probably  Cape  i\nu  agricultural  ]m)ducis  which  are  so  valu- 
exists  I wa use  of  a long  gnouie  wail  able  to  (>ur  State.  By -the- way,  they  put 
wdiich  begins  at  Natick  and  ends  at  K<x‘k-  ice  down  in  our  State  census  as  an  stgri- 
port.  ' cuHural  ])iVKlnet:  that  was  worth  railmr 

“ But  what  roake.s  you  come  out  to  ex  over  half  a niiliimi  in  tlie  siune  year.  It's 
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a very  entertaining  book,  that  State  cen-  posed’  before  them — and  asbestos  mines, 
siis.  The  list  of  mines,  quarries,  and  so  TheiM?  ai^e  ten  acres  of  asbestos  mines  iu 
forth,  is  eilifying  enough.  The  granite,  Massachusetts.*' 


SANi>LN«  A SLAB. 


of  course,  is  far  ahead  of  any  tiling  else  “The  granite  and  ice.  are  more  cliarac- 
tliere  in  the  value  of  its  product.  But  we  teristic,''  said  Bessy,  Sojive  peftplelhink 
have  gold  mi ue4i  too— only  they  put  ‘siq>  that  we  all  of  us  carry  them  with  usWUeu- 
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ever  we  leave  Massachusetts — that  we  are 
as  cold  as  one  and  as  hard  as  the  other,’' 

“Dear  me!  no,”  said  Nancy.  “We’re 
cool  and  firm,  not  cold  and  hard.  How- 
ever, you  must  remember,  if  you  make 
such  comparisons,  that  granite  is  not  al- 
ways so  hard,  either.  Don’t  you  know  it 
was  melted,  to  begin  with  ? — all  white- 
hot,  flowing  out  of  the  centre  of  the 
earth  ?” 

“Some  geologists  think  it  was  not,” 
said  Be.ssy.  “However,  I know,  dear 
Anastasia,  that  you  occasionally  turn 
white-hot,  and  I’m  ready  to  believe  that 
the  granite  does.  It  also,  I hear,  explodes 
sometimes  in  case  of  fire.” 

“Yes,” said  Anastasia,  looking  into  her 
notebook.  “That’s  because  of  the  un- 
equal expansion  of  the  parts.  You’re  tell- 
ing me  all  the  things  I meant  to  tell  you. 
I’ve  been  looking  them  up  in  the  encyclo- 
ptedia,  or  rather  in  several  different  en- 
cyclopaedias. Did  you  know,  Bessy,  that 
Mont  Blanc  was  of  granite,  and  the  Ai- 
guilles, which  you  admire  so  much  ?” 

“There  isn’t  anything  of  that  sort  at 
Rockport,  is  there  ?”  said  Bessy.  “The 
country  hereabouts  doesn’t  promise  it.” 

“No.  I suppose  these  are  the  low, 
rounded  hills,  scantily  covered  with  vege- 
tation, which  the  Britannica  tells  about. 
How  charming  the  Manchester  shore  is  I 
and  how  the  people  who  own  all  these 
])retty  liou.ses  must  hate  to  leave  their 
perches  on  the  rocks  above  the  sea ! Bessy, 
you  can’t  share  all  my  emotions  here,  be- 
cause you  liave  never  sketched  in  Man- 
chester and  Magnolia  and  Gloucester. 
Magnolia  Point  used  to  be,  once  upon  a 
time,  the  nearest  approach  to  a French 
sketching  town  of  which  this  shoiv  could 
boast.  Our  easels  by  the  road  side  blew 
over  as  often  as  if  we  had  been  in  Nor- 
mandy, and  to  my  mind  the  sea  was  mucli 
bluer  and  the  sun  brighter,  I never  can 
enter  the  wood  by  the  little  station  with- 
out remembering  the  kind  friends,  the 
clever  set,  who  used  to  sit  on  the  platform 
here  in  October,  with  bundles  of  canvas, 
waiting  regretfully  for  the  Boston  train. 
I used  to  think  we  had  American  Art  her- 
self in  some  of  those  ])ackages." 

“Cheer  up,  my  dear  impressionist,  or 
naturalist,  if  that's  what  you  call  your- 
jself, ” says  Be.ssy ; ‘ ‘ I'emember  the  Glouces- 
ter etchers  and  sketchers,  and  the  drawings 
in  your  hag.  There’s  plenty  of  good  sum- 
mer work  done  on  our  cape  still,  and  be- 
fore you  know  it  some  of  you  will  be  able 


to  paint  Captain  John  Smith  himself  dis- 
covering it,  and  naming  it,  as  we  all  know 
he  did,  after  the  beautiful  Princess  Traga- 
bigzanda.” 

They  had  not  ended  their  idle  talk  when 
their  journey  ended  in  the  Rockport  sta- 
tion. They  took  possession  of  the  ladies’ 
room,  which  Anastasia,  who  had  seen 
many,  pronounced  a very  good  one.  They 
ate  their  lunch,  drank  their  coffee,  after 
bringing  it  to  a tolerably  lukewarm  tem- 
perature upon  the  stove,  and,  much  heart 
ened  and  refreshed,  they  started  on  their 
walk  to  Pigeon  Cove,  leaving  behind  them 
Rockport  village,  picturesque  above  the 
water. 

It  was  not  too  cold  a day  for  them  to 
enjoy  the  keen  air,  the  hai*d  road,  and  tlie 
constantly  changing  views  of  the  rock  and 
sea  at  their  right,  and  of  the  little  weather- 
stained  houses  tightly  shut  against  the 
frost,  with  here  and  there  boats  hauled  up 
into  their  brown  gardens.  But  I think 
they  had  most  pleasure  in  feeling  that 
they  were  in  a country  strange  to  them 
both,  and  that  not  one  of  the  people  they 
met  knew  who  they  were.  For  neither  of 
these  young  ladies  was  insensible  to  the 
charm  possessed  by  an  unkjiown  high-i*oad 
— a charm  which  George  Sand  describes 
better  than  any  one  else.  If  the  two 
friends  had  been  of  gypsy  family,  they 
would  never  have  left  the  family  profes- 
sion; and  it  is  to  be  supposed  that  it  was 
this  turn  of  mind  which  two  hundred  yeai*s 
ago  had  led  their  ancestors  over  the  rougli 
path  of  the  western  sea. 

They  came  befoi’e  long  to  the  works  of 
the  Rockport  Company,  with  its  vessels 
lying  at  tlie  dock,  its  long  breakwater  of 
granite  extending  out  into  the  sea,  and  its 
precipitous  quarry  on  the  landwai*d  side 
of  the  road,  its  irregular  blocks  recalling 
to  Bessy  the  drawing  she  had  supposed  to 
represent  a Pyramid.  Five  teams  of  oxen 
were  standing  about,  and  Anastasia  in- 
formed her  friend  that  she  expected  to 
find  just  such  a team  standing  under  a 
beautiful  arch  hereabouts — she  hada draw- 
ing of  it  in  her  bag.  No  such  arch,  how- 
ever, was  to  be  seen.  The  travellers  made 
some  iiKiuiries  at  the  office  of  the  company, 
and  were  treated  with  a kindness  and  at- 
tention which  tliey  will  not  soon  forget. 
They  were  taken  into  the  depthsof  thequar- 
ry,  where  the  dark  rocks  looked  high  and 
awful,  with  here  and  there  cataracts  of 
thick  white  icicles  making  them  look 
darker.  Here  the  steam-drill  was  at  work, 
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whicli  inake^  in  a 
dtiy  a holifi  twenty 
to  thirty  feet  deep 
and  two  iiielies  in 
diainet  errand  soniC' 
times  enables  the 
quarry  men  to  loos- 
en  at  one  blast  a 
mass  of  from  live 
biindml  to  a thou- 
siind  tons  of  >^ran- 
ite.  This  great 
blast  was  tlie  i)re- 
limiirary  to  the 
hand  - drilling, 
which  iliey  could 
see  going  on  busily 
in  the  quarry. 

Anastasia  stared 
alxait  her»  taking 
mental  notes  of  the 
r<dutions  of  light 
and  shade,  and  try- 
ing to  fix  in  hei* 
mind  the  uctipn 
of  tlie  w orkmeti. 

Bessy  was  not  so 
Something' 
oppressctl  lier  iter«?, 
and  she  quite  lost 
the  happy  tranquil 
lity  which  she  had 
felt  fi  ve  mi  antes  be- 
fore, in  the  slrttg- 
gling  country  road 
among  tlie  peace 
f u 1 w*  i n ter  ga  rdens. 

She  felt  as  if  in 
those  few  min utes she luul  ctunc  out  i>i the  lutppy  New  " 

England  wliich  she  kutw  mid  Jnvett— 

which  with  all  its  ^ dvihiiird  and  bunnoi  euougb-  ■ 

into  ihq  midst  of  some  gmit  ^orkahop  of  na lore  nuts Wv 

huDian  ways  aiul  human  knowledge.  Here  w'cre  the  dark  rocks 

w'hich  they  told  her  had  hunted  since  the  l.>€‘ginning  of  the world, 

and  which  had  seen  more  frightful  changes  than  Bessy  could  imagine.  Ami  here, 

at  work  among  them,  %vas  a magicHl  instrument,  a giant  made  prisoner, who  was 

fighting  the  rocks  wiili  unotlier  natuml  force  even  stt'ongor  than  theirs.  And  if  the 

workmen  she  saw  were  liuman  fxnngs,  wliicli  her  foolish  fancy  dis|K»s^Hl  lior  to  doubt,. 

was  it  human  w’ork  which  they  wei’e  doing,  the  ancient  healtbful  business  for  which 

Adam  was  set  in  the  garden  i 

‘'I  don't  know  what  you  mean  in  the  legist,"  said  An  astasia,  *M>ut  I have  always 
heard  that  what  we  vven;  pul  here  for  was  U>  suIkIuc  tl»e  earth.  There  are  ditTcrent 
ways,  no  doubt;  and  it’s  possible  tliat  you  and  1 shouldn’t  like  managing  a drill. 
Hut  these  fieople  are  subduing  thc.eartli  nionj  than  either  of  us  is  likely  h:>  do. 
To  me  thei^  is  something  inspiring  in  the  atnio-sphere  of  Inird  work;  it  helps  me 
about  my  own  business;  and  many’s  the  la1>onng-nuin  I have  envital,  who  1 knew 
was  gaining  his  bread,  wdien  1 had  not  the  skill  to  gain  mine," 

'*  ft's  iUl  very  well  for  you  to  talk,'^' was  Bessy's  feminine  answer.  **  You  don't 
have  to  drill  rock.s  youmdf.  I don't  either.  And  it  doesn't  seem  fair  or  riglit 
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carefully  out  of  the  reaclj  of  tlie  spring  ‘"Its  all  the  same  at  the  bottom  of  the 
Hoods,  and  she  therefor^i  took  pleasure  in  sea/’ Siiid  her  guide;  and  Bessy  blushed, 
thinking-  that  these  square  hewn  country-  considering  that  a man  in  the  complicated 
men  of  iiers  were  to  be  treated  with  respect  Lidia-rubber  armor  of  which  she  bad  been 


CUKSKLUJiG  THE  LINE. 


told  was  hardly  likely  to  care  whether  he 
were  in  or  out  of  the  water. 

“ Corne/’  cned  Anastasia  at  last,  jump- 
ing up  from  her  work,  “as  people  always 
Siiy  when  they  have  )xH>n  keeping  their 
friends  Avaiting,  it's  quite  time  to  g<»,  and 
we  mu, sin  H stay  any  longer.  Yes,  I ti|Oughi 
I had  charcoal  on  my  face.  Bes^sy,  did 


and  consideration  in  the  Soutliern  towns 
wVtere  they  were  going.  Another  of  her 
surprises  wjjls  to  hear  th;U  divers  Avere  at 
work  under  the  vessel  yomler  on  this  very 
January  day,  getting  out  pieces  of  granite 
wliicb  had  aceidenhilly  falleii  into  the  har- 
lx>r.  “ Flow  cold  they  must  be!’’  she  in- 
genuously exclaimed, 
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you  say  it  was  on  the  right  cheek  ? I 
wish,  sir,  that  I could  have  done  your 
beautiful  arch  more  justice,  but  I can’t 
make  the  sort  of  drawing  I showed  you 
just  now.”  And  so  with  thanks  and  re- 
grets they  left  the  hospitable  Rockport 
quarry,  and  walked  on  to  Pigeon  Cove. 

So  many  people  come  here  in  summer, 
only  to  go  away  again  in  the  autumn,  that 
the  village  has  an  unusually  reserved  and 
shut-up  appearance  in  winter.  It  delight- 
ed our  travellers,  perhaps  for  that  very 
reason.  Bessy  forgot  her  low  spirits,  and 
they  began  a desultory  series  of  plans  for 
coming  down  here  for  a fortnight’s  winter 
sketching,  which,  though  it  never  had  any 
practical  result,  made  them  very  happy 
for  half  an  hour,  and  gave  them  a home- 
like feeling  about  this  strange  place.  More 
hens  than  human  inhabitants  were  to  be 
seen.  But  Anastasia  assembled  enough 
of  these  latter  to  arrange  with  them  for 
the  hiring  of  ^ horse  and  carriage  to  take 
the  two  travellers  to  Bay  View,  the  end  of 
their  journey. 

The  change  of  their  mode  of  travel,  and 
the  dignity  inherent  in  the  back  seat  of 
what  we  New-Englanders  call  a carry-all, 
as  well  as  the  moral  support  afforded  to 
them  by  the  friendly  though  silent  pre- 
sence of  their  driver,  exalted  them  a good 
deal  in  their  own  estimation.  But  Nancy 
pointed  out  to  Bessy  that  they  could  now 
no  longer  enjoy  the  gypsy  happiness  which 
had  been  theirs  when  they  were  travelling 
on  foot.  “We  are  become  responsible,” 
said  she;  “we  are  now  under  a promise 
to  stay  but  a little  while  at  Bay  View ; we 
are,  in  fact,  indebted  to  our  driver  for  a 
sum  which,  though  small,  we  shall  have 
to  remember  to  pay  him.” 

“He’ll  remember,”  said  Bessy. 

“In  fact,”  continued  Nancy,  “we  are 
now  in  the  position  of  capitalists.  I have 
seldom  had  occasion  to  regret  that  position, 
but  I do  now.  And  I really  wish  we  were 
once  more  poor  tmmps,  desx)ised  by  all  the 
respectable  farmers  we  meet,  but  feeling 
that,  after  all,  such  contempt  has  a good 
deal  of  kindness  in  it.” 

"‘We  should  be  warmer,”  said  Bessy, 
“but  we  should  never  get  to  Bay  View. 
Besides,  have  you  not  often  told  me  that 
the  point  of  view  for  sketching  was  far 
better  at  tlie  slight  elevation  a carriage 
gives?  I know  that  neither  the  ice  cas- 
cades close  above  the  sea  would  compose 
so  well  if  we  were  on  foot,  nor  the  dark 
willows  before  us,  relievingtheir  stiif  grace 


against  that  dazzling  snow-field.  What  is 
the  peculiar  charm  of  the  willows  of  Cape 
Ann?  Your  friends  have  painted  them 
often,  but  they  have  never  made  them 
quite  as  lovable  as  I find  them.” 

“There’s  the  Janesville  quarry,”  said 
their  driver.  “That,  and  the  Rockport, 
and  the  Pigeon  Hill,  and  the  Bay  View, 
are  the  four  principal  companies  on  the 
Cape.” 

“But there  are  others  too,  surely,” said 
Anastasia.  “We  hardly  pass  a stone  wall 
which  is  not  of  granite,  and  I am  contin- 
ually seeing  derricks  above  the  rocks.” 

“Those  are  the  smaller  companies,”  said 
the  driver.  “Yes,  there  are  a number  of 
those.” 

“I  wonder,”  said  Bessy,  “that  they 
don’t  build  more  houses  here  of  granite.” 

“I  wonder,” said  Anastasia,  “how  long 
we  Massachusetts  people  are  to  go  on  build- 
ing wooden  houses.  Till  the  forests  are 
all  cut  down,  I suppose.  I have  abused 
my  fondness  for  stone  houses  as  an  un- 
patriotic one,  but  it’s  not  so  unpatriotic, 
after  all,  to  wish  that  the  houses  in  my 
country  may  last  as  long  as  her  liills.” 

“The  hills  don’t  last  so  very  long  down 
here  on  the  Cape,” observed  Bessy.  “The 
quarrying  goes  on  too  fast  for  that.  But 
look ! see  that  rocky  village  before  us.  It 
must  be  Bay  View.” 

The  friends  had  been  recommended  to 
one  of  the  workmen  of  the  Cape  Ann  Com- 
pany, who  was  kind  enough  to  explain  to 
them  what  was  going  on.  The  quarries, 
he  told  them,  were  at  a little  distance  from 
the  village,  and  the  stone  was  sent  down 
to  the  shore  and  the  cutting  and  polish- 
ing shops  in  cars  drawn  by  steam  upon 
the  company’s  railroad,  the  only  railroad 
where  steam  is  used  in  the  Cape  quarries. 
The  visitors  might  have  gone  up  on  the 
train  to  see  the  quarrying.  But  being  press- 
ed for  time,  they  chose  rather  to  w'atch  the 
different  processes  used  in  working  the 
stone,  from  its  entrance  into  the  shops  in 
a rough  block,  till  it  attains  the  astonish- 
ingly fine  polish  which  the  workmen  are 
able  to  give  it. 

The  work  was  done  near  the  water’s 
edge  in  long  wooden  sheds,  some  of  them 
open  on  one  side,  some  of  them  with  doors 
and  windows  of  cotton  cloth.  It  was  cold 
business,  the  workmen  said,  but  there  were 
stoves  in  some  of  the  shops,  and  the  men 
Avere  not  too  cold  to  keep  up  an  industri- 
ous chipping  and  hammering,  nor  to  good- 
naturedly  explain  to  the  visitors  some  of 
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the  mysteri^*B  of  tlieir  L'iide.  They  show-  Yoii  must  be  always  gettiiig  tlie  stone 
ed  them  how  to  chisel  the  line,  how  to  iu bo  your  eyes/' cried  Bessy, 
point  the  Slone  down , and  what  were  tljc  '‘Yes,  ma’am /^ said  the  W’orkriian.  com- 
ditferenees  iM  weei^  pcen  - hamniers  and  posedly,  “ but  we  don''t  mind  that  as  much 
bu.sh  hamrrjcrs.  They  took  the  buslidvani-  as  the  splinters  of  stjeel.  All  our  points 
niers  out  of  their  hhests  that  the  jadtes  ai*e  of  English  steed*  you  see^  and  thftt.s 
might  see  the  varieties  with  iive.  six,  eight,  very  Ixid  when  it  gets  into  the  eyes-  But 
and  ten  wlges,  whidi  gave  the  granite  the  iluin  plenty  of  the  men  have  a gi*eat  knack 
slightly  lineil  or  ridged  appearance  wliicli  at  getiing  it  out;  they  arc  as  gocM'l  as  aay 
they  ha<l  often  noticed.  The  point  and  e.ye  doctor” 

chised  work  intet*t>sted  tlienn  chieliy  in  re-  “Do  you  use  a camcl's-hair pencil Task- 
gard  to  its  efFeci^  upon  the  workmen.  chI  Anastasia. 
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whicli  terrified  our  two  friends.  The 
tinest  work  i.s  done  by  hand,  Tlie  pride  of 
the  .simp  at  present  appeai'ed  to  be  centres! 
in  a great  ci*o\vn,  winch  with  a cross  was 
to  form  part  of  some  monument^  and 
whose  ornament  would  admit  of  none  but 
hand-wwk. 

The  granite  took  a beautiful  polish,  and 
ip  its  finished  stute  it  became  easy  to  see 
the  diffci*ences  in  color  and  density  which 


of  workman.  I mean  I wisli 
my  work  were  as  good  and 
as  direct  as  tlieirs.  It  makes 
my  heart  beat  and  my  breath 
come  quick  to  l>e  in  a place 
like  this.  I know  that  if  I 
were  to  paint  s^imething 
here  I should  tiave  a better 
chance  for  success  in  the 
midst  of  the  steadiness  and 
resolution  and  cheerful  in- 
dustry about  me.'’ 

‘'You  wouldn’t,*' said  the 
skeptical  Bessy.  ‘‘You’d 
have  a headache.’^ 

“Indeed  1 should  not,  for 
I have  tried  it/'  said  her 
friend.  “The  most  inspir- 
ing Tieiglibors  I ever  had 
wliile  I was  at  work  were 
my  clas.smates  in  Paris,  the 
next  most  inspiring  were 
some  i 1*00 -workers  in  Cain- 
hridgei)ort.  1 like  to  feel 
that  I loo  have  part  and  lot 
in  the  stir  and  rush  of  our 
hard-working  republic.  We 
are  no  nation  of  shop  keep- 
ers,  "We  Americans,  but,  I 
thi n k.  a nation  of  workmen, 
making  all  sorts  of  new^ 
things  for  an  old  tired 
world.’' 

After  a vain  attempt  to 
see  the  .steam-cuitor,  they 
entered  the  polishing-shops. 
Granite  is  polished  lii'st  with 
sand,  then  with  emery,  then 
with  putty  powder  and  felt. 
Some  blocks  are  polished 
by  a great  machine  called  a 
Jenny  Lind;  otbe)*s  by  sin- 
ister- looki  n g arrjii  i igemeii Is 
called  pendulums,  which  ar*' 
supported  fi*oin  above  and 
run  backw'ard  and  forward 
over  the  granite — a sight 
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herself,  “ what  a mercy  that  I had  eaten 
up  the  pastry !” 

There  was  the  empty  plate  on  the  table, 
but  the  room  was  perfectly  neat. 

“Ah!  madame,  this  condescension  is 
adorable.”  She  drew  forward  her  one 
easy-chair.  “ If  I had  only  known  I was 
to  have  the  pleasure  of  this  visit,  I would 
have  been  prepared.” 

She  kept  her  keen  eyes  fixed  on  her 
visitor,  and  she  saw  that  although  Ma- 
dame Carouge  smiled,  there  was  a con- 
straint in  her  manner  she  was  not  accus- 
tomed to  see  there. 

“This  visit  is  not  to  you,  Madame  Bo- 
bineau ; I come  to  see  your  cousin.  I am 
interested  in  her.”  Her  full  upper  lip 
curved  with  scorn  at  the  alarm  that  show- 
ed for  an  instant  in  the  old  woman’s  face. 
“Shall  we  go  into  the  shop,  or  will  ma- 
demoiselle come  to  me  here?”  she  said, 
politely. 

Madame  Bobineau  put  up  her  hand  in 
deprecation.  “I  will  go  and  fetch  her,” 
she  said;  “she  shall  come  directly  if  she 
is  not  serving.” 

“And  if  she  is,  you  can  take  her 
place,”  the  beautiful  woman  said.  She 
looked  round  the  mean  room  with  repug- 
nance rather  than  with  pity.  She  had 
only  called  once  before  on  Madame  Bo- 
bineau, and  then  she  had  seen  her  in  the 
shop.  The  pinched,  bare  aspect  of  the 
place  vexed  her ; it  took  her  back  to  the 
time  when  she  too  and  her  mother  were 
alarmed  at  the  rare  advent  of  a visitor, 
and  suffered  shame  afterward  at  having 
been  seen  in  their  shabby  every-day  gowns. 

But  in  a moment  or  so  Madame  Ca- 
rouge unbent  her  brows  and  smiled  at  her 
own  disturbance.  She  wondered — as  if 
she  vvei*e  some  one  else — why  this  fresh 
idea  should  have  dawned  on  the  trouble 
she  had  been  struggling  with  ever  since 
last  night — a trouble  which  in  morning 
light  she  had  told  herself  was  a folly  ; 
and  then  had  come  Lenoir’s  story  con- 
firming the  warning  her  feai*s  had  given. 
While  she  sat  listening  stiitue-like  before 
lier  glass,  Madame  Carouge  had  told  her- 
self that  the  only  way  to  end  such  a folly 
was  to  uproot  it. 

She  did  not  doubt  Rudolf  Engemann. 
It  was  an  insult  to  him  to  suppose  his  love 
so  light  that  a chance  meeting  with  an- 
other woman  could  turn  it  away  from 
her.  While  Captain  Loigerot  had  spoken 
of  Marie,  an  idea  had  come  to  her,  and  she 
resolved,  if  possible,  to  act  upon  it. 


“Possible!” — she  smiled  at  herself— 
“do  not  I know  what  young  girls  are 
like  ? they  want  liberty  and  ease  and  as 
much  pleasure  as  money  can  give  them ; 
and  a girl  who  has  been  brought  up  in 
a convent  will  have  fewer  desires  than 
I had;  she  will  consider  me  a benefac- 
tress.” 

Still,  the  expression  on  her  face  was  not 
that  of  perfect  content  as  she  sat  looking 
at  the  glass  door.  It  was,  however,  the 
other  door  that  opened,  and  Madame  Bobi- 
neau came  in,  followed  by  Marie. 

The  girl  was  impressed  at  first  sight  by 
the  grand-looking  lady  sitting  opposite 
her.  Madame  Carouge  half  rose,  bent  her 
head  slightly  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
girl’s  deferential  bow,  and  then  they  look- 
ed at  one  another. 

There  was  a striking  contrast  between 
them.  Marie’s  ci*eam-white  skin,  with 
the  faintest  tinge  stealing  into  her  cheeks, 
was  like  a pale  Malmaison  rose,  while  the 
rich  color  that  spread  over  Madame  Ca- 
rouge’s  golden  complexion  at  sight  of  so 
much  beauty  likened  her  to  the  flame  tint 
of  a pomegianate  blossom. 

There  was  no  contrast  in  the  feelings  of 
these  two  well-grown  vromen — each  felt  an 
instinctive  dislike  to  the  other.  It  mani- 
fested itself,  however,  in  different  ways. 

Marie  felt  at  once  oppressed  and  Jll  at 
ease.  She  hung  her  head  and  be^me 
self-conscious,  and  awkward,  standing 
there  under  the  gaze  of  those  brilliant 
eyes,  and  she  longed  to  go  back  to  the  shop. 

Madame  Carouge  forced  a smile,  and 
strove  to  be  extra  gracious. 

“ I hope  you  like  Berne,  mademoiselle, 
and  that  you  wish  to  remain  here.  It  is  a 
charming  town,  is  it  not?” 

Her  courteous  yet  patronizing  tone 
made  Marie  feel  very  far  off  indeed  from 
her  questioner. 

“Yes,  madame,  it  is  a very  beautiful 
town.” 

Madame  Carouge  smiled  again.  She 
saw  that  the  girl  was  not  fascinated  by 
her,  and  that  it  was  necessary  to  be  friend- 
ly with  her. 

“Dear  Madame  Bobineau,”  she  said, 
“we  must  all  try  to  make  Berne  as  plea- 
sant as  possible  to  your  little  cousin.  Will 
you  bring  her  to  see  me  to-morrow  even- 
ing— there  will  be  only  a few  old  friends. 
I hoj^e  mademoiselle  will  give  me  the  plea- 
sure of  including  her  among  them.” 

It  was  so  pleasantly  said,  in  that  soft, 
mellow  voice,  that  Marie  melted. 
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“Thank  you,  madame,  you  are  very 
kind then  she  remembered  that  she  had 
only  the  brown  linen  gown  she  had  worn 
yesterday.  She  looked  helplessly  at  Ma- 
dame Bobineau ; the  old  woman  was  look- 
ing inquisitively  at  Madame  Carouge;  she 
had  no  belief  in  this  sudden  kindness 
to  Marie.  She  w^as  puzzled  and  taken  by 
surprise ; but  if  the  widow  had  asked  her 
just  then  to  go  up  in  a balloon,  she  would 
have  consented. 

“Madame  is  indeed  kind — kindness  it- 
self. You  must  excuse  Marie,  madame. 
She  is  thinking  about  her  dress,  I fancy. 
You  had  better  go  back  to  the  shop,  child,” 
she  said  to  Marie.  “ I know  madame  will 
excuse  you.” 

Madame  Carouge  held  out  her  hand. 
“I  will  say  au  revoir,  mademoiselle, 
till  to-morrow.  We  will  say  eight  o’clock, 
if  you  please.” 

Marie  put  her  cold  hand  into  the  wid- 
ow’s elegantly  gloved  one,  and  disappear- 
ed through  the  curtained  entrance  with  a 
sigh  of  relief. 

Madame  Bobineau  was  bursting  with 
curiosity,  but  her  visitor  left  oflp  smiling. 
Her  beautiful  eyes  were  terribly  angry  as 
they  looked  straight  at  the  old  woman. 
Madame  Bobineau  actually  crouched  un- 
der this  mute  rebuke,  and  sat  huddled  in 
her  chair. 

“You  wished  to  give  me  a surprise,  I 
suppose.  You  must  know  as  well  as  I, 
Madame  Bobineau,  that  the  girl  is  very 
handsome — that  she  is  not  fit  to  be  in  such 
a shop  as  yours  is  for  a day.  What  can 
you  be  thinking  of?” 

Her  voice  was  no  longer  mellow;  it 
struck  sharp  and  ringing  on  the  reddened 
ears  of  her  companion.  The  old  woman 
pressed  her  dark,  skinny  hands  together. 

“What  can  I do?”  she  said,  abjectly. 
“ What  can  a poor  old  woman  like  me  do  ? 
How  can  I help  the  child’s  looks  ? If  ma- 
dame will  only  have  the  goodness  to  ad- 
vise.” 

“ I did  advise  you,  and  instead  of  keep- 
ing the  girl  quiet  and  out  of  sight  till  I 
had  found  a husband  for  her,  you  have,  I 
hear,  been  taking  her  into  public,  and  al- 
lowing her  to  walk  about  with  young 
men.  Mon  Dieu,  Madame  Bobineau,  you 
are  not  fit  to  guide  a young  girl.” 

It  was  surprising  to  see  how  her  beauti- 
ful face  cleared  when  slie  had  poured  out 
her  wrath  in  this  pelting  fashion ; she  had 
somewhat  got  rid  of,  in  words,  the  vexa- 
tion which  oppressed  her.  She  thought 


that  the  old  woman  deserved  to  suffer  for 
her  ingratitude  to  her. 

Madame  Bobineau  pulled  out  a snuffy 
pocket-handkerchief  and  hid  her  face  be- 
hind it. 

“Oh!  is  it  not  too  hard,”  she  said, 
“ that  gossips  should  tell  tales,  and  try  to 
rob  a poor  old  woman  of  one  of  the  few 
friends  she  possesses  ? Indeed,  madame” 
— she  gave  a sob — “ I thought  I was  doing 
a Christian  duty  in  giving  the  child 
amusement  in  taking  her  to  see  the  bears, 
and  when  we  met  Monsieur  Engemann  I 
pretended  not  to  see  him,  and  turned 
away  to  avoid  him.  How  could  he  or  I 
help  it,  madame,  when  that  little  forward 
chit  asked  him  to  put  her  in  front  that  she 
might  see  better  ?” 

Madame  Carouge  sat  silent,  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground,  while  the  old  woman 
kept  dabbing  her  eyes  with  her  handker- 
chief. 

“If  she  is  so  forward,”  she  said  at  last, 
very  gravely,  “ I am  afraid  it  will  not  do 
to  propose  her  to  Captain  Loigerot.  A 
man  of  his  years  will  require  very  circum- 
spect behavior  in  his  wife.”  . 

“Captain  Loigerot!  Do  you  consider 
him  a man  likely  to  marry,  my  dear  lady  ? 
Ah,  what  a charming  bonnet  you  have  on, 
to  be  sure!  No  need  to  ask  if  it  comes 
from  Paris.” 

But  Madame  Carouge  would  not  un- 
bend. Her  voice  continued  to  have  a dry, 
sarcastic  tone  in  it  to  which  her  listener 
was  unaccustomed. 

“Monsieur  Loigerot  has  asked  me  to 
find  him  a wife,  and  he  is  certain  to  ac- 
cept the  person  I propose  to  him.  Of 
course,  if  you  have  other  plans  for  the 
girl — ” She  rose  from  her  seat  and  look- 
ed at  the  old  woman. 

Madame  Bobineau’s  face  did  not  show 
the  willingness  she  expected.  She  hesita- 
ted ; she  was  not  sure  that  she  was  willing. 
Captain  Loigerot's  money  paid  the  rent  of 
her  house,  and  he  was  always  satisfied.  If 
he  took  Marie  away,  she  should  lose  him  as 
a lodger,  and  she  should  have  topay  a shop- 
girl. On  the  other  hand,  she  should  not 
have  to  make  a provision  for  Marie.  This 
last  consideration  had,  however,  little 
weight.  Madame  Bobineau  could  no  more 
help  hoarding  than  she  could  help  breath- 
ing, and  she  knew  that  Marie  w^as  already 
provided  for  by  the  savings  she  had  accu- 
mulated. Of  necessity  she  must  leave  those 
savings  behind  her,  but  she  would  not 
yield  up  a centime  of  them  toward  a mar- 
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riage  portion ; the  very  thought  made  her 
hair  rise  on  her  forehead.  But  it  was  ur- 
gent not  to  oflfend  the  widow.  She  rose 
when  Madame  Carouge  did. 

“ Did  I not  say  I would  follow  your  ad- 
vice, my  dear,  kind  friend  ? If  you  will 
only  have  the  goodness  to  sit  down  again, 

I will  tell  you  what  I think.  I am  only 
a poor,  stupid  old  woman,  and  such  a 
grand  proposal  as  this  takes  my  wits 
away.” 

‘‘  No,  you  are  not  stupid,  Madame  Bobi- 
neau,  and  you  must  see  the  advantage  of 
such  a marriage  for  Marie.  Listen,”  she 
went  on,  impatiently.  “ The  captain  has 
a house  and  a field,  two  chestnut  woods, 
an  olive  grove,  and  he  has  money  enough 
to  live  on  besides  these  sources  of  income.” 

Madame  Bobineau’s  eyes  glittered,  and 
she  licked  her  lips  in  a stealthy  fashion; 
then  she  took  a huge  pinch  of  snuff. 

“He  is  some  years  too  old  for  Marie,  is 
he  not,  madame  ?”  she  said. 

“Great  heavens?” — Madame  Carouge 
tapped  the  floor  with  her  foot — “ if  people 
suit  in  other  ways,  what  can  age  signify  ? 
An  old  husband  often  makes  a girl  hap- 
pier than  a young  one  does;  he  is  more 
easily  satisfied.  But  I forgot  myself” — 
she  looked  fixedly  at  Madame  Bobineau's 
shifting,  bead-like  eyes — “if  the  girl  is  for- 
ward, I can  not  advise  Monsieur  Loigerot 
to  marry  her.  I am  sorry,  for  indeed  I 
felt  I was  doing  you  a good  turn.” 

Madame  Bobineau  shook  her  hands  in 
desperation.  “You  mistook  me,  raa- 
dame,” she  said ; “I  only  meant  that  the 
girl  should  have  waited  her  turn.  No, 
indeed,  she  is  not  bold.  Did  1 not  tell 
you  she  refused  to  measure  those  gentle- 
men for  the  size  of  their  gloves  ? No,  no; 
that  can  not  be  brought  against  her.  But, 
madame,  my  fear  is  that  a gentleman  in 
the  position  of  Captain  Loigerot  will  re- 
quire a marriage  portion.” 

The  widow  stood  thinking;  her  impa- 
tient look  had  faded  into  melancholy. 
“I  will  see  about  that,”  she  said ; “I  will 
talk  to  the  captain  this  evening,  and  pro- 
pose the  matter  to  him.  I can  then  pre- 
sent him  formally  to  you  and  to  Mademoi- 
selle Marie  to-morrow  evening.  You  had 
l)etter  not  speak  to  the  girl  beforehand ; let 
the  captain  plead  for  himself.  ” She  smiled 
faintly.  “Now  I wish  you  good-day.” 

“Yes,  madame.” 

She  affected  not  to  see  Madame  Bobi- 
neau's  offered  hand.  With  a graceful 
nod,  she  gathered  her  lace  scarf  round  her, 
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and  walked  down  the  dingy  passage  into 
the  arcaded  street.  * ‘ That  is  settled,  ” she 
said,  and  her  beautiful  face  looked  serene 
again. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  widow’s  proposal. 

Captain  Loiobrot  had  felt  dull  when 
he  waked  that  morning.  There  was  a 
weight  on  his  spirits,  and  he  soon  became 
aware  that  it  was  caused  by  the  remem- 
brance  of  last  night’s  indiscretion. 

“ Why  in  Heaven’s  name  did  I go  and 
chatterto  Madame  Carouge?  1 might  have 
known  that  it  is  never  safe  to  venture  too 
near  the  edge  of  anything.  See,  friend 
Achille,  what  fool-hardiness  has  led  you 
into. . . . That  widow’s  eyes  blazed  up  like  a 
torch,  and  then  I knew  that  I looked  like  a 
fool,  and  I who  all  these  years  have  kept 
clear  of  any  quarrel.  Who  knows  what 
she  may  not  say  to  Engemann?  I’ll  swear 
she  made  a guess  at  the  truth.  A woman 
like  that  is  the  devil.” 

He  went  every  morning  to  be  shaved 
by  Monsieur  Lenoir;  usually  he  enjoyed 
the  bright  talk  of  the  little  bird-like  hair- 
dresser, who  had  away  of  hoppingfrom  one 
subject  to  another  in  a brisk,  airy  way  that 
carried  out  the  likeness  his  face  suggested. 
But  to-day  Lenoir’s  talk,  instead  of  weigh- 
ing so  lightly  that  Loigerot  had  forgot- 
ten it  by  the  time  he  had  finished  his  cigar, 
hung  upon  his  listener  like  a bag  of  heavy 
stones  which  he  was  forced  to  carry  away 
with  him,  for  Lenoir  had  repeated  the  sub- 
stance of  his  morning  interview  with  Ma- 
dame Carouge,  and  feeling  angry  at  the 
balk  she  had  administered  to  his  curiosi- 
ty, the  little  hair-dresser  described  her  ev- 
ident vexation  with  much  exaggeration, 
and  declared  that  there  was  no  hope  that 
she  would  forgive  Rudolf  Engemann. 

“Serve  him  right,  too.  I always  said 
that  he  had  no  serious  intentions;  he  is 
too  young,  and — and  uninformed  to  be  the 
husband  of  such  a woman.” 

And  tlie  captain  had  answered,  sighing, 
“Yes,  yes,  there  is  no  one  in  Berne  who 
is  worthy  of  her;  but  I hope  she  will  for- 
give Engemann.’^ 

Lenoir  stopped  in  the  act  of  stropping 
the  razor  with  which  he  had  been  shav- 
ing. 

“Ma  foi,  monsieur”— he  drew  up  his 
little  body — “Madame  Carouge  need  not 
have  gone  far  to  find  a suitable  husband; 
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but  for  my  part  I do  not  believe  she  had 
any  attachment  to  this  silent  young  giant. 
Women  are  weak  enough  to  admire  car- 
cass”— he  put  his  head  on  one  side  and 
stuck  out  his  peaked  chin.  “ What  else,  I 
ask  you,  could  have  persuaded  a comely 
woman  like  Madame  Riesen,  with  a head 
of  gray  hair  such  as  you  seldom  see,  to 
take  up  with  that  raw-boned,  cadaverous, 
bald-headed” — he  caught  sight  of  Loi- 
gerot’s  astonished  face  and  checked  him- 
self. ‘ ‘ You  understand,  monsieur,  I speak 
of  the  outside  only.  Monsieur  Riesen  is 
my  very  good  friend  and  customer — so 
far,  at  least,  as  a man  can  be  called  a cus- 
tomer who  wears  a mass  of  gray  stubble 
which  he  calls  a beard.  Good-day,  mon- 
sieur.” 

This  was  in  answer  to  the  captain's  fare- 
well. Loigerot  wanted  to  get  away  from 
the  splenetic  hair-dresser,  whom  he  was 
accustomed  to  consider  as  gay  as  a butter- 
fly, but  who  was  to-day  as  stinging  as  a 
wasp. 

“His  digestion  is  out  of  order;  there  is 
perhaps  something  amiss  with  the  wea- 
ther,” the  captain  said,  “and  it  disturbs 
Lenoir  as  it  disturbed  me.” 

After  breakfast  the  captain  took  a long 
walk,  his  usual  panacea  when  anything 
had  gone  amiss  with  him,  and  he  came  back 
much  more  cheerful  than  he  had  started. 
He  kept  away  from  Berne  as  long  as  he 
could;  he  did  not  want  to  see  Rudolf,  or 
Madame  Bobineau,  or  even  Marie:  any  one 
of  the  three  would  remind  him  of  the  vex- 
ation that  might  still  be  reserved  for  him 
in  the  shape  of  a quarrel  between  the  wid- 
ow and  her  young  admirer;  he  felt,  too, 
that  Engemann  had  shown  unnecessary 
attention  to  Marie,  for  Lenoir  had  watched 
the  young  couple,  and  had  dwelt  at  length 
on  the  animated  nature  of  their  conversa- 
tion. 

“ Still,  that  might  not  have  been  Enge- 
mann^s  fault,”  the  good-natured  man 
thought.  * ‘ Marie,  I believe,  is  always  an- 
imated. I'll  be  bound,  when  she  gets  at 
her  ease,  she  can  be  as  frisky  as  a young 
lamb.” 

This  last  was  a pleasanter  reflection,  and 
it  helped  to  keep  up  his  spirits  through  the 
dinner  at  the  Beauregard  till  the  end  of 
the  first  course. 

As  Moritz  banded  him  a dish  of  stewed 
peaches,  he  whispered  that  madame  wish- 
ed to  have  the  pleasure  of  a few  minutes’ 
talk  when  monsieur  should  be  quite  dis- 
engaged. Loigerot  lost  his  appetite  at 


once;  his  indiscretion  came  back  vividly, 
and  he  felt  sure  he  was  going  to  be  mixed 
up  in  the  quarrel. 

“ Women  are  the  devil,”  he  said  again, 
“and  I certainly  knew  that  long  ago.” 
He  left  the  table  before  the  others,  and 
hurried  down-stairs. 

Madame  Garouge  received  him  veiy 
graciously.  Then,  after  a few  words  of 
course,  she  said,  “Monsieur” — she  gave 
him  the  rare,  sweet  smile  which  so  fasci- 
nated Rudolf  Engemann — “some  time  ago 
you  honored  me  with  a confidence.  You 
said  if  I could  find  you  a suitable  wife  you 
would  like  to  marry.” 

“Yes,  madame.” 

But  though  Loigerot  spoke  politely, 
there  was  no  alacrity  in  his  tone.  Since 
he  had  seen  Marie  the  idea  of  the  “suita- 
ble'’ 'wife  had  lost  its  interest  for  him,  had 
become  a something  for  which  he  could 
wait  another  year  or  so.  It  would  be 
much  pleasanter  meanwhile  to  walk  and 
talk  with  this  bright  girl  who  had  at  pre- 
sent eclipsed,  in  his  estimation,  the  pret- 
tiest nurse-maids  on  the  Munster  Platz. 

Madame  Garouge  saw  that  he  was  in- 
different, but  she  had  not  time  to  indulge 
in  questioning.  She  went  on,  calmly : 

“ I have  not  forgotten  your  wish,  mon- 
sieur, though  it  is  possible  I may  have 
seemed  to  you  slow  and  neglectful.” 

“Ah,  madame — ” 

But  the  widow  went  on:  “I  rejoice  to 
tell  you  I have  found  some  one  to  whom  I 
think  only  one  objection  can  be  made:  she 
has  no  marriage  portion.” 

The  captain  was  a liberal  soul ; he  had 
not  expected  money  with  a wife;  but  as 
he  had  changed  his  mind  about  marriage, 
this  objection  seemed  to  offer  him  deliv- 
erance from  the  widow’s  proposal. 

“ Well,  madame” — ^he  cleared  his  throat 
— “it  is  desirable  that  she  should  not  be 
without  a portion.  I have  a little  propei'- 
ty,  it  is  true,  and  I hope  by  economy  to 
increase  its  value ; but,  on  the  other  hand, 
I might  die  soon  after  marriage,  and  then 
a lady  who  has  been  used  to  her  comforts, 
and  so  on,  would  be  in  a better  position 
if  she  had  also  some  money  of  her  own, 
and — and”— puflBng  out  his  cheeks — “in 
short,  she  might  have  more  than  herself  to 
provide  for.” 

Madame  Garouge  felt  mischievous ; she 
had  studied  her  companion  carefully  dur- 
ing all  these  months,  and  she  understood 
his  weak  points. 

“ It  is  true,  monsieur.  I fear  I must  try 
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again.  Perhaps  I was  altogether  wrong 
in  my  choice.  If  you  had  passed  over  the 
want  of  a marriage  portion,  you  might 
have  objected  on  the  score  of  age.  You 
desi;^,  I think,  a lady  about  thirty-five; 
now  I fear  the  lady  I am  thinking  of  would 
not  fit  that  age  by  seventeen  or  eighteen 
years.” 

Loigerot  reddened,  and  stuffed  both 
hands  into  his  pockets,  till  he  looked  more 
like  a ball  than  ever. 

“Madame” — he  bowed— “I— I named 
that  age  because  it  is  hardly  possible  that 
a younger  woman  would  bring  herself  to 
take  me  as  a husband;  but  it  is  the  limit; 
I will  not  marry  an  old  woman,  madame. 
Ciell” — his  little  eyes  were  fierce  as  he 
stared  at  the  widow — “the  wife  you  sug- 
gest to  me  must  bo  more  than  fifty — ” 

He  stopped — his  voice  had  been  thick 
with  anger,  and  now  that  he  had  bluster- 
ed it  out,  he  felt  conscious  that  this  was 
not  quite  the  way  in  which  he  ought  to 
speak  to  Madame  Carouge.  He  looked 
shamefacedly  out  of  the  comer  of  his 
eye. 

The  widow  did  not  seem  affronted ; she 
was  pressing  her  handkerchief  against  her 
lips;  but  she  took  it  away,  and  answered, 
pleasantly: 

‘ ‘ How  could  it  be  possible,  monsieur,  that 
I should  fall  into  such  a grievous  mistake 
as  that?  You  married  to  an  old  woman  I 
Mon  Dieu ! that  would  be  a catastrophe. 
No,  no,  the  difference  of  age  to  which  I 
fear  you  may  object  is  the  other  way. 
The  young  girl  I am  thinking  of  is  but 
seventeen  or  eighteen ; but  then,  as  she 
has  no  money,  she  would  not  suit.  But  it 
is  no  matter;  it  was  a silly  fancy  of  mine ; 
only  I thought  you  would  make  the  poor 
child  so  much  happier  than — than  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  does.” 

The  widow  had  been  attentively  watch- 
ing the  captain’s  face,  and  the  change  in  it 
as  she  ended  was  so  startling  that  once 
more  she  hastily  pressed  her  handker- 
chief to  her  lips  to  hide  a smile.  His  ex- 
pression had  changed  from  anger  to  per- 
plexity, but  as  she  finished,  a sudden  look 
of  delight  broadened  his  face,  his  eyes 
closed  till  they  were  mere  slits,  and  ev- 
ery hair  of  his  mustache  and  imperial 
quivered. 

“Madame,  is  it  possible  that  you  are 
speaking  of  Mademoiselle  Marie  ?”  he  said, 
stuttering  with  eager  haste  to  get  his  words 
out.  “But  no;  I can  not  flatter  myself 
that  one  so  young,  so  beautiful — ” 


The  look  of  intense  scorn  on  Madame 
Carouge’s  face  stopped  him. 

“Monsieur,”  she  said,  gravely,  “Made- 
moiselle Marie  is  not  beautiful,  and  I was 
younger  than  she  is  when  I married  your 
friend  Carouge.” 

Loigerot  stared  at  her,  open-mouthed 
with  wonder.  Sitting  erect  on  her  sofa, 
she  looked,  he  thought,  like  a queen  to 
whom  even  a noble  might  rightly  offer 
homage;  then  he  thought  of  loud-voiced 
Carouge,  with  his  red  nose  and  clumsy 
figure— he  must  surely  have  been  thirty 
years  older  than  his  beautiful  young  wife. 
Loigerot  had  been  puzzled  when  first  he 
saw  his  friend’s  widow,  and  now  he  felt 
inquisitive. 

“Pardon  me,  madame,  but  did  you 
marry  Carouge  to  please  yourself  ?” 

“ Certainly,  monsieur,”  she  said,  sharp- 
ly ; “ and  the  little  Marie  will  marry  you  for 
the  same  reason.  In  your  case,”  she  said, 
with  emphasis,  “she  will  find  in  her  hus- 
band not  only  an  indulgent  protector  who 
will  give  her  liberty  and  luxury  to  which 
she  is  not  accustomed,but  she  will  also  gain 
a pleasant  and  affectionate  companion. 
Bah!” — she  smiled  gayly  at  him — “have 
no  fear,  monsieur,  the  little  girl  will  adore 
you  when  she  is  your  wife.” 

The  captain  grew  red  under  his  bronze 
skin,  his  little  eyes  shone  with  excitement ; 
he  licked  some  stray  hairs  off  his  lips,  and 
rubbed  his  hands  softly  together. 

“ I do  not  know  how  to  thank  you,  ma- 
dame”— he  put  one  hand  on  his  broad 
chest.  “ But — ^but — will  you— may  I ask 
you  to  add  to  your  goodness  by  taking  the 
first  steps  in  this  matter  I” 

Madame  Carouge  put  her  head  on  one 
side,  and  looked  at  him  curiously. 

‘ ‘ I thought,  monsieur,  you  said  you  were 
not  now  in  a hurry  to  marry.” 

The  captain  laughed.  “ Pardon  me” — 
he  cleared  his  throat — “ that  was  with  re- 
gard to  some  one  nearer  my  own  age.  I 
am  not  old,  madame;  I am  not  fifty  yet;  but 
I feel  that  I can  not  be  too  young  for  the 
charming  bride  you  propose  to  me,  and  I 
should  like  to  lose  as  little  time  as  pos- 
sible in  making  her  my  wife.” 

Madame  Carouge  leaned  back  and  laugh- 
ed heartily.  “Bravo!  it  is  delightful  to 
see  so  ardent  a lover.”  Then  she  held  up 
a finger  and  shook  her  head  reprovingly. 
“I  am  not  sure  that  you  have  not  been 
acting  for  yourself,  monsieur,  and  while 
you  pretended  to  be  guided  by  me,  you 
have  actually  chosen  your  wife.  Well, 
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men  are  born  deceivers,  you  know.  Now 
listen,  for  Moritz  will  be  here  in  a mo- 
ment: I propose  to  ask  Madame  Bobineau, 
Mademoiselle  Marie,  and  a few  other 
friends  to  a little  soiree  to-morrow  even- 
ing. I hope  you  will  honor  me  with  your 
presence,  and  ingratiate  yourself  with  the 
young  lady.  If  she  suits  you,  I will  tell 
you  how  to  proceed  further.” 

The  captain’s  jocund  face  lengthened. 
“To-morrow!  ah!”  he  sighed.  “I  have 
promised  to  go  to  Bale  for  a day  or  two 
on  business  connected  with  my  inherit- 
ance.” 

Madame  Carouge  was  silent.  Presently 
she  said:  “I  am  superstitious  about  de- 
lays, but  I suppose  this  can  not  be  helped. 
T^ay  is  Monday:  can  you  be  back  by 
Thursday  evening?” 

“On  Thursday  I am  at  your  service, 
and  I tender  you  my  thanks  in  advance. 
But  do  you  think  Madame  Bobineau  will 
consent  to  this  mamage  ?” 

He  looked  grave,  for  it  occurred  to  him 
that  the  old  woman  might  demur  to  the 
double  loss  of  her  first-floor  lodger  and 
her  shop-girl. 

“You  had  better  leave  Madame  Bobi- 
neau to  me,”  said  the  widow,  confident- 
ly. “I  answer  for  her  consent ; my  only 
doubt  was  whether  you  would  conde- 
scend to  marry  this  young,  portionless 
girl.  You  are  an  excellent  man,  Captain 
Loigerot.” 

He  looked  at  her  inquiringly ; he  did  not 
feel  that  he  deserved  praise,  and  he  began 
to  think  he  had  been  very  impulsive;  but 
the  fascination  of  Madame  Carouge’s  man- 
ner had  carried  him  off  his  feet.  “After 
all,”  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  stood  reflect- 
ing, “I  can  not  be  held  bound  until  I have 
actually  proposed  for  the  girl.” 

“Madame,”  he  said  aloud,  “I  return 
you  my  most  devoted  thanks” — ^he  took 
the  hand  she  offered  and  brushed  it  with 
his  coarse  mustache.  ‘ ‘ I have  been  think- 
ing, however,  that  it  will  be  better  to  say 
nothing  to  Mademoiselle  Marie  herself 
until  after  your  soir4e.” 

The  widow  was  enchanted. 

“Quite  right,  monsieur:  you  are  as  wise 
as  you  are  kind,”  she  said.  “I  see  you 
understand  the  feelings  of  a shy  young 
girl.  In  my  opinion  a formal  presenta- 
tion of  you  as  her  intended  husband  might 
only  flutter  and  alarm  the  little  Marie. 
Let  her  become  accustomed  to  you,  and 
then  choose  your  own  time  for  speaking 
of  the  marriage.” 


CHAPTER  XYI. 
mabie’s  new  gown. 

Before  Captain  Loigerot  left  Madame 
Carouge  she  gave  him  a message  for  Ma- 
dame Bobineau,  informing  her  that  the 
soiree  to  which  she  had  been  invited  was 
deferred  until  Thursday  evening. 

This  was  a relief  to  the  old  woman. 
She  felt  that  Marie  must  be  proi>erly  dress- 
ed for  such  a great  event,  and  she  had 
trembled  at  the  prospect  of  having  to  buy 
at  least  a skirt  ready  made.  She  had  in- 
tended to  sally  forth  that  evening  to  a 
cheap  drapery  shop  at  the  farther  end  of 
the  town,  so  as  to  make  as  economical  a 
bargain  as  possible.  Now  this  was  un- 
necessary. She  possessed,  hoarded  away 
upstairs,  a piece  of  soft  gray  cashmere 
which  she  had  never  had  courage  to  make 
up  for  herself  till  she  had  become  too  old 
to  wear  so  light  a color.  It  had  come  to 
her  husband  in  the  way  of  business,  and 
he  had  given  it  to  her. 

She  had  scarcely  spoken  to  Marie  after 
Madame  Carouge’s  visit,  and  the  girl  had 
been  unusually  silent,  partly  from  a 
shame-stricken  consciousness  of  her  own 
vehemence,  and  partly  because  she  want- 
ed to  avoid  any  talk  about  the  beautiful 
widow. 

At  supper- time,  however,  the  old  wo- 
man praised  her  visitor,  and  dwelt  much 
on  her  condescension  in  including  Marie 
in  the  invitation  to  the  soir^. 

The  girl  was  silent  for  a while;  she  did 
not  want  to  provoke  a fresh  dispute.  At 
last  she  said,  “ I do  not  wish,  madame,  to 
go  to  this  party.” 

Madame  Bobineau  looked  at  her  severe- 
ly, and  lier  lips  parted;  then  she  checked 
herself;  there  w'as  no  use  in  irritating  the 
girl  when  so  much  depended  on  her  do- 
cility. She  took  a pinch  of  snuff. 

“You  are  thinking  of  your  dress,  child ; 
that  is  all  settled;  I intend  to  give  you  a 
new  one.” 

Marie’s  eyes  brightened.  It  would  be 
very  pleasant  to  have  a new  gown,  she 
thought,  and  she  felt  more  reconciled  to 
the  idea  of  the  party. 

‘ ‘ How  kind  you  are,  madame ! Thank 
you  very  much.”  She  began  to  wonder 
whether  Monsieur  Engemann  would  be  at 
Madame  Carouge’s  soiree;  she  hoped  he 
would  not  be  there ; she  could  not  feel  at 
ease  with  him,  after  all  Madame  Bobineau 
had  said. 

As  she  left  the  house  that  evening  it 
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seemed  to  her  that  the  Red  Glove  hanging 
in  front  of  the  shop  looked  swollen  and  a 
deeper  red  than  usual ; she  almost  fancied 
the  thumb  pointed  at  her,  and  she  hurried 
away  shivering. 

“ What  a goose  I am  I”  she  said. 

Next  morning  was  dull  and  cloudy. 
There  was  no  use  in  going  to  the  platform 
beyond  her  lodging,  her  beloved  mount- 
ains would  be  invisible ; and  Marie  seated 
herself  before  her  little  table  and  tried  to 
begin  a letter  to  the  Superior  of  St.  Es- 
prit. She  was  determined  to  leave  Berne, 
but  she  would  not  do  anything  hasty  or 
foolish — anything  that  might  grieve  her 
kind  friends  in  the  convent.  Her  plan  was 
to  tell  the  Superior  she  wished  to  return 
to  her,  and  then  to  submit  to  the  advice 
she  might  receive.  But  when  she  had 
written  the  date  at  the  top  of  her  paper 
she  put  down  her  pen,  and  a warm  blush 
rose  in  her  face.  She  had  actually  not 
been  a week  in  Berne.  She  had  not  giv- 
en four  whole  days’  trial  to  her  new  life, 
and  already  she  wanted  to  give  it  up. 
She  had  reached  the  Red  Glove  on  Fri- 
day morning,  and  .this  was  Tuesday. 

“I  am  only  a great  baby.”  She  tried  to 
smile,  but  her  lips  quivered  so  that  she  felt 
tears  were  not  far  off.  She  struggled  for 
self-control.  “Yes,  I am  silly.  Because 
it  is  not  all  as  nice  as  I expect  at  once,  I 
want  to  change  to  something  else.” 

She  looked  round  her  room.  It  might 
be  worse.  She  had  told  Madame  Bobineau 
about  the  ugly  cracks,  and  the  old  woman 
had  routed  out  some  odd  pieces  of  wall- 
paper, and  had  given  them  to  Marie,  with 
a jar  of  paste  and  a brush.  It  was  won- 
derful to  see  the  effect  which  this  some- 
what party-colored  but  fresh-looking  dec- 
oration had  produced.  Marie  replaced 
the  cork  in  her  little  ink  bottle. 

“I  will  wait  a whole  fortnight,  and 
then  perhaps  I shall  be  happier.  It  is 
kind  of  the  old  cousin  to  give  me  a gown.” 

Although  she  shrank  from  Madame  Ca- 
rouge’s  patronage,  Marie  had  never  been 
to  a party,  and  she  felt  rather  excited  in 
looking  forward  to  it,  and  it  would  be 
very  pleasant  to  wear  the  new  gown. 

“ I hope  it  will  fit,”  she  said.  “ I won- 
der how  it  will  get  made  ?” 

By  this  time  she  was  due  at  the  Red 
Glove,  and  she  set  out  quickly  on  her  way 
tliither.  As  she  drew  near  the  shop  she 
saw  Captain  Loigerot  issue  from  the 
house;  he  carried  a bag.  Marie  check- 
ed her  pace,  but  the  captain  turned  in  the 


direction  of  the  railway  station.  There 
was  no  fear  of  meeting  him,  so  she  went 
on  again  quickly  to  the  shop  entrance. 

As  she  reached  it  Monsieur  Engemann 
came  out  of  the  house  door.  He  stopped 
and  held  out  his  hand,  and  Marie  placed 
hers  in  it. 

“ Good-jnoming,  mademoiselle;  I hope 
you  are  well,”  he  said,  with  a bright  smile 
that  made  the  girl  feel  asham^  of  her 
angry  doubts  respecting  him. 

She  returned  his  greeting,  but  she  was 
not  at  ease;  the  simple  confidence  of 
yesterday  had  gone  from  her  manner,  and 
Engemann  saw  that  her  eyes  looked  on 
to  the  shop  as  if  she  were  anxious  to  leave 
him. 

“She  is  late,  I suppose,”  he  thought, 
and  he  bowed  and  passed  on. 

Marie  was  not  late ; she  was  thinking  of 
Madame  Bobineau,  whom  she  sometimes 
found  in  the  shop  when  she  reached  it. 
She  did  not  want  to  open  the  day  with  a 
quarrel,  and  she  felt  that  the  old  woman 
might  ifancy  this  meeting  had  been  ar- 
ranged. She  was  relieved  to  find  the  shop 
empty.  Her  entrance,  however,  was  no- 
ticed. The  spider  was  on  guard. 

“ Marie,  come  in  here,”  cried  Madame 
Bobineau,  from  the  curtained  door  of  her 
room. 

Marie  went  in.  The  old  woman  point- 
ed to  a roll  of  cachemire  on  her  table. 

“What  do  you  say  to  that,  child  ?”  she 
said.  Her  face  was  puckered  with  excite- 
ment, for  indeed  it  seemed  to  her  that  she 
was  bestowing  on  Marie  a gift  of  great 
value. 

“ It  is  very  pretty,”  Marie  said. 

“ It  is  lovely,  child;  it  is  for  you.  Ma- 
dame Carouge  has  sent  to  say  that  the  par- 
ty is  put  off  till  Thursday.  Can  you  make 
yourself  a gown  of  that  stuff  by  Thursday 
if  I mind  the  shop  now  and  then,  eh  ?” 

“Oh,  thank  you !”  The  girl’s  eyes  glis- 
tened. She  was  ready  to  kiss  Madame 
Bobineau,  but  the  old  woman  had  turned 
away.  “ It  is  very  kind  of  you,  madame. 
Oh  yes,  I can  make  it.  I made  this  one.” 
Then  she  looked  grave.  “ It  is  true  that 
Sceur  Monique  cut  it  and  fitted  it,  but  I did 
all  the  sewing.”  Her  under  lip  dropped, 
she  felt  nervous  as  she  looked  at  the  pret- 
ty stuff. 

The  old  woman  raised  her  eyebrows. 
“Those  Sisters  only  turn  out  machines. 
Long  before  I was  your  age,  Marie,  I could 
cut,  fit,  and  sew  everything  I wore.  Why, 
Bobineau  never  went  to  a tailor  after  he 
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married  me.”  She  thought  a minute. 
“ Stand  still,  child,  while  I measure  your 
skirt.  There,  that  will  do.  You  can  slip 
off  the  gown  presently,  and  I will  measure 
the  body— or,  stay,  I will  do  it  at  once,  and 
then  it  will  be  done:  there  is  little  chance 
of  a customer  so  early.” 

Marie  took  off  her  gown,  and  stood 
wondering  at  the  old  woman’s  rapid  dex- 
terity. It  seemed  to  her  that  in  less  than 
half  the  time  that  Sister  Monica  had  taken 
to  cut  out  the  body  of  her  gown,  Madame 
Bobineau  had  got  both  body  and  skirt 
ready  for  working  on. 

“Take  this  into  the  shop,”  she  said,  giv- 
ing the  body  to  Marie,  with  needle  and 
thread.  “You  can  tack  the  pieces  to- 
gether, ready  for  fitting,  while  I sew  at  the 
skirt.” 

Marie  went  back  to  the  shop  in  a flutter 
of  pleasure.  She  was  so  surprised  she 
could  hardly  believe  that  the  old  woman 
had  been  in  earnest,  and  she  felt  ashamed 
as  she  touched  the  soft,  fine  stuff,  and 
again  admired  its  color.  Certainly  she 
had  wronged  Madame  Bobineau ; her  cou- 
sin had  a bad  temper,  but  she  must  be 
very  generous. 

“Well,  I wonder  what  sort  of  a temper 
I should  have  had  if  I had  not  had  the 
example  of  good  and  gentle  people?  I 
was  angry  enough  yesterday.” 

Marie  hung  her  head  penitently  over 
her  work,  and  tacked  as  fast  as  she  could. 
For  the  time  the  delight  of  the  beautiful 
new  gown  had  effaced  her  meeting  with 
Monsieur  Engemann. 

He  had  gone  on  to  the  Beauregard. 
After  breakfast  he  strolled  up  to  the  little 
fountain  in  the  hall;  he  meant  to  have  a 
chat  with  Madame  Carouge.  Loigerot 
was  away,  and  he  had  left  his  two  fellow- 
clerks  still  busy  at  breakfast.  There  was 
no  fear  of  gossip  this  morning.  But  when 
Engemann  looked  in  at  the  glass-fronted 
parlor,  there  was  only  Zizi  chirping  loud- 
ly. Madame  Carouge  was  not  to  be  seen. 

Five  minutes  ago  the  young  man  had 
not  been  quite  sure  that  he  wished  to  see 
the  widow.  Now  that  he  could  not  see 
her  he  felt  a pang  of  regret.  All  at  once 
it  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  been  very 
ungrateful  in  his  avoidance  of  her.  He 
had  begun  it  from  a praiseworthy  motive, 
but  yesterday  he  had  been  sensible  of  a 
change  in  his  feeling  toward  Madame  Ca- 
rouge; he  had  passed  the  turning  lead- 
ing into  the  fern-shaded  space  beside  the 
little  fountain  without  any  glowing  wish 


to  feast  his  eyes  on  the  beautiful  picture 
her  charms  used  to  offer  to  his  fascinated 
gaze;  the  spell  she  exercised  over  him 
had  seemed  broken.  To-day,  however,  he 
reproached  himself  for  his  indifference, 
and  he  longed  to  see  her  again. 

“ She  knew  nothing  about  the  gossip,” 
he  said.  “She  must  have  wondered  at 
not  seeing  me ; she  is  thinking  me  capri- 
cious and  unfriendly ; and  I am  so.  Well, 
I can  not  wait  to  see  her  now,  but  I will 
make  up  for  it  this  evening.” 

And  then  as  he  went  on  to  the  bank  he 
wondered  whether  Madame  Carouge  was 
ill.  This  was  the  fii'st  time  he  had  ever 
missed  seeing  her  in  her  parlor.  Why 
had  he  not  asked  Moritz  ? He  had  behaved 
like  a brute. 

The  truth  was  that  the  widow  had  heard 
his  footstep — ^she  well  knew  the  firm  tread 
— and  she  had  retreated.  She  had  not  quite 
determined  whether  she  would  ask  him  to 
her  party,  and  she  was  afraid  of  trusting 
herself  with  him  till  she  had  finally  de- 
cided. It  might  cure  him  of  any  fancy  for 
Madame  Bobineau’s  cousin,  she  thought, 
if  he  understood  that  thp  captain  meant  to 
marry  her. 

The  sight  of  the  old  glover’s  “little 
cousin”  had  given  the  widow  a sharper 
pang  than  she  chose  to  confess  to.  On  her 
way  home  she  had  told  herself  that  her 
own  love  for  Rudolf  Engemann  made  her 
attach  undue  importance  to  the  little  an- 
ecdote of  his  kindness  to  Marie.  He  was 
so  good  and  amiable  it  was  but  natural 
he  should  try  to  be  of  use  to  this  young 
stranger. 

When  she  recalled  Marie’s  shy  awk- 
wardness it  seemed  that  the  best  cure  for 
Engemann,  supposing  be  had  taken  a fan- 
cy to  the  girl,  would  be  found  in  seeing 
Marie  beside  herself.  But  this  thought 
was  only  momentary.  Madame  Carouge 
loved  Rudolf  too  dearly  to  have  undue  con- 
fidence in  her  power  of  pleasing  him.  Be- 
sides, it  was  possible — probable  even — that 
this  country  girl  might  have  been  fasci- 
nated by  Engemann,  and  that  his  presence 
might  interfere  with  Monsieur  Loigerot's 
success  with  her.  When  this  view  pre- 
sented itself  to  Madame  Carouge  her  hes- 
itation about  asking  Rudolf  ended;  she 
had  promised  to  help  the  captain,  and  she 
had  no  right,  she  told  herself,  to  do  any- 
thing to  hinder  the  progress  of  his  wooing. 

Still  it  was  a disappointment  not  to  ask 
the  young  Swiss;  she  knew  how  greatly 
she  should  have  enjoyed  his  society;  but 
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she  must  be  self-denying  for  Captain  Loige- 
rot's  sake.  At  the  same  time  it  must  be 
confessed  that  she  had  invited  the  Rie- 
sens,  and  although  she  snubbed  the  clock- 
maker,  she  dre^ed  bis  penetration.  It 
would  be  safer  not  to  expose  Monsieur 
Engemann  to  the  risk  of  meeting  Marie 
under  his  eyes.  She  had  asked  the  ex-cap- 
tain  to  keep  his  own  invitation  a secret.  She 
wished,  she  said,  to  have  only  a small,  quiet 
gathering,  and  there  were  just  a few  ac- 
quaintances who  might  feel  themselves 
aggrieved  by  being  left  out,  etc. , etc.  Still, 
although  there  was  little  chance  that  Ru- 
dolf Eugemann  would  hear  of  the  soiree, 
she  preferred  to  avoid  him  till  it  was  over. 
But  she  felt  sore  and  disappointed  at 
having  to  do  this,  and  it  added  to  the  jea- 
lousy she  already  felt  about  Marie.  She 
had  contradicted  the  captain’s  assertion, 
but  Madame  Carouge  owned  frankly  to 
herself  that  the  girl  was  handsome. 

“She  might  even  look  beautiful  if  she 
were  properly  dressed, ” she  said.  ‘ ‘ When 
she  is  Madame  Loigerot  I will  be  kind 
to  her,  and  teach  her  how  to  dress.  Yes, 
I mean  to  be  very  kind  to  her.” 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  S01R£e. 

Madame  Bobineau  had  said  to  her 
cousin,  when  they  left  the  Red  Glove, 
“Follow  me;  don’t  look  about  you;  and 
when  we  arrive,  do  exactly  what  you  see 
me  do.” 

“ Yes,”  Marie  said ; but  when  she  reach- 
ed the  Hotel  Beauregard  she  could  not 
help  looking  about  her. 

The  old  woman  went  on  quickly;  she 
did  not  see  the  admiring  glances  which 
Moritz  and  a gentleman  who  was  coming 
down-stairs  bestowed  on  Marie,  as  the  girl 
lingered  for  a moment  to  look  at  the  fern- 
shaded  fountain. 

“Upstairs,  ladies,  if  you  please,”  said 
the  waiter. 

Moritz  went  on  in  front,  and  when  they 
reached  the  great  landing  he  opened  a 
door  opposite  the  dining-room,  and  usher- 
ed them  into  a pretty  sitting-room  lighted 
up  with  wax  caudles;  there  were  bouquets 
of  flowers  on  the  tables,  and  on  a dumb- 
waiter ill  one  corner  there  were  plates  of 
pretty  little  cakes,  some  iced  with  choco- 
late, and  some  frosted  with  colored  sugar. 

Madame  Carouge  was  alone.  She  bad 


told  Madame  Bobineau  to  come  early,  and 
now  she  rose  from  a sofa  and  came  for- 
ward with  graceful  dignity,  her  rich  black 
silk  skirt  trailing  behind  her.  While  she 
stood  shaking  hands  with  Madame  Bobi- 
neau and  receiving  the  old  woman’s  flow 
of  compliments,  Marie  was  gazing  at  her 
with  delight ; she  had  never  even  dream- 
ed of  beauty  like  this. 

Madame  Carouge's  dress  was  simple 
enough;  but  to-night,  for  the  flrst  time 
since  her  husband's  death,  she  had  put  on 
some  of  the  ornaments  he  had  lavished 
on  her;  she  had  chosen  the  most  simple 
among  them— a necklace  and  bracelets  of 
plain  golden  scales  lapped  one  over  the 
other  like  the  scales  of  a serpent,  and  send- 
ing out,  as  she  moved,  tongues  of  brilliant 
light.  There  was  such  a supple  grace  in 
this  beautiful  woman’s  movements,  in  the 
curve  of  her  neck  as  she  turned  her  head 
to  welcome  Marie,  that  the  girl  felt  subju- 
gated. It  seemed  to  her  that  velvet  could 
not  be  richer  than  the  exquisite  glow  on 
the  widow’s  cheeks ; and  how  wondrously 
lustrous  were  the  eyes  bent  smilingly  on 
her  own  I 

In  truth,  Madame  Carouge’s  vivid  beau- 
ty showed  like  some  rich  jewel  in  the 
dusky  setting  of  her  dark  hair  and  sombre 
dress;  not  a mere  blaze  of  splendor,  but  a 
living,  glowing  radiance. 

If  Madame  Bobineau  had  watched  the 
two  women  gazing  into  one  another’s  eyes, 
she  would  have  noted  that  both  expressed 
the  same  feeling.  Marie  had  followed  her 
cousin’s  example,  and  had  put  her  hat  and 
her  white  shawl — the  only  bit  of  flnery  she 
possessed — on  the  table  outside.  And  she 
also  was  a striking  figure,  in  her  simple 
pale  gown,  relieved  by  lace  frilling  round 
her  ivory  throat  and  wrists. 

Madame  Carouge  admired  the  firm 
round  throat,  and  then  her  eyes  travelled 
over  the  pure  serene  face,  the  limpid  gray 
eyes,  the  creamy  white  of  the  temples, 
from  which  the  soft  brown  hair  was  gath- 
ered in  careless  waves  to  a little  knot  at 
the  back  of  the  head.  Madame  Carouge 
sighed.  She  knew  that  Marie’s  tresses 
could  never  compare  with  her  own  mag- 
nificent wealth  of  dark  hair,  but  there  was 
an  unstudied  simplicity  and  freshness 
about  the  young  girl  which  she  envied. 

She  gave  Madame  Bobineau  a charm- 
ing smile  as  she  placed  Marie  on  a sofa 
beside  her  old  cousin. 

“I  congratulate  you,”  she  said,  lower- 
ing her  mellow  voice.  “ She  is  perfectly 
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dressed;  that  soft  clinging  stuff  suits  her 
exactly.?’  Then  going  up  to  one  of  the 
nosegays,  she  pulled  from  it  a small  bunch 
of  flesh-colored  carnations.  “Will  you 
permit  me,  Mademoiselle  Marie  ?”  she  said. 
“If  only  I had  a pin.  Ahl  thank  you, 
Madame  Bobineau.” 

And  just  as  the  opening  door  gave  warn- 
ing of  fresh  guests,  she  had  fastened  the 
knot  of  carnations  against  Marie’s  white 
throat,  giving  her  dr^  the  tinge  of  color 
it  needed. 

Moritz  announced  Monsieur  and  Ma- 
dame Riesen,  but  his  voice  was  drowned 
in  the  gushing  greeting  with  which  that 
lady  entered;  it  so  matched  with  her  ap- 
pearance that  it  seemed  as  if  she  must 
have  begun  her  speech  before  the  door 
opened.  And  when  she  had  at  last  yield- 
ed up  Madame  Carouge  to  her  husband, 
she  hurried  over  her  greeting  to  Madame 
Bobineau  that  she  might  get  at  Marie. 

“I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  my  dear 
young  lady.”  She  kept  the  girl’s  hand  in 
hers,  beaming  at  her  so  approvingly  that 
Marie’s  eyes  drooped  under  such  open  ad- 
miration. “Well,  well,  you  are  indeed 
a salve  for  sore  eyes— as  fresh  as  a fount- 
ain in  full  play.  Riesen,  look  here.”  She 
turned,  and  seeing  her  husband  still  bend- 
ing over  Madame  Carouge’s  hand,  she 
m^e  a grimace,  and  spoke  in  a louder 
voice.  “It  is  not  often,  is  it,  Madame 
Bobineau,  that  one  sees — what  shall  I 
say? — two  planets  shining  at  once  in 
Berne  ? You  know,  my  dear  mademoi- 
selle, we  Swiss  are  not  famed  for  our 
beauty.  Are  we,  Madame  Bobineau  ?” 

She  glanced  down  as  she  made  this  re- 
mark, and  thereby  became  aware  that  she 
was  not  giving  universal  satisfaction. 
Madame  Bobiueau’s  head  had  sunk  into 
her  neck  as  a turtle’s  sinks  into  its  shell. 
And  indeed,  except  that  her  face  was  flat 
instead  of  pointed,  she  did  not  look  at  that 
moment  unlike  a turtle;  her  small  glitter- 
ing eyes  were  quite  expressionless,  and 
her  dark  skin  looked  tough  and  creased,  as 
she  stared  stolidly  before  her,  quite  deaf 
to  her  friend’s  appeal. 

A gleam  of  malice  shot  into  Madame 
Riesen’s  pale  eyes.  She  bent  down  and 
whispered  to  Marie,  so  loudly,  however, 
that  the  mistress  of  the  Red  Glove  could 
not  escape  hearing. 

‘ ‘ Never  mind , my  dear  child ; your  cou- 
sin knows  you  are  a beauty  as  well  as  I 
do,  but  she  is  afraid  I shall  turn  your  head, 
and” — she  nodded  her  head  siguiflcantly 


— “she  is  afraid  the  empress  over  the 
way  may  dislike  that  any  one  except  her- 
self sho^d  be  flattered.  But  I for  one 
have  too  good  an  opinion  of  Madame  Ca- 
rouge to  suppose  she  could  be  so  vain.” 

She  had  left  off  whispering,  and  there 
had  come  a pause  in  her  husband’s  talk 
with  the  widow. 

‘ ‘ Chut  I”  said  Madame  Bobineau.  Then, 
in  a tone  of  fawning  politeness,  “Will  you 
come  and  sit  beside  me,  madame  ?”  and  she 
made  room  at  the  end  of  the  sofa. 

Madame  Riesen’s  last  sentence  had 
reached  the  quick  ears  of  her  hostess  and 
Riesen.  He  was  gazing  in  rapt  admira- 
tion into  Madame  Carouge's  beautiful  eyes, 
and  he  saw  that  she  had  heard. 

“Shall  we  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
Monsieur  Engemann  this  evening,  ma- 
dame ?”  he  said,  quickly. 

“ Well,  no,  I think  not.”  Madame  Ca- 
rouge did  not  know  what  to  say  in  answer 
to  the  question  which  she  saw  in  the  clock- 
maker’s  face.  She  knew  so  well  that  he 
would  not  shrink  from  uttering  it  that  she 
said,  as  if  in  answer : “ I am  expecting  Cap- 
tain Loigerot.  By-the-bye,  I want  to  give 
you  a hint  respecting  him — in  perfect  con- 
fldence,  you  understand.” 

The  last  words  were  heard  by  Madame 
Riesen.  She  was  in  the  act  of  making 
Madame  Bobineau  laugh  by  a mischievous 
imitation  of  Lenoir  the  hair-dresser,  but 
she  stopped  at  this. 

“I  am,  perhaps,  a little  in  the  way,” 
she  said  to  the  old  woman,  and  her 
glance  pointed  her  words.  ‘ ‘ Confess,  now, 
do  you  not  think  Lorenz  and  our  hostess 
would  make  a fine  couple  ?”  She  blinked 
her  eyes  to  get  a tear  into  them.  “I  feel 
I am  the  only  obstacle.” 

Madame  Bobineau  smiled  grimly.  But 
such  talk  as  this  in  Marie’s  presence  irri- 
tated her  more  than  the  flattery  which  had 
gone  before  it. 

“You  forget  Monsieur  Engemann.” 
She  knew  that  the  jealous  wife  wanted  to 
be  told  that  she  was  unreasonable,  but  she 
was  not  inclined  to  indulge  her.  “ I fan- 
cy matters  are  arranged  between  him  and 
Madame  Carouge.” 

The  clockmaker’s  wife  had  recovered 
herself.  The  old  woman’s  cynical  man- 
ner had  had  the  bracing  effect  such  a man- 
ner is  apt  to  have  on  excitable  natures, 
and  while  wishing  she  had  been  less  ex- 
pansive, she  registered  a grudge  to  be  paid 
to  Madame  Bobineau  with  interest  on  the 
first  opportunity. 
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Rudolf  Engemann  is  a charming  fel- 
low indeed,”  she  said,  “but  between  our- 
selves”—she  put  her  hand  beside  her 
mouth,  speaking  quite  loudly  enough  for 
Marie  to  hear  if  she  chose — “I  should 
have  thought  him  suited  for  something 
younger” — here  she  nudged  Madame  Bo- 
bineau  with  her  sharp  elbow — “not  so 
far  off  neither.” 

But  Madame  Riesen  was  not  a match 
for  the  mistress  of  the  Red  Glove.  She 
was  less  clever,  and  she  had  more  feeling, 
and  her  affection  for  her  husband  offered 
a vulnerable  spot  which  her  cynical  old 
gossip  was  aware  of. 

Madame  Bobineau  opened  her  little 
eyes  to  their  most  surprised  extent. 

“Dear  me!  I thought  equality  of  age 
in  marriage  was  quite  an  old-fashioned 
idea.  It  seems  to  me  that  suitability  of 
temper  is  far  more  necessary.”  Madame 
Riesen  winced,  but  the  old  woman  went 
on  steadily.  “Believe  me,  if  a young 
man  marries  an  inexperienced  girl” — shb 
looked  at  Marie — “they  are  sure  to  quar- 
rel. He  has  always  been  accustomed  to 
have  everything  done  for  him,  and  he 
looks  for  it ; she  is  in  the  same  case.  There 
should  be  experience  on  one  side  or  the 
other.” 

Madame  Riesen  looked  at  her  admir- 
ingly. “You  speak  like  a book,”  she  said. 
“ I dare  say  you  are  right,  but  in  my  opin- 
ion the  experience  should  be  on  the  side 
of  the  husband.” 

“ Chut  I”  said  Madame  Bobineau  again, 
for  Madame  Riesen  had  gone  on  talking, 
heedless  of  the  opening  door ; and  the  next 
moment  the  short  round  figure  of  Captain 
Loigerot  rolled  into  the  room,  and  stood 
bowing  before  Madame  Carouge  as  if  she 
were  a queen. 

“Permit  me,  monsieur,”  she  said,  ris- 
ing. “I  wish  to  present  you  to  some  old 
friends,  and  also  to  a new  one.” 

The  captain's  round  face  expressed  un- 
limited satisfaction  as  he  followed  his 
hostess  to  the  opposite  sofa.  She  wished 
to  take  him  at  once  to  Marie,  but  Madame 
Riesen  stopped  their  progress. 

“Ah,  Monsieur  Loigerot,”  she  said, 
“you  have  no  eyes  for  me,  and  indeed 
who  can  wonder?  Gray  hairs  are  not 
attractive — ^are  they,  Madame  Bobineau?” 
She  nudged  her  neighbor,  and  then  glan- 
cing at  her  fiat  brown  head,  she  slightly 
shrugged  her  shoulders.  ‘ ‘ Eh,  mon  Dieu^ 
you  have  no  gray  hair;  I had  forgotten.” 

Captain  Loigerot  might  have  repeated 


the  hair- dresser's  compliment,  and  this 
would  have  secured  Madame  Riesen’s  alli- 
ance ; but  it  must  be  owned  that  the  brave 
ex-soldier  was  in  such  trepidation  at  the 
idea  of  approaching  Marie  under  these 
changed  circumstances  that  the  room  and 
Madame  Riesen  seemed  to  be  going  round, 
and  he  had  to  press  his  feet  firmly  into  the 
carpet  to  convince  himself  that  he  stood 
upright  on  his  legs. 

M^ame  Bobineau  rose  and  made  him  a 
deep  courtesy,  and  this  was  really  helpful ; 
her  homage  restored  his  self-respect,  and 
the  very  action  of  shaking  hands  recalled 
to  him  Madame  Carouge's  assurance  that 
he  was  doing  a kindness  to  the  girl  in  be- 
coming her  husband.  He  had  not  looked 
at  her  till  now,  and  he  was  completely 
dazzled  by  her  beauty;  he  had  only  seen 
her  under  the  shadow  of  her  straw  hat, 
and  he  was  not  prepared  for  the  distinction 
which  her  weU-placed  Jiead  and  her  pale 
ivory  skin  lent  to  the  girl's  other  attrac- 
tions. The  captain  grew  red,  while  he 
bowed  as  low  as  he  had  just  now  bowed 
to  Madame  Carouge. 

“Mademoiselle  Peyrolles,”said  the  wid- 
ow, “will  you  permit  me  to  present  to 
you  my  distinguished  friend  Captain 
Loigerot,  who  wishes  to  make  your  ac- 
quaintance ?” 

Marie  took  courage  at  this.  She  look- 
ed up  and  smiled,  first  at  the  widow,  and 
then  at  the  captain. 

“ I” — the  captain  was  purple  under  his 
bronze  skin — “I  have  already  had  the 
pleasure  of  becoming  acquainted  with 
Mademoiselle  Marie.  ” He  puffed  out  each 
word  more  than  usual. 

“ Yes,  monsieur.” 

Marie  did  not  find  anything  else  to  say. 
Madame  Carouge's  fixed  gaze  made  her 
feel  awkward  and  self-conscious.  She 
was  more  shy  of  her  hostess  than  she  was 
of  the  captain.  To  her  relief,  after  say- 
ing a few  more  words  to  Monsieur  Loige- 
rot, Madame  Carouge  moved  on  and  ad- 
dressed herself  to  Madame  Riesen^ 

“Dear  madame,”  she  said,  “I  want  to 
show  you  my  new  photograph.  You  must 
give  me  your  opinion  about  it.” 

Then  she  moved  gracefully  across  the 
room,  so  that  Madame  Riesen  was  obliged 
to  rise  and  follow  her. 

The  mistress  of  the  Red  Glove  smiled 
approvingly.  She  watched  the  two  ladies 
without  turning  her  head,  and  when  she 
saw  Riesen  go  up  and  join  them  in  dis- 
cussing the  merits  of  the  new  portrait, 
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she  slid  herself  quietly  into  the  place  just 
occupied  by  the  clockmaker’s  wife. 

She  noticed  that  Marie  and  the  captain 
both  seemed  shy  of  each  other,  and  it  seem- 
ed to  her  they  would  get  on  better  left  to 
themselves.  It  is  sometimes  a fact  that 
the  motive  power  of  serving  one’s  own  in- 
terest quickens  perception. 

“You  must  be  tired,  monsieur,”  she 
said,  in  the  humble  tones  she  always  used 
to  her  first-floor  lodger.  “Will  you  not 
take  this  place  on  the  sofa  ?”  she  pointed 
to  the  space  between  herself  and  Marie. 

“ I return  you  many  thanks,  madame.” 
The  captain  made  two  more  bows,  one  to 
Idadame  Bobineau  and  one  to  Marie,  giv- 
ing them  each  a full  view  of  his  pink 
crown,  and  increasing  the  color  in  his  face 
by  the  exertion. 

As  soon  as  he  was  seated  he  turned  to 
Marie.  He  felt  in  a measure  screened 
from  observation,  now  that  his  back  was 
toward  the  room.  This  surrender  of  her 
seat  had  recalled  to  him  Madame  Carouge’s 
hint  that  he  need  not  look  for  any  opposi- 
tion on  the  part  of  Madame  Bobineau. 

He  heaved  a sigh  of  relief,  but  as  he 
looked  at  Marie  he  became  aware  that  he 
felt  timid  and  unhopeful ; the  undertaking 
was  very  difficult. 

“ Courage,  Achille I” he  said.  “Why 
should  a woman  be  more  difficult  to  win 
than  a town  I I never  felt  like  this  when  I 
led  a storming  party.” 

At  that  moment  the  refrain  of  a song 
in  which  he  had  often  joined  at  the  ca- 
serne flitted  through  his  brain  and  gave 
him  courage: 

“ Vive  le  vin,  I’amour,  et  lo  tabac  I 

C’est  le  refrain  du  bivouac,  le  refrain  du  bivouac.” 

It  seemed  to  assure  him  that  soldiers  are 
famed  for  success  in  love,  and  that  love- 
making  was  no  more  difficult  than  smok- 
ing or  drinking  was.  Courage,  then ; at 
least  he  would  not  be  faint-hearted. 

“Is  mademoiselle — fond — of  flowers?” 
He  glanced  at  the  knot  of  carnations  at 
her  throat. 

“Yes,  I am  very  fond  of  flowers,  mon- 
sieur.” 

And  as  she  loved  flowers  dearly,  Ma- 
rie’s eyes  lighted  up  with  enthusiasm  as 
she  looked  at  them. 

The  captain  pulled  at  his  imperial. 
“Mademoiselle  will  then  allow  me  to 
bring  her  some  flowers  ?”  be  said. 

A smile  had  begun  to  curve  Marie’s 
lips.  She  was  wondering  why  the  cap- 


tain puffed  out  his  words  so  much  more 
than  he  did  at  their  last  meeting;  then  she 
reflected  that  she  had  never  been  to  a par- 
ty before,  and  that  perhaps  this  was  the 
way  in  which  people  talked  at  parties. 
She  did  not  like  it ; it  made  her  feel  strange 
and  nervous;  but  when  the  captain  offered 
to  bring  her  some,  her  eyes  again  shone 
with  pleasure. 

“Oh,  thank  you,  monsieiir,”  she  said; 
“you  are  indeed  kind.” 

The  captain  was  delighted;  he  felt  that 
this  was  progress.  He  half  closed  his 
eyes  with  ineffable  satisfaction,  and  sat 
blinking  at  Marie. 

“Mademoiselle  would  like  to  have  a 
garden  of  her  own  ?”  he  said,  presently. 
After  all,  he  began  to  see  that  if  be  could 
make  the  girl’s  life  very  pleasant,  she 
might  be  brought  to  prefer  him  to  the 
glove  shop,  or  even  to  a younger  man. 

Marie  smiled  gayly  and  shook  her  head. 
“ Yes,  monsieur,  that  would  be  a castle  in 
Spain.” 

She  showed  her  pretty  teeth  as  she 
laughed,  and  the  captain  longed  to  kiss 
her.  Hq  liked  every  one  to  be  merry: 
what  a jocund  life  be  should  lead  with 
this  lively  young  creature! 

“ There  is  no  reason  why  mademoiselle 
should  not  possess  a gai^en,”  he  said, 
pompously. 

‘ ‘ No” — Marie  shook  her  head — ‘ ‘ I shall 
never  have  one.  I think  it  would  be  like 
heaven  to  have  a garden and  she  gazed 
pensively  at  the  nosegay  on  the  table  near 
her. 

Riesen  had  been  watching  them  for  the 
last  five  minutes.  “ I see  that  Mademoi- 
selle Marie  shakes  her  head  at  our  friend,” 
he  said.  “I  fear  that  does  not  promise 
well  for  bis  success.  What  do  you  say, 
ladies  ?” 

His  wife’spresence  had  for  Riesen  effectu- 
ally destroyed  the  pleasure  of  conversation 
with  Madame  Carouge.  He  considered  him- 
self an  excellent  husband,  but  he  also  con- 
sidered himself  necessary  to  the  hand- 
some young  widow;  he  was  her  mentor, 
the  pilot  who  helped  her  to  steer  her 
course  safely  among  the  rocks  and  quick- 
sands of  flirtations  and  greedy  suitors; 
yet  he  knew,  although  he  turned  his  eyes 
away  from  the  knowledge,  that  the  plea- 
sure of  his  talks  with  Madame  Carouge 
was  much  like  that  of  a school-boy  in  a 
forbidden  apple-tree;  certainly  this  even- 
ing all  the  special  charm  that  character- 
ize such  talks  was  absent. 
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“Is  it  not  sOj  ladies?”  he  repeated,  for 
his  hostess  did  not  answer,  and  his  wife 
was  scrutinizing  the  couple  on  the  sofa  out 
of  her  pale  gray  eyes. 

At  this  fresh  appeal  Madame  Carouge 
said,  with  a smile  that  he  felt  to  be  sarcas> 
tic: 

“Monsieur  Loigerot  is  both  discreet 
and  judicious,  monsieur;  he  will  not  say 
anything  that  Mademoiselle  Marie  can  re- 
fuse this  evening.  I am  sure  you  wish 
him  success.” 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  his,  and  Riesen 
was  conquered. 

“ I wish  whatever  you  wish.  ” He  spoke 
almost  in  a whisper,  but  still  his  wife  heard 
him. 

“The  captain  is  surely  too  old,  ma- 
dame,”  she  said;  “he  might  easily  be 
that  child's  father.  One  or  other  must 
be  unhappy  in  such  a marriage  as  that 
will  be.” 

Riesen  shrugged  his  shoulders  and 
moved  away.  He  was  disgusted  at  his 
wife's  want  of  tact,  but  he  never  rebuked 
her  in  public. 

Madame  Carouge,  on  the  contrary, 
smiled  caressingly  at  her  offending  guest, 
and  patted  her  arm. 

“You  are  so  romantic,  dear  Madame 
Riesen.  You  must  please  remember  that 
all  the  world  are  not  so  fortunate  as  you 
were.  We  can  not  all  make  love  mar- 
riages on  both  sides.  ” Her  listener  shrank 
away  a little.  “ Believe  me,  the  captain 
is  not  old,  and  he  is  very  fresh  for  his 
age.  Moreover,  you  have  only  to  look 
at  him  to  see  that  he  is  in  love;  it  is  a 
great  chance  for  a poor  little  shop-girl  to 
attract  a man  in  his  position.  See  how 
pleased  she  looks.” 

As  she  met  Madame  Riesen's  eyes,  the 
triumph  which  tlie  captain's  success  had 
brought  into  her  own  faded.  The  clock- 
maker's  wife  had  also  a triumphant  ex- 
pression ; but  there  was  malice  in  it,  and 
the  malice  of  a feeble  nature  is  always 
alarming. 

“ To  look  at  her”— Madame  Riesen  gave 
a careless  glance  across  the  room — “you 
would  never  imagine  her  to  be  a shop- 
girl, would  you  ? She  is  the  finest  girl  I 
have  seen  for  many  a day — so  fresh  and 
youthful.  And  what  a white  skin  she 
has !” — fixing  her  eyes  on  madanie's  brown 
throat.  “How  the  men  must  admire  it! 
They  do,  and  I hear  she  is  considered  very 
handsome.  Indeed,  between  ourselves,  I 
have  reason  to  know  that  she  has  a young- 


er and  far  more  suitable  admirer  than  our 
friend  the  captain.” 

She  looked  at  Madame  Carouge,  but  the 
widow’s  face  was  expressionless ; that  look 
of  malice  had  put  her  on  her  guard. 

“Really,”  she  said,  “you  interest  me; 
but  is  he  as  well  able  to  keep  a wife  as  the 
captain  is  ?” 

“Ido  not  know” — Madame  Riesen  spoke 
crossly.  ‘ ‘ As  you  say,  I am  romantic,  my 
dear  friend.  I think  of  love  before  money 
in  a marriage.” 

“Then  we  are  agreed,”  said  Madame 
Carouge,  with  her  fascinating  smile,  and 
she  moved  nearer  to  where  Marie  was  sit- 
ting. She  felt  curious  to  know  what  the 
captain  had  been  saying  to  bring  that 
warm  glow  of  pleasure  to  the  girl's  cheeks. 

Loigerot  could  hardly  take  his  eyes  off 
Marie,  the  delicate  fiush  added  so  much 
in  his  eyes  to  her  beauty,  but  he  felt 
obliged  to  turn  at  last  to  Madame  Bobi- 
neau. 

“I  have  been  asking  mademoiselle  if 
she  has  visited  the  Schanzli,  madame,  and 
she  says  No.  I propose,  with  your  leave, 
to  escort  you  both  there  on  Sunday  even- 
ing.” 

Madame  Bobineau  turned  away  from 
Riesen,  who  was  offering  her  a glass  of 
sirop  from  the  tray  which  Moritz  had  just 
placed  on  the  table. 

“Monsieur  is  goodness  itself,” she  said, 
in  her  fawning  voice. 

“I  thank  you,  madame.”  Loigerot 
was  conscious  of  his  power  over  Madame 
Bobineau,  and  he  puffed  out  his  words 
with  extra  force.  “Then  it  is  arranged 
that  I call  for  you  and  for  mademoiselle 
on  Sunday  evening : it  will  be  delightful.” 

At  this,  Riesen,  who  had  stood  by  a si- 
lent listener  to  this  arrangement,  turned 
to  Madame  Carouge. 

“The  idea  of  pleasure  is  infectious,” 
he  said,  with  a fatherly  glance  at  Marie. 
“The  bright  anticipation  I see  in  made- 
moiselle's eyes  makes  me  feel  that  we  too, 
madame,  should  try  to  have  a happy  day 
on  Sunday.  Shall  we  agree  to  go  to 
Thun  ?” 

“By  all  means;”  and  Madame  Carouge 
for  a moment  looked  almost  as  young  and 
gay  as  Marie  did. 

“It  gets  late,  Lorenz,”  said  Madame 
Riesen;  she  tapped  her  husband's  arm 
with  her  fan. 

“Yes,  indeed,  it  is  late,”  chimed  in  Ma- 
dame Bobineau.  “ Marie,  it  is  time  to  say 
good-night.” 
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While  they  made  their  adieux  the  cap- 
tain whispered  to  Madame  Bobineau,  “I 
may  walk  home  with  you  ?”  and  the  old 
woman  nodded. 

‘ ‘ A word  with  you,  monsieur,”  said  Ma- 
dame Carouge. 

But  the  gallant  captain  was  already 
outside  the  door  fingering  Marie’s  shawl, 
so  that  he  might  have  it  ready  to  put  it 
over  her  when  she  came  out  on  to  the 
great  landing.  Having  done  this  to  his 
satisfaction,  he  rolled  back  into  the  room 
and  caught  Madame  Riesen  sniggering  at 
a joke  she  had  just  made  at  his  expense, 
Madame  Carouge,  however,  came  forward 
gracefully. 

“ You  will  excuse  me,  my  kind  friend” 
— he  was  almost  breathless  with  impa- 
tience— “ the  ladies  await  me.  Good-night, 
dear  madame,  and  thank  you  a thousand 
times  for  the  happiness  you  have  given 
me.” 

She  held  out  her  hand,  and  the  captain 
raised  it  to  his  lips. 

“I  congratulate  you,”  she  said.  “I 
had  intended  to  give  you  a few  hints  as  to 
the  conduct  of  the  affair,  but  it  seems  to 
me  you  are  quite  able  to  manage  for  your- 
self. Au  revoir,  and  good  success.” 

He  kissed  his  fingers  to  her,  and  then 
nodding  to  the  Riesens,  he  rejoined  Marie 
and  Madame  Bobineau  in  such  a state  of 
excitement  that  he  missed  his  footing  on 
the  staircase,  and  but  for  Moritz’s  timely 
aid  would  have  rolled  to  the  bottom. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A CHAT. 

So  far  Rudolf  Engemann’s  female  ac- 
quaintances in  Berne  had  been  limited. 
He  was  only  intimate  with  the  beautiful 
widow,  and  circumstances  had  brought 
him  in  contact  with  Madame  Bobineau  and 
Madame  Riesen  and  one  or  two  others. 

It  is  true  that  the  heads  of  the  bank  in 
which  he  was  a clerk  had  in  turn  asked 
him  to  dine  with  them  in  their  chateaux 
some  way  out  of  the  town,  but  the  young 
fellow  felt  that  these  had  been  mere  kind- 
nesses shown  to  him,  and  that  the  gulf 
between  him  and  these  wealthy  person- 
ages was  too  wide  for  free  intercourse. 

Rudolf  was  not  ambitious,  and  he  did 
not  care  to  strain  his  ideas  so  as  to  force 
sympathy  with  people  who  looked  at  life 
from  a different  stand-point.  Perhaps  the 


key  to  his  sudden  interest  in  Marie  Pey- 
rolles,  apart  from  the  glamour  created  by 
her  looks,  was  the  fact  that  he  met  her  on 
equal  ground.  She  was  a shop-girl,  but 
then  nothing  about  her  recalled  any  faults 
or  short-comings  connected  with  that  po- 
sition. She  was  as  modest  and  as  gentle, 
Rudolf  thought,  as  if  his  own  mother  had 
reared  her,  and  this  was  the  highest  pi*aise 
the  young  fellow  could  have  bestowed 
on  any  woman ; but  the  thought  had  nev- 
er occurred  to  him  in  connection  with 
Madame  Carouge.  There  was  another 
point  of  equality  with  Marie:  she  had  no 
fortune ; she  depended  on  her  own  exertions 
for  her  living.  Madame  Bobineau  had 
taken  good  care  to  make  this  known  to 
every  one,  and  it  gave  Engemann  a sense 
of  sympathy  which  he  could  not  feel  with 
his  other  female  acquaintances.  Those 
were  among  the  excuses  he  made  to  him- 
self on  the  morning  after  the  party,  for 
he  was  ashamed  of  his  keen  feeling  of  dis- 
appointment when  he  looked  in  at  the 
window  of  the  Red  Glove  and  saw  that 
the  shop  was  empty. 

It  was  doubtless  owing  to  this  paucity 
of  female  friends  that  Engemann  had  re- 
mained ignorant  of  the  soiree  at  the  Hotel 
Beauregard.  He  had  looked  in  at  the  Red 
Glove  shop  on  Wednesday,but  he  only  saw 
Madame  Bobineau,  as  Marie  was  sewing 
hard  at  her  gown  in  the  room  behind  the 
curtained  door. 

Last  night  when  he  came  out  from  din- 
ner he  saw  that  Madame  Carouge  was 
again  absent  from  her  little  room,  and  ho 
had  remarked  that  Captain  Loigerct  had 
afiower  in  his  button-hole  and  was  singu- 
larly silent.  He  had  also  remarked  that 
Moritz  drove  the  dinner  on  in  a very  hur- 
ried manner,  and  that  there  was  far  less 
delay  than  usual  between  the  courses. 

Just  beyond  the  hotel,  at  the  corner  of 
the  street  opposite  the  Kornmarkt,  was  a 
flower  shop.  There  was  little  show  of 
flowera  in  the  broad  window,  a plant  or 
two,  some  dried  grasses,  and  two  or  three 
wreaths  of  immortelles,  but  even  a stran- 
ger like  Rudolf  knew  that  this  shop  had  a 
reputation  for  bouquets,  and  he  had  more 
than  once  thought  whether,  in  token  of 
gratitude  for  her  kindnesses,  he  ought  not 
to  order  a nosegay  there  and  present  it  to 
Madame  Carouge. 

This  morning  he  was  about  to  turn  into 
the  hotel  to  get  his  breakfast,  when  he 
saw  Captain  Loigerot  coming  out  of  the 
flower  shop.  He  stood  for  an  instant  bal- 
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ancing  himself  on  the  door-step,  his  legs 
wide  apart,  and  a hand  deep  down  in  each 
pocket ; a smile  of  perfect  but  indescriba- 
ble satisfaction  broadened  his  face,  while 
it  narrowed  his  eyes  into  slits. 

Rudolf  felt  inquisitive.  What  could 
the  captain  want  with  flowers  ? And  then 
it  occurred  to  him  that  it  was  possible  that 
he  too  wished  to  make  an  offering  to 
Madame  Carouge. 

He  was  inclined  to  cross  the  street  and 
ask  Loigerot  what  he  had  been  doing, 
but  his  reserve  made  him  hesitate.  Pre- 
sently the  clockmaker  came  up  and  spoke 
to  the  captain,  and  then  seeing  Engemann 
in  the  hotel  entrance,  they  both  crossed 
over  to  him. 

Riesen  was  laugliing  heartily,  but  Loi- 
gerot  seemed  confused. 

“Well,  well,  my  friendj”  the  clockmak- 
er said,  “I admire  you  immensely;  such 
promptitude  is  only  to  be  expected  from 
a soldier,  and  no  one  can  say  you  are 
faint-hearted.” 

Loigerot  looked  redder  than  usual,  En- 
gemann thought. 

“ Why  should  I be  faint-hearted  ?”  the 
stout  man  answered.  He  had  not  made  a 
confidant  of  Monsieur  Riesen,  and  he  did 
not  care  to  be  ridiculed  before  Engemann. 
“I — I” — ^he  pulled  at  the  tuft  of  hair  on 
his  chin.  “ It  seems  to  me  that  it  would 
be  ungrateful  on  my  part  to  have  hesita- 
tion.” 

Riesen  burst  into  another  hearty  laugh. 
“Great  heavens  1 I beg  pardon,”  he  said. 
“I  had  no  notion  of  your  rapidity;  that 
walk  home” — he  lowered  his  voice— “ that 
gave  the  affair  a lift,  I fancy.  Well,  I con- 
gratulate you.  Ha!  ha  I” 

The  captain  nodded,  but  he  looked 
grave,  and  as  he  walked  away,  Madame 
Carouge’s  parting  request  came  back  to 
the  clockmaker,  and  he  felt  foolish. 

“Pray  keep  this  affair  secret,  dear 
friends,”  she  had  said,  holding  his  and 
his  wife’s  hand  in  each  of  hers.  “ People 
might  laugh,  and  our  captain  would  not 
submit  to  ridicule,  I fear.” 

And  Monsieur  Riesen  had  solemnly 
promised  over  that  soft  hand  that  no  one 
should  learn  anything  from  him,  and  now 
he  had  joked  the  captain  before  Enge- 
mann. Already  he  saw  a question  in  En- 
gemann’s  honest  blue  eyes.  He  must  en- 
deavor to  prevent  this. 

“ I am  fortunate  this  morning,”  he  said 
to  the  young  fellow.  “I  had  b^n  plan- 
ning how  I could  see  you.” 


Rudolf  smiled.  “I  am  easily  found. 
I am  at  the  bank,  or  I am  to  be  found 
here  at  this  hour,  and  at  dinner.” 

“Yes,  yes,  I know;  but  during  the  day 
I have  my  business  to  see  to,  and  I hear 
when  you  leave  the  bank  you  take  pro- 
digious walks  into  the  country.” 

“Yes,  I am  fond  of  a walk.  I get  an 
appetite;  it  gives  me  something  to  do.” 

Riesen  gave  him  a smile  that  puzzled 
Engemann,  it  was  so  incredulous. 

“1  should  have  thought  you  might  find 
plenty  to  do  here.” 

There  was  the  slightest  movement  of  his 
eyes  toward  the  hotel. 

“You  have  something  to  tell  me,”  En- 
gemann said;  he  had  often  listened  to  the 
clockmaker’s  talk  with  Loigerot  and  oth- 
ers, and  he  was  on  his  guard  against  his 
fashion  of  extracting  a confidence. 

Rudolf  was  too  simple  to  be  irritated 
by  ridicule;  he  had  not  self-consciousness 
enough  to  apply  it  personally;  but  he 
shrank  from  any  comment  on  his  friend- 
ship for  the  widow. 

“Yes,  yes.  ” The  clockmaker  smiled  at 
the  check:  there  was  no  obtuseness  in 
Monsieur  Riesen;  he  was  fully  conscious 
of  the  force  of  every  blow  which  he  either 
dealt  or  received.  “I  was  about  to  pro- 
pose to  you  that,  as  the  weather  now  seems 
settled,  there  is,  I fancy,  no  hinderance  to 
our  boating  expedition  being  fixed  for 
Sunday.  What  do  you  say?  Are  you 
able  to  go  with  us  ?” 

“Thank  you,  yes;  I shall  enjoy  it  of  all 
things.  At  what  time  do  you  start?” 

“We  are  to  breakfast  with  Madame  Ca- 
rouge about  ten  o’clock,  and  afterward  we 
can  all  go  together  to  the  station.  I will 
order  a boat  to  be  in  readiness  at  Scherz- 
lingen  to  take  us  as  far  as  Gunten.  On  our 
return  Madame  Carouge  wishes  to  land 
before  we  reach  Thun,  and  to  walk  back 
through  the  woods.  We  can  dine  at  the 
Freienhof,  and  come  home  by  train  in  the 
cool  of  the  evening.  Do  you  approve  of 
this  programme  ?” 

He  smiled,  but  his  voice  sounded  stub- 
born. It  galled  him  to  think  that  this 
young  fellow  was  really  master  of  the  sit- 
uation; for  in  making  hLs  arrangements 
last  night  with  Madame  Carouge,  she  had 
more  than  once  said  that  they  must  depend 
on  whether  Sunday  would  suit  the  con- 
venience of  Monsieur  Engemann. 

Engemann’s  face  was  sufficient  answer 
to  Riesen’s  question,  and  it  is  possible 
that  the  glow  of  pleasure  it  expressed  was 
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an  extra  cause  of  irritation  to  his  com- 
panion. 

‘ ‘ I think  your  program  me  is  charming,  ” 
the  young  fellow  said.  Then,  although  he 
was  not  very  observant,  he  noticed  Rie- 
sen’s  grave  manner.  “It  is  very  kind,” 
he  added,  with  a smile  genial  enough  to 
sweeten  a cynic,  “ to  take  so  much  trouble 
to  give  others  a pleasant  holiday.” 

“I  intend  to  get  some  pleasure  out  of 
it  too,  my  friend” — Riesen  went  on  in 
his  mocking  manner — “though  I do  not 
expect  to  reap  from  it  the  profit  to  which 
you  aspire  — pardon  me,  I am  keeping 
you  from  your  breakfast.” 

The  sudden  color  in  the  young  fellow’s 
face  showed  him  where  Engemann  was 
vulnerable.  He  smiled  pleasantly  as  he 
nodded  his  farewell. 

“After  all,”  he  said  to  himself,  “if  he 
has  any  sense  of  honor,  he  will  not  pro- 
pose to  her.  He  must  know  what  will  be 
said  of  such  an  unequal  match.  The 
worst  of  it  is,  she  may  make  it  impossible 
for  the  young  fellow  to  help  proposing  to 


her.  Those  eyes  of  hers  are  omnipotent.” 
He  arched  his  eyebrows  at  this  till  they 
nearly  reached  his  forehead,  and  letting 
his  gray  beard  sink  into  his  waistcoat,  he 
walked  thoughtfully  home. 

Meanwhile  “the  young  fellow”  had 
walked  up  to  Madame  Carouge’s  parlor  in 
a happy  mood.  He  loved  boating,  and  it 
was  some  time  since  he  had  had  a real 
holiday.  Riesen’s  programme  had  sound- 
ed to  him  almost  fairy-like,  for  he  knew 
well  how  beautiful  was  the  scenery  of  the 
Lake  of  Thun.  He  was  impatient  to  thank 
Madame  Carouge  for  the  pleasure  she  had 
procured  him. 

The  glass  door  was  closed,  and  when  he 
looked  through  the  window  he  saw  that 
the  room  was  empty. 

It  was  still  early,  and  Madame  Carouge 
had  been  tired  out  on  the  previous  even- 
ing. This  morning,  instead  of  rising  as 
soon  as  she  had  drank  her  chocolate,  she 
had  turned  round  and  was  now  fast  asleep. 
Before  she  came  down-stairs  Rudolf  En- 
gemann was  on  his  way  to  the  bank. 


“MANIFEST  DESTINY. 


WE  have  seen  how  desirable  it  is  that 
self-governing  groups  of  men  should 
be  enabled  to  work  together  in  permanent 
harmony  and  on  a great  scale.  In  this 
kind  of  political  integration  the  work  of 
civilization  very  largely  consists.  We 
have  seen  how  in  its  most  primitive 
form  political  society  is  made  up  of  small 
self-governing  groups  that  are  perpetu- 
ally at  war  with  one  another.  Now  the 
process  of  change  which  we  call  civiliza- 
tion means  quite  a number  of  things,  but 
there  is  no  doubt  that  it  means  primarily 
the  gradual  substitution  of  a state  of  peace 
for  a state  of  war.  This  change  is  the 
condition  precedent  for  all  the  other  kinds 
of  improvement  that  are  connoted  by  such 
a term  as  “civilization.”  Manifestly  the 
development  of  industry  is  largely  de- 
pendent upon  the  cessation  or  restriction 
of  warfare;  and  furthermore,  as  the  in- 
dustrial phase  of  civilization  slowly  sup- 
plants the  military  phase,  men’s  charac- 
ters undergo,  though  very  slowly,  a corre- 
sponding change.  Men  become  less  in- 
clined to  destroy  life  or  to  inflict  pain;  or 
to  use  the  popular  terminology,  which 
happens  to  coincide  precisely  with  that  of 
the  doctrine  of  evolution,  they  become 


less  brutal  and  more  humane.  Obvious- 
ly, then,  the  primary  phase  of  the  process 
called  civilization  is  the  general  diminu- 
tion of  warfare.  But  we  have  seen  that  a 
general  diminution  of  warfare  is  rendered 
possible  only  by  the  union  of  small  polit- 
ical groups  into  larger  groups  that  are 
kept  together  by  community  of  inter- 
ests, and  that  can  adjust  their  mutual  re- 
lations by  legal  discussion,  without  com- 
ing to  blows.  In  the  preceding  paper 
we  considered  this  process  of  political  in- 
tegration as  variously  exemplified  by  com- 
munities of  Hellenic,  of  Roman,  and  of 
Teutonic  race,  and  we  saw  how  manifold 
were  the  difficulties  which  the  process  had 
to  encounter.  We  saw  how  the  Teutons 
— at  least  in  Switzerland,  England,  and 
America — had  succeeded  best  through  the 
retention  of  local  self-government  com- 
bined with  central  representation.  We 
saw  how  the  Romans  failed  of  ultimate 
success  because  by  weakening  self-gov- 
ernment they  weakened  that  community 
of  interest  which  is  essential  to  the  per- 
manence of  a great  political  aggregate. 
We  saw  how  the  Greeks,  after  passing 
through  their  most  glorious  period  in  a 
state  of  chronic  warfare,  had  begun  to 
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achieve  considerable  success  in  forming  a 
pacific  federation  when  their  independent 
career  was  suddenly  cut  short  by  the  Ro- 
man conqueror. 

This  last  example  introduces  us  to  a 
fresh  consideration  of  very  great  impor- 
tance. It  is  not  only  that  every  progress- 
ive community  has  had  to  solve,  in  one 
way  or  another,  the  problem  of  securing 
permanent  concert  of  action  without  sac- 
rificing local  independence  of  action,  but 
while  engaged  in  this  difficult  work  the 
community  has  had  to  defend  itself  against 
the  attacks  of  other  communities.  In  the 
case  just  cited  of  the  conquest  of  Greece 
by  Rome  little  harm  was  done,  perhaps. 
But  under  different  circumstances  im- 
mense damage  may  have  been  done  in 
this  way,  and  the  nearer  we  go  to  the  be- 
ginnings of  civilization,  the  greater  the 
danger.  At  the  dawn  of  history  we  see 
a few  brilliant  points  of  civilization  sur- 
rounded on  every  side  by  a midnight 
blackness  of  barbarism.  In  order  that 
the  pacific  community  may  be  able  to  go 
on  doing  its  work  it  must  be  strong  enough 
and  warlike  enough  to  overcome  its  bar- 
baric neighbors,  Tvho  have  no  notion  what- 
ever of  keeping  peace.  This  is  another 
of  the  seeming  paradoxes  of  the  history 
of  civilization,  that  for  a very  long  time 
the  possibility  of  peace  can  be  guaranteed 
only  through  war.  Obviously  the  per- 
manent peace  of  the  world  can  be  secured 
only  through  the  gradual  concentration 
of  the  preponderant  military  strength 
into  the  hands  of  the  most  pacific  com- 
munities. With  infinite  toil  and  trouble 
this  point  has  been  slowly  gained  by  man- 
kind through  the  circumstance  that  the 
very  same  political  aggregation  of  small 
primitive  communities  which  makes  them 
less  disposed  to  quarrel  among  themselves 
tends  also  to  make  them  more  than  a 
match  for  the  less  coherent  groups  of  their 
more  barbarous  neighbors.  The  same  con- 
cert of  action  which  tends  toward  internal 
harmony  tends  also  toward  external  vic- 
tory, and  both  ends  are  promoted  by  the 
co-operation  of  the  same  sets  of  causes. 
But  for  a long  time  all  the  political  prob- 
lems of  the  civilized  world  were  compli- 
cated by  the  fact  that  the  community  had 
to  fight  for  its  life.  We  seldom  stop  to 
reflect  upon  the  imminent  danger  from 
outside  attacks,  whether  from  surround- 
ing barbarism  or  from  neighboring  civili- 
zations of  lower  type,  amid  which  the  rich 
and  high-toned  civilizations  of  Greece  and 


Rome  were  developed.  When  the  King 
of  Persia  undertook  to  reduce  Greece  to 
the  condition  of  a Persian  satrapy  there 
was  imminent  danger  that  all  the  enor- 
mous fruition  of  Greek  thought  in  the 
intellectual  life  of  the  European  world 
might  have  been  nipped  in  the  bud.  And 
who  can  tell  how  often  in  prehistoric 
times  some  little  gleam  of  civilization,  less 
bright  and  steady  than  this  one  had  be- 
come, may  have  been  quenched  in  slavery 
or  massacre  ? The  greatest  work  which 
the  Romans  performed  in  the  world  was 
to  assume  the  aggressive  against  mena- 
cing barbarism,  to  subdue  it,  to  tame  it, 
and  to  enlist  its  brute  force  on  the  side  of 
law  and  order.  This  was  a murderous 
work,  but  it  had  to  be  done  by  some  one 
before  you  could  expect  to  have  great  and 
peaceful  civilizations  like  our  own.  The 
warfare  of  Rome  is  by  no  means  adequate- 
ly explained  by  the  theory  of  a deliberate 
immoral  policy  of  aggression — “infer- 
nal,” I believe,  is  the  stronger  adjective 
which  Dr.  Draper  uses.  The  aggi'essive 
wars  of  Rome  were  largely  dictated  by 
just  such  considerations  as  those  which 
a century  ago  made  it  necessary  for  the 
English  to  put  down  the  raids  of  the 
Scotch  Highlanders,  and  which  have  since 
made  it  necessary  for  Russia  to  subdue  the 
Caucasus.  It  is  not  easy  for  a turbulent 
community  to  live  next  to  an  orderly  one 
without  continually  stirring  up  frontier 
disturbances  which  call  for  stern  repres- 
sion from  the  orderly  community.  Such 
considemtions  go  far  toward  explaining 
the  military  history  of  the  Romans,  and 
it  is  a history  with  which,  on  the  whole, 
we  ought  to  sympathize.  In  its  European 
relations  that  history  is  the  history  of  the 
moving  of  the  civilized  frontier  north- 
ward and  eastward  against  the  disastrous 
encroacliments  of  barbarous  peoples. 

This  great  movement  has,  on  the  whole, 
been  steadily  kept  up,  in  spite  of  some 
apparent  fluctuation  in  the  fifth  and  sixth 
centuries  of  the  Christian  era,  and  it  is  still 
going  on  to-day.  It  was  a great  gain  for 
civilization  when  the  Romans  overcame 
the  Keltiberians  of  Spain,  and  taught 
them  good  manners  and  the  Latin  lan- 
guage, and  made  it  for  their  interest  here- 
after to  fight  against  barbarians.  The 
third  European  peninsula  was  thus  won 
over  to  the  side  of  law  and  order.  Dan- 
ger now  remained  on  the  north.  The 
Gauls  had  once  sacked  the  city  of  Rome; 
hordes  of  Teutons  had  lately  menaced  the 
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very  heart  of  civilization,  but  had  been 
overthrown  in  murderous  combat  by  Caius 
Marius.  Another  great  Teutonic  move- 
ment, led  by  Ariovistus,  now  threatened 
to  precipitate  the  whole  barbaric  force  of 
southeastern  Gaul  upon  the  civilized 
world ; and  so  it  occurred  to  the  prescient 
genius  of  Caesar  to  be  beforehand  and 
conquer  Gaul,  and  enlist  all  its  giant  bar- 
baric force  on  the  side  of  civilization. 
This  great  work  was  as  thoroughly  done 
as  anything  that  was  ever  done  in  human 
history,  and  we  ought  to  be  thankful  to 
Caesar  for  it  every  day  that  we  live.  The 
frontier  to  be  defended  against  barbarism 
was  now  moved  away  up  to  the  Rhine, 
and  was  very  much  shortened ; but,  above 
all,  the  Gauls  were  made  to  feel  themselves 
to  be  Romans.  Their  country  became  one 
of  the  chief  strongholds  of  civilization  and 
of  Christianity;  and  when  the  frightful 
shock  of  barbarism  came — the  most  for- 
midable blow  that  has  ever  been  directed 
by  barbaric  brute  force  against  European 
civilization— it  was  in  Gaul  that  it  was 
repelled  and  that  its  force  was  spent. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  fifth  century  an 
enormous  horde  of  yellow  Mongolians, 
known  as  Huns,  poured  down  into  Eu- 
rope, with  avowed  intent  to  burn  and  de- 
stroy all  the  good  work  which  Rome  had 
wrought  in  the  world,  and  wonderful  was 
the  havoc  they  effected  in  the  course  of 
fifty  years.  If  Attila  had  carried  his 
point,  it  has  been  thought  that  the  work 
of  European  civilization  might  have  had 
to  be  begun  over  again.  But  near  Cha- 
lons, on  the  Marne,  in  the  year  451,  in  one  * 
of  the  most  obstinate  struggles  of  which 
history  preserves  the  record,  the  career  of 
the  “ Scourge  of  God”  was  arrested,  and 
mainly  by  the  prowess  of  Gauls  and  of 
Visigoths  whom  the  genius  of  Rome  had 
tamed.  That  was  the  last  day  on  which 
barbarism  was  able  to  contend  with  civil- 
ization on  equal  terms.  It  was  no  doubt 
a critical  day  for  all  future  history,  and 
for  its  favorable  issue  we  must  largely 
thank  the  policy  adopted  by  Caesar  five 
centuries  before.  By  the  end  of  the  eighth 
century  tlie  great  power  of  the  Franks  had 
become  enlisted  in  behalf  of  law  and  or- 
der, and  the  Roman  throne  was  occupied 
by  a Frank,  the  ablest  man  who  had  ap- 
peared in  the  world  since  Caesai*’s  death, 
and  one  of  the  worthiest  achievements  of 
Charles  the  Great  was  the  conquest  and 
conversion  of  pagan  Germany,  which 
threw  the  frontier  against  barbarism  east- 


ward as  far  as  the  Oder,  and  made  it  so 
much  the  easier  to  defend  Europe.  In  the 
thirteenth  century  this  frontier  was  per- 
manently carried  forward  to  the  Vistu- 
la by  the  Teutonic  Knights,  who,  under 
commission  from  the  Emperor  Frederick 
II.,  overcame  the  heathen  Russians  and 
Lithuanians;  and  now  it  began  to  be 
shown  how  greatly  the  military  strength 
of  Europe  had  increased.  In  this  same  cen- 
tury Batu,  the  grandson  of  Jinghis  Khan, 
came  down  into  Europe  with  a horde  of 
more  than  a million  of  Mongols,  and 
tried  to  repeat  the  experiment  of  Attila. 
Batu  penetrated  as  far  as  Silesia,  and  won 
a great  battle  at  Liognitz  in  1241.  but  in 
spite  of  his  victory  he  had  to  desist  from 
the  task  of  conquering  Europe.  Since  the 
fifth  century  the  physical  power  of  the 
civilized  world  had  grown  immensely,  and 
the  impetus  of  this  barbaric  invasion  was 
mainly  spent  upon  Russia,  the  growth  of 
which  it  succeeded  in  retarding  for  more 
than  two  centuries.  Finally,  since  the  six- 
teenth century  we  have  seen  the  Russians, 
redeemed  from  their  Mongolian  oppressors, 
and  rich  in  many  of  the  elements  of  a vig- 
orous national  life — we  have  seen  the  Rus- 
sians resume  the  aggressive  in  this  conflict 
of  ages,  beginning  to  do  for  Central  Asia 
in  some  sort  what  the  Romans  did  for  Eu- 
rope. The  Aryan  people,  after  attaining 
a high  stage  of  civilization  in  Europe,  are 
at  last  b^inning  to  recover  their  ancient 
homestead.  The  frontier  against  barba- 
rism, which  Caesar  left  at  the  Rhine,  has 
been  carried  eastwai*d  to  the  Volga,  and 
is  now  advancing  even  to  the  Oxus.  The 
question  has  sometimes  been  raised  wheth- 
er it  would  be  possible  for  European  civil- 
ization to  be  seriously  threatened  by  any 
future  invasion  of  barbarism  or  of  some 
lower  type  of  civilization.  By  barbarism 
certainly  not;  all  the  nomad  strength  of 
Mongolian  Asia  would  throw  itself  in  vain 
against  the  insuperable  barrier  constituted 
by  Russia.  But  I have  heard  it  quite  se- 
riously suggested  that  if  some  future  At- 
tila or  Jinghis  were  to  wield  as  a unit  the 
entire  military  strength  of  the  four  hun- 
dred millions  of  Chinase,  possessed  with 
some  suddenly  conceived  idea  of  conquer- 
ing the  world,  even  as  Omar  and  Abder- 
rahman  wielded  as  a unit  the  newly  weld- 
ed power  of  the  Saracens  in  the  seventh 
and  eighth  centuries,  then  perhaps  a stag- 
geridfe  blow  might  yet  be  dealt  against 
European  civilization.  I will  not  waste 
precious  time  in  considea'ing  this  imagi- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


“MANIFEST  DESTINY.” 


581 


nary  case  further  than  to  remark  that  if 
the  Chinese  are  ever  going  to  try  any- 
thing of  this  sort,  they  can  not  afford  to 
wait  very  long;  for  within  another  cen- 
tury, as  we  shall  presently  see,  their  very 
numbers  will  be  surpassed  by  those  of  the 
English  race  alone.  By  that  time  all  the 
elements  of  military  predominance  on  the 
earth,  including  that  of  simple  numerical 
superiority,  will  have  been  gathered  into 
the  hands  not  merely  of  Europeans  gen- 
erally, but  more  specifically  into  the  hands 
of  the  offspring  of  the  Teutonic  tribes  who 
conquered  Britain  in  the  fifth  century.  So 
far  as  the  relations  of  European  civiliza- 
tion with  outside  barbarism  are  concerned 
to-day,  the  only  serious  question  is  by  what 
process  of  modification  the  barbarous  races 
are  to  maintain  their  foot-hold  upon  the 
earth  at  all.  Where  once  they  threat- 
ened the  very  continuance  of  civilization, 
they  now  exist  only  on  sufferance. 

In  this  brief  survey  of  the  advancing 
frontier  of  European  civilization  I have 
said  nothing  about  the  danger  that  has 
from  time  to  time  been  threatened  by  the 
followers  of  Mohammed,  of  the  overthrow 
of  the  Saracens  in  Gaul  by  the  grandfa- 
ther of  Charles  the  Great,  or  their  over- 
throw at  Constantinople  by  the  image- 
breaking Leo,  of  the  great  mediaeval  Cru- 
sades, or  of  the  mischievous  but  futile  ca- 
reer of  the  Turks ; for  if  I were  to  attempt 
to  draw  this  outline  with  anything  like 
completeness,  I should  have  no  room  left 
for  the  conclusion  of  my  argument.  Con- 
sidering my  position  thus  far  as  sufficient- 
ly illustrated,  let  us  go  on  to  contemplate 
for  a moment  some  of  the  effects  of  all  this 
secular  turmoil  upon  the  political  devel- 
opment of  the  progressive  nations  of  Eu- 
rope. I think  we  may  safely  lay  it  down 
as  a large  and  general  rule  that  all  this 
prodigious  warfare  required  to  free  the 
civilized  world  from  peril  of  barbarian  at- 
tack served  greatly  to  increase  the  diffi- 
culty of  solving  the  great  initial  problem 
of  civilization.  In  the  first  place,  the  tur- 
bulence thus  arising  was  a serious  obstacle 
to  the  formation  of  closely  coherent  polit- 
ical aggregates,  as  we  see  exemplified  in 
the  terrible  convulsions  of  the  fifth  and 
sixth  centuries,  and  again  in  the  ascend- 
ency acquired  by  the  isolating  features  of 
feudalism  between  the  time  of  Charles  the 
Great  and  the  time  of  Louis  VI.  of  France. 
In  the  second  place,  this  perpetual  turbu- 
lence was  a serious  obstacle  to  the  preser- 
vation of  popular  liberties.  It  is  a very 
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difficult  thing  For  a free  people  to  main- 
tain its  free  constitution  if  it  has  to  keep 
perpetually  fighting  for  its  life.  The  ‘ ‘ one- 
man  power,”  less  fit  for  carrying  on  the 
peaceful  pursuits  of  life,  is  sure  to  be 
brought  into  the  for^round  in  a state  of 
endless  warfare.  It  is  a still  more  difficult 
thing  for  a free  people  to  maintain  its  free 
constitution  when  it  undertakes  to  govern 
a dependent  people  despotically,  as  has 
been  wont  to  happen  when  a portion  of 
the  barbaric  world  has  been  overcome  and 
annexed  to  the  civilized  world.  Under  the 
weight  of  these  two  difficulties  combined 
the  free  institutions  of  the  ancient  Romans 
succumbed,  and  their  government  grad- 
ually passed  into  the  hands  of  a kind  of 
close  corporation,  more  despotic  than  any- 
thing else  of  the  sort  that  Europe  has  ever 
seen.  This  despotic  character,  this  tend- 
ency, if  you  will  pardon  the  word,  to- 
wai^  the  asiaticization  of  European  life, 
was  continued  by  inheritance  in  the  Ro- 
man Church,  the  influence  of  which  was 
beneficent  so  long  as  it  constituted  a whole- 
some check  to  the  isolating  tendencies  of 
feudalism,  but  began  to  become  noxious 
the  moment  these  tendencies  yielded  to 
the  centralizing  monarchical  tendency  in 
nearly  all  parts  of  Europe. 

The  asiaticizing  tendency  of  Roman 
political  life  had  become  so  powerful  by 
the  fourth  century,  and  has  since  been 
so  powerfully  propagated  through  the 
Church,  that  we  ought  to  be  glad  that  the 
Teutons  came  into  the  empire  as  masters 
rather  than  as  subjects.  As  the  German- 
ic tribes  got  possession  of  the  government 
in  one  part  of  Europe  after  another  they 
brought  with  them  free  institutions  again. 
The  political  ideas  of  the  Gk>ths  in  Spain, 
of  the  Lombards  in  Italy,  and  of  the 
Franks  and  Burgundians  in  Gaul  were 
as  distinctly  free  as  those  of  the  Angles  in 
Britain.  But  as  the  outcome  of  the  long 
and  uninterrupted  turmoil  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  society  throughout  the  continent  of 
Europe  remained  predominantly  military 
in  type,  and  this  fact  greatly  increased 
the  tendency  toward  despotism  which  was 
inherited  from  Rome.  After  the  close  of 
the  thirteenth  century  the  whole  power  of 
the  Church  was  finally  thrown  into  the 
scale  against  the  liberties  of  the  people, 
and  as  the  result  of  all  these  forces  com- 
bined we  find  that  at  the  time  when 
America  was  discovered  government  was 
hardening  into  despotism  in  all  the  great 
countries  of  Europe  except  England. 
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Even  in  England  the  tendency  toward 
despotism  had  begun  to  become  quite  con- 
spicuous after  the  wholesale  slaughter  of 
the  great  barons  in  the  wars  of  the  Roses, 
The  whole  constitutional  history  of  Eng- 
land during  the  Tudor  and  Stuart  periods 
is  the  history  of  the  persistent  effort  of 
the  English  sovereign  to  free  himself  from 
constitutional  checks,  as  his  brother  sov- 
ereigns on  the  Continent  were  doing.  But 
how  different  the  result ! How  enormous 
the  political  difference  between  William 
III.  and  Louis  XIV.,  compared  with  the 
difference  between  Henry  VIII.  and  Fran- 
cis I. ! The  close  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury, which  marks  the  culmination  of  the 
asiaticizing  tendency  in  Europe,  saw  des- 
potism, both  political  and  religious,  firm- 
ly established  in  France  and  Spain  and  It- 
aly and  in  half  of  Germany,  while  the 
rest  of  (Germany  seemed  to  have  exhaust- 
ed itself  in  the  attempt  to  throw  off  the 
incubus.  But  in  England  this  same  epoch 
saw  freedom,  both  political  and  religious, 
established  on  so  firm  a foundation  as 
never  again  to  be  shaken,  never  again 
with  impunity  to  be  threatened,  so  long 
as  the  language  of  Locke  and  Milton  and 
Sidney  shall  remain  a living  speech  on 
the  lips  of  men.  Now  this  wonderful  dif- 
ference between  the  career  of  popular  lib- 
erty iirEngland  and  on  the  Continent  was 
due,  no  doubt,  to  a complicated  variety  of 
causes,  one  or  two  of  which  I have  already 
sought  to  point  out.  In  my  first  lecture  I 
alluded  to  the  curious  combination  of  cir- 
cumstances which  prevented  anything 
like  a severance  of  interests  between  the 
upper  and  the  lower  ranks  of  society ; and 
something  was  also  said  about  the  feeble- 
ness of  the  grasp  of  imperial  Rome  upon 
Britain  compared  with  its  grasp  upon  the 
continent  of  Europe.  But  what  I wish 
now  to  point  out  is  the  enormous  advan- 
tage of  what  we  may  call  the  strategic  po- 
sition  of  England  in  the  long  mediaeval 
struggle  between  civilization  and  barba- 
rism. In  Professor  Stubbs’s  admirable  col- 
lection of  charters  and  documents  illus- 
trative of  English  history  we  read  that 
“on  the  6th  of  July  [1264]  the  whole 
force  of  the  country  was  summoned  to  Lon- 
don for  the  3d  of  August  to  resist  the  army 
which  was  coming  from  France  under  the 
queen  and  her  son  Ed  round.  The  invading 
fleet  was  prevented  by  the  weather  from 
sailing  until  too  late  in  the  season .... 
The  papal  legate,  Guy  Foulquois,  who 
soon  after  became  Clement  IV.,  threaten- 


ed the  barons  with  excommunication,  but 
the  bull  containing  the  sentence  was  tak- 
en by  the  men  of  Dover  as  soon  as  it  ar- 
rived, and  was  thrown  into  the  sea.”*  As 
I read  this  I think  of  the  sturdy  men  of 
Connecticut  beating  the  drum  to  prevent 
the  reading  of  the  royal  order  of  James  II. 
depriving  the  colony  of  the  control  of  its 
own  militia,  and  feel  with  pride  that  the 
indomitable  spirit  of  English  liberty  is 
alike  indomitable  in  every  land  where 
men  of  English  race  have  set  their  feet  as 
masters.  But  as  the  success  of  Americans 
in  withstanding  the  unconstitutional  pre- 
tensions of  the  crown  was  greatly  favored 
by  the  barrier  of  the  ocean,  so  the  success 
of  Englishmen  in  defying  the  enemies  of 
their  freedom  has  no  doubt  been  greatly 
favored  by  the  barrier  of  the  English  Chan- 
nel. The  war  between  Henry  III.  and 
the  barons  was  an  event  in  English  his- 
tory no  less  critical  than  the  war  between 
Charles  I.  and  the  Parliament  four  centu- 
ries later;  and  we  have  every  reason  to  be 
thankful  that  a great  French  army  was 
not  able  to  get  across  the  Channel  in  Au- 
gust, 1264.  Nor  was  this  the  only  time 
when  the  insular  position  of  England  did 
goodly  service  in  maintaining  its  liberties 
and  its  internal  peace.  We  can  not  for- 
get how  Lord  Howard  of  Effingham,  aid- 
ed also  by  the  weather,  defeated  the  ar- 
mada that  boasted  itself  ‘ ‘ invincible,  ” sent 
to  strangle  freedom  in  its  chosen  home  by 
the  most  execrable  and  ruthless  tyrant 
that  Europe  has  ever  seen  — a tyrant 
whose  victory  would  have  meant  the  usur- 
pation of  the  English  crown  and  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  Inquisition  at  Westmin- 
ster Hall.  Nor  can  we  forget  with  what 
longing  eyes  the  Corsican  barbarian  wha 
wielded  for  mischief  the  forces  of  France 
in  1806  looked  across  from  Boulogne  at  the 
shores  of  the  one  European  land  that  nev- 
er in  word  or  deed  granted  him  homage. 
But  in  these  latter  days  England  has  had 
no  need  of  stormy  weather  to  aid  the 
prowess  of  the  sea-kings  who  are  her  nat- 
ural defenders.  It  is  impossible  for  the 
thoughtful  student  of  history  to  walk 
across  Trafalgar  Square  and  gaze  on  the 
image  of  the  mightiest  naval  hero  that 
ever  lived,  on  the  summit  of  his  lofty  col- 
umn, and  guarded  by  the  royal  lions^ 
looking  down  toward  the  government- 
house  of  the  land  that  he  freed  from  the 
dread  of  Napoleonic  invasion,  and  toward 
that  ancient  church  wherein  the  most  sa- 
• Stubbs,  Select  Charters,  401. 
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cred  memories  of  English  talent  and  Eng* 
lish  toil  are  clustered  together — it  is  im- 
possible, I say,  to  look  at  this  and  not 
admire  both  the  artistic  instinct  that  de- 
vised so  happy  a symbolism  and  the  rare 
good  fortune  of  our  Teutonic  ancestors  in 
securing  a territorial  position  so  readily 
defensible  against  the  assaults  of  despot- 
ic powers.  But  it  was  not  merely  in  the 
simple  facility  of  warding  off  external 
attack  that  the  insular  position  of  Eng- 
land was  so  serviceable.  This  ease  in 
warding  off  external  attack  had  its  most 
marked  effect  upon  the  internal  polity  of 
the  nation.  It  never  became  necessary 
for  the ‘English  government  to  keep  up  a 
great  standing  army.  For  purposes  of 
external  defense  a navy  was  all-sufficient, 
and  there  is  this  practical  difference  be- 
tween a permanent  army  and  a permanent 
navy:  both  are  originally  designed  for 
purposes  of  external  defense,  but  the  one 
can  readily  be  used  for  purposes  of  inter- 
nal oppression,  and  the  other  can  not 
readily  be  so  used.  Nobody  ever  heard 
of  a navy  putting  up  an  empire  at  auc- 
tion sale,  and  knocking  down  the  throne 
of  the  world  to  a Didius  Julianus.  When, 
therefore,  a country  is  effectually  screen- 
ed by  water  from  external  attack,  it  is 
screened  in  a way  that  permits  its  normal 
political  development  to  go  on  internal- 
ly without  those  manifold  military  hin- 
derances  that  have  ordinarily  been  so  ob- 
structive in  the  history  of  civilization. 
Hence  we  not  only  see  why,  after  the 
Norman  conquest  had  operated  to  in- 
crease its  unity  and  its  strength,  England 
enjoyed  a far  greater  amount  of  security 
and  was  far  more  peaceful  than  any  other 
country  in  Europe,  but  we  also  see  why 
society  never  assumed  the  military  type 
in  England  which  it  assumed  upon  the 
Continent;  we  see  how  it  was  that  the 
bonds  of  feudalism  were  far  looser  here 
than  elsewhere,  and  therefore  how  it  hap- 
pened that  nowhere  else  was  the  condi- 
tion of  the  common  people  so  good  polit- 
ically. 

We  now  begin  to  see,  moreover,  how 
thoroughly  Professor  Stubbs  and  Mr.  Free- 
man are  justified  in  insisting  upon  the 
fact  that  the  political  institutions  of  the 
Germans  of  Tacitus  have  had  a more  nor- 
mal and  uninterrupted  development  in 
England  than  anywhere  else.  Nowhere, 
indeed,  in  the  whole  history  of  the  human 
race  can  we  point  to  such  a well-rounded 
and  unbroken  continuity  of  political  life 


as  we  find  in  the  thousand  years  of  Eng- 
lish history  that  have  elapsed  since  the 
victory  of  William  the  Norman  at  Senlac. 
In  England  the  free  government  of  the 
primitive  Aryans  has  been  to  this  day  un- 
interruptedly maintained,  though  every- 
where lost  or  seriously  impaired  on  the 
continent  of  Europe,  except  in  remote 
Scandinavia  and  impregnable  Switzer- 
land. But  obviously,  if  in  the  conflict 
of  ages  between  civilization  and  barba- 
rism England  had  occupied  such  an  infe- 
rior strategic  position  as  that  occupied  by 
Hungary  or  Poland,  or  even  by  France  or 
Spain,  no  such  remarkable  and  quite  ex- 
ceptional result  could  have  been  achieved. 
Having  duly  fathomed  the  significance  of 
this  strategic  position  of  the  English  race 
while  confined  within  the  limits  of  the 
British  Islands,  we  are  now  prepared  to 
consider  the  significance  of  the  stupendous 
expansion  of  the  English  race,  which  first 
became  possible  through  the  discovery  and 
settlement  of  North  America.  I said  at 
the  close  of  my  first  paper  that  the  vic- 
tory of  Wolfe  at  Quebec  marks  the  great- 
est turning-point  as  yet  discernible  in  all 
modern  history.  At  the  first  blush  such 
an  unqualified  statement  may  have  sound- 
ed as  if  an  American  student  of  history 
were  inclined  to  attach  an  undue  value  to 
events  that  have  happened  upon  his  own 
soil.  After  the  survey  of  universal  his- 
tory which  we  have  now  taken,  however, 
I am  fully  prepared  to  show  that  the  con- 
quest of  the  North  American  continent  by 
men  of  English  race  was  unquestionably 
the  most  prodigious  event  in  the  political 
annals  of  mankind.  Let  us  consider  for 
a moment  the  cardinal  facts  which  this 
English  conquest  and  settlement  of  North 
America  involved. 

Chronologically  the  discovery  of  Amer- 
ica coincides  precisely  with  the  close  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  and  with  the  opening  of 
the  drama  of  what  is  called  modern  his- 
tory. The  coincidence  is  in  many  ways 
significant.  The  close  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
as  we  have  seen,  was  characterized  by  the 
increasing  power  of  the  crown  in  all  the 
great  countries  of  Europe,  and  by  strong 
symptoms  of  popular  restlessness  in  view 
of  this  increasing  power.  It  was  charac- 
terized also  by  the  g^reat  Protestant  out- 
break against  the  despotic  pretensions  of 
the  Church,  which  once,  in  its  antago- 
nism to  the  rival  temporal  power,  had  be- 
friended the  liberties  of  the  people,  but 
now  (since  the  deatli  of  Boniface  VIII.) 
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sought  to  inthrall  them  with  a tyranny 
far  worse  than  that  of  irresponsible  king 
or  emperor.  As  we  have  seen  Aryan  civ- 
ilization in  Europe  struggling  for  many 
centuries  to  prove  itself  superior  to  the  as- 
saults of  outer  barbarism,  so  here  we  find 
a decisive  struggle  beginning  between  the 
antagonistic  tendencies  which  had  grown 
up  in  the  midst  of  this  civilization.  Hav- 
ing at  length  won  the  privilege  of  living 
without  risk  of  slaughter  and  pillage  at 
the  hands  of  Saracens  or  Mongols,  the 
question  now  arose  whether  the  Aryans 
of  Europe  should  go  on  and  apply  their 
intelligence  freely  to  the  problem  of  mak- 
ing life  as  rich  and  fruitful  as  possible 
in  varied  material  and  spiritual  achieve- 
ment, or  should  fall  into  the  barren  and 
monotonous  way  of  living  and  thinking 
which  has  always  distinguished  the  half- 
civilized  populations  of  Asia.  This,  and 
nothing  less  than  this,  I think,  was  the 
practical  political  question  really  at  stake 
in  the  sixteenth  century  between  Prot- 
estantism and  Catholicism.  Holland  and 
England  entered  the  lists  in  behalf  of  the 
one  solution  of  this  question,  while  Spain 
and  the  Pope  defended  the  other,  and  the 
issue  was  fought  out  on  European  soil,  as 
we  have  seen,  with  varying  success.  But 
the  discovery  of  America  now  came  to 
open  up  an  enormous  region  in  which 
whatever  seed  of  civilization  should  be 
planted  was  sure  to  grow  to  such  enor- 
mous dimensions  as  by-and-by  to  exert  a 
controlling  infiuence  upon  all  such  con- 
troversies. It  was  for  Spain,  France,  and 
England  to  contend  for  the  possession  of 
this  vast  region,  and  to  prove  by  the  result 
of  the  struggle  which  kind  of  civilization 
was  endowed  with  the  higher  and  sturdier 
political  life.  The  race  which  here  should 
gain  the  victory  was  clearly  destined  here- 
after to  take  the  lead  in  the  world,  though 
the  rival  powers  could  not  in  those  days 
fully  appreciate  this  fact.  They  who  found- 
ed colonies  in  America  as  trading  stations 
or  military  outposts  probably  did  not  fore- 
see that  these  colonies  must  by-and-by  be- 
come imperial  states  far  greater  in  phys- 
ical mass  than  the  states  which  planted 
them.  It  is  not  likely  that  they  were  phi- 
losophers enough  to  foresee  that  this  pro- 
digious physical  development  would  mean 
that  the  political  ideas  of  tlie  parent  state 
should  acquire  a hundredfold  power  and 
seminal  influence  in  the  future  work  of 
the  world.  It  was  not  until  the  American 
Revolution  that  this  began  to  be  dimly 


realized  by  a few  prescient  thinkers.  It  is 
by  no  means  so  fully  realized  even  now 
that  a clear  and  thorough-going  statement 
of  it  has  not  somewhat  an  air  of  novelty. 
When  the  liighly  civilized  community, 
representing  the  ripest  political  ideas  of 
England,  was  planted  in  America,  re- 
moved from  the  manifold  and  compli- 
cated checks  we  have  just  been  study- 
ing in  the  history  of  the  Old  World, 
the  growth  was  portentously  rapid  and 
steady.  There  were  no  Attilas  now  to 
stand  in  the  way — only  a Philip  or  a Pon- 
tiac. The  assaults  of  barbarism  constitu- 
ted only  a petty  annoyance  as  compared 
with  the  conflict  of  ages  which  had  gone 
on  in  Europe.  There  was  no  occasion 
for  society  to  assume  a military  aspect. 
Principles  of  self-government  were  at 
once  put  into  operation,  and  no  one 
thought  of  calling  them  in  question. 
When  the  neighboring  civilization  of  in- 
ferior type — I allude  to  the  French  in 
Canada— began  to  become  seriously  trou- 
blesome, it  was  struck  down  at  a blow. 
When  the  mother  country,  under  the 
guidance  of  an  ignorant  king  and  short- 
sighted ministers,  undertook  to  act  upon 
the  antiquated  theory  that  the  new  com- 
munities were  merely  groups  of  trading 
stations,  the  political  bond  of  connection 
was  severed;  yet  the  war  which  ensued 
was  not  like  the  war  which  had  but  just 
now  been  so  gloriously  ended  by  the  vic- 
tory of  Wolfe.  It  was  not  a struggle 
between  two  different  peoples,  like  the 
French  of  the  old  regime  and  the  English, 
each  representing  antagonistic  theories  of 
how  political  life  ought  to  be  conducted ; 
but,  like  the  barons’  war  of  the  thirteenth 
century  and  the  Parliament’s  war  of  the 
seventeenth,  it  was  a struggle  sustained 
by  a part  of  the  English  people  in  behalf 
of  principles  that  time  has  shown  to  be 
equally  dear  to  all.  And  so  the  issue  ouly 
made  it  apparent  to  an  astonished  world 
that  instead  of  one,  there  were  now  two 
Englands^  prepared  to  work  with  might 
and  main  toward  the  political  regenera- 
tion of  mankind. 

Let  us  consider  now  to  what  conclu- 
sions the  rapidity  and  unabated  steadiness 
of  the  increase  of  the  English  race  in 
America  must  lead  us  as  we  go  on  to 
forecast  the  future.  Carlyle  somewhere 
speaks  slightingly  of  the  fact  that  the 
Americans  double  their  numbers  every 
twenty  years,  as  if  to  have  forty  million 
doUar-hunters  in  the  world  were  any  bet- 
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ter  than  to  have  twenty  million  dollar- 
hunters.  The  implication  that  Americans 
are  nothing  but  dollar-hunters,  and  are 
thereby  distinguishable  from  the  rest  of 
mankind,  would  not  perhaps  bear  too 
elaborate  scrutiny.  But  during  the  pr^ 
sent  paper  we  have  been  considering  the 
gradual  transfer  of  the  preponderance  of 
physical  strength  from  the  hands  of  the 
war -loving  portion  of  the  human  race 
into  the  han^  of  the  peace-loving  portion 
— into  the  hands  of  the  dollar-hunters,  if 
you  please,  but  out  of  the  hands  of  the 
scalp-hunters.  Obviously  to  double  the 
numbers  of  a pre-eminently  industrious, 
peaceful,  orderly,  and  free-thinking  com- 
munity is  somewhat  to  increase  the  weight 
in  the  world  of  the  tendencies  that  go  to- 
ward making  communities  free  and  order- 
ly and  peaceful  and  industrious.  So  that, 
from  this  point  of  view,  the  fact  we  are 
speaking  of  is  well  worth  considering, 
even  for  its  physical  dimensions.  I do 
not  know  whether  the  United  States  could 
support  a population  everywhere  as  dense 
as  that  of  Belgium,  so  I will  suppose  that, 
with  ordinary  improvement  in  cultivation 
and  in  the  industrial  arts,  we  might  sup- 
port a population  half  as  dense  as  that  of 
Belgium,  and  this  is  no  doubt  an  extreme- 
ly moderate  supposition.  Now  a very 
simple  operation  in  arithmetic  will  show 
that  this  means  a population  of  fifteen 
hundred  millions,  or  more  than  the  popu- 
lation of  the  whole  world  at  the  present 
date.  Another  very  simple  operation  in 
arithmetic  will  show  that  if  we  were  to  go 
on  doubling  our  numbers  even  once  in 
every  twenty-five  years,  we  should  reach 
that  stupendous  figure  at  about  the  close 
of  the  twentieth  century,  that  is,  in  the 
days  of  our  great -great- grandchildren. 
I do  not  predict  any  such  result,  for  there 
are  discernible  economic  reasons  for  be- 
lieving that  there  will  be  a diminution  in 
the  rate  of  increase.  The  rate  must  nev- 
ertheless continue  to  be  very  great  in  the 
absence  of  such  causes  as  formerly  retard- 
ed the  growth  of  population  in  Europe. 
Our  modern  wars  are  hideous  enough,  no 
doubt,  but  they  are  short.  They  are  set- 
tled with  a few  heavy  blows,  and  the  loss 
of  life  and  property  occasioned  by  them  is 
but  trifling  when  compared  with  the  aw- 
ful ruin  and  desolation  wrought  by  the 
perpetual  and  protracted  contests  of  an- 
tiquity and  of  the  Middle  Ages.  Chronic 
warfare,  both  private  and  public,  periodic 
famines,  and  sweeping  pestilences  like  the 


Black  Death — these  were  the  things  which 
formerly  shortened  human  life  and  kept 
down  population.  In  the  absence  of  such 
causes,  and  with  the  abundant  capacity  of 
our  country  for  feeding  its  people,  I think 
it  an  extremely  moderate  statement  if  we 
say  that  by  the  end  of  the  next  century 
the  English  race  in  the  United  States  will 
number  at  least  six  or  seven  hundred 
millions. 

It  used  to  be  said  that  so  huge  a people 
as  this  could  not  be  kept  together  as  a single 
national  aggregate,  or,  if  kept  together  at 
all,  could  only  be  so  by  means  of  a pow- 
erful centralized  government,  like  that  of 
ancient  Rome  under  the  emperors.  I 
think  we  are  now  prepared  to  see  that  this 
is  a great  mistake.  If  the  Roman  Em- 
pire could  have  possessed  that  political  vi- 
tality in  all  its  parts  which  is  secured  to 
the  United  States  by  the  principles  of 
equal  representation  and  of  limited  State 
sovereignty,  it  might  well  have  defied  all 
the  shocks  which  tribally  organized  bar- 
barism could  ever  have  directed  against 
it.  As  it  was,  its  strong  centralized  gov- 
ernment did  not  save  it  from  political  dis- 
integration. One  of  its  weakest  political 
features  was  precisely  this,  that  its  strong 
centralized  government  was  a kind  of 
close  corporation,  governing  a score  of 
provinces  in  its  own  interest  rather  than 
in  the  interest  of  the  provincials.  In  con- 
trast with  such  a system  as  that  of  the 
Roman  Empire  the  skillfully  elaborated 
American  system  of  federalism  appears  as 
one  of  the  most  important  contributions 
that  the  English  race  has  made  to  the  gen- 
eral work  of  civilization.  The  working 
out  of  this  feature  in  our  national  consti- 
tution by  Hamilton  and  Madison  and  their 
associates  was  the  finest  specimen  of  con- 
structive statesmanship  that  the  world  has 
ever  seen.  Not  that  these  statesmen  ori- 
ginated the  principle,  but  they  gave  form 
and  expression  to  the  principle  which  was 
latent  in  the  circumstances  under  which 
the  group  of  American  colonies  had  grown 
up,  and  which  suggested  itself  so  forcibly 
that  the  clear  vision  of  these  thinkers  did 
not  fail  to  seize  upon  it  as  the  fundament- 
al principle  upon  which  alone  could  the 
affairs  of  a great  people,  spreading  over  a 
vast  continent,  be  kept  in  a condition  ap- 
proaching to  something  like  permanent 
peace.  Stated  broadly,  so  as  to  acquire 
somewhat  the  force  of  a universal  propo- 
sition, the  principle  of  federalism  is  just 
this:  that  the  people  of  a state  shall  have 
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full  and  entire  control  of  their  own  do- 
mestic affairs,  which  directly  concern  them 
only,  and  which  they  will  naturally  man- 
age with  more  intelligence  and  with  more 
zeal  than  any  distant  governing  body 
could  possibly  exercise;  but  that,  as  re- 
gards matters  of  common  concern  between 
a group  of  states,  a decision  shall  in  every 
case  be  reached,  not  by  brutal  warfare  or 
by  weary  diplomacy,  but  by  the  system- 
atic legislation  of  a central  government 
which  represents  both  states  and  people, 
and  whose  decisions  can  always  be  en- 
forced, if  necessary,  by  the  combined  phys- 
ical power  of  all  the  states.  This  princi- 
ple, in  various  practical  applications,  is  so 
familiar  to  Americans  to-day  that  we  sel- 
dom pause  to  admire  it,  any  more  than  we 
stop  to  admire  the  air  which  we  breathe 
or  the  sun  which  gives  us  light  and  life. 
Yet  I believe  that  if  no  other  political  re- 
sult than  this  could  to-day  be  pointed  out 
as  coming  from  the  colonization  of  Amer- 
ica by  Englishmen,  we  should  still  be  jus- 
tified in  regarding  that  event  as  one  of  the 
most  important  in  the  history  of  man- 
kind. For  obviously  the  principle  of  fed- 
eralism, as  thus  broadly  stated,  contains 
within  itself  the  seeds  of  permanent  peace 
between  nations,  and  to  this  glorious  end 
I believe  it  will  come  in  the  fullness  of 
time. . 

And. now  we  may  begin  to  see  distinct- 
ly what  it  was  that  the  American  govern- 
ment fought  for  in  the  late  civil  war— -a 
point  which  at  the  time  was  by  no  means 
clearly  apprehended  outside  the  United 
States.  We  used  to  hear  it  often  said, 
while  that  war  was  going  on,  that  we 
were  fighting  not  so  much  for  the  emanci- 
pation of  the  negro  as  for  the  maintenance 
of  our  federal  union;  and  I doubt  not 
that  to  many  who  were  burning  to  see  our 
country  purged  of  the  folly  and  iniquity 
of  negro  slavery  this  may  have  seemed 
like  taking  a low  and  materialistic  view 
of  the  case.  From  the  stand-point  of  uni- 
versal history  it  was  nevertheless  the  cor- 
rect and  proper  view.  The  emancipation 
of  the  negro,  as  an  incidental  result  of  the 
struggle,  was  no  doubt  a priceless  gain, 
which  was  greeted  warmly  by  all  right- 
minded  people.  But  deeper  down  than 
this  question,  far  more  subtly  interwoven 
with  the  innermost  fibres  of  our  national 
w’ ell -being,  far  heavier  laden,  too,  with 
vreighty  consequences  for  the  future  weal 
of  all  mankind,  was  the  question  whether 
this  gi*eat  pacific  principle  of  union,  joined 
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with  independence,  should  be  overthrown 
by  the  first  deep-seated  social  difficulty  it 
had  to  encounter,  or  should  stand  as  an 
example  of  priceless  value  to  other  ages 
and  to  other  lands.  The  solution  was 
well  worth  the  effort  it  cost.  There  have 
been  many  useless  wars,  but  this  was  not 
one  of  them,  for,  more  than  most  wars 
that  have  been,  it  was  fought  in  the  direct 
interest  of  peace,  and  the  victory  so  deai*- 
ly  purchased  and  so  humanely  used  was 
an  earnest  of  future  peace  and  happiness 
for  the  world. 

The  object,  therefore,  for  which  the 
American  government  fought  was  the 
perpetual  maintenance  of  that  peculiar 
state  of  things  which  the  fedeml  union 
had  created— a state  of  things  in  which, 
throughout  the  whole  vast  territory  over 
which  the  Union  holds  sway,  questions 
between  States,  like  questions  between  in- 
dividuals, must  be  settled  by  legal  argu- 
ment and  judicial  decisions,  and  not  by 
wager  of  battle.  Far  better  to  demon- 
strate this  point  once  for  all,  at  whatever 
cost,  than  to  be  burdened  hereafter,  like 
the  states  of  Europe,  with  frontier  for- 
tresses and  standing  armies  and  all  the 
barbaric  apparatus  of  mutual  suspicion! 
For  so  great  an  end  did  this  most  pacific 
people  engage  in  an  obstinate  war,  and 
never  did  any  war  so  thoroughly  illus- 
trate how  military  power  may  be  wielded 
by  a people  that  has  passed  entirely  from 
the  military  into  the  industrial  stage  of 
civilization.  The  events  falsified  all  the 
predictions  that  were  drawn  from  the 
contemplation  of  societies  less  advanced 
politically.  It  was  thought  that  so  peace- 
ful a people  could  not  raise  a great  army 
on  demand;  yet  within  a twelvemonth 
the  government  had  raised  five  hundred 
thousand  men  by  voluntary  enlistment. 
It  was  thought  that  a territory  involving 
military  operations  at  points  as  far  apart 
as  Paris  and  Moscow  could  never  be  thor- 
oughly conquered  ; yet  in  April,  1865, 
the  Federal  armies  might  have  marched 
from  end  to  end  of  the  Gulf  States  with- 
out meeting  any  force  to  oppose  them. 
It  was  thought  that  the  maintenance  of  a 
great  army  would  beget  a military  temper 
in  the  Americans,  and  lead  to  manifesta- 
tions of  Bonapartism — domestic  usurpa- 
tion and  foreign  aggression;  yet  the  mo- 
ment the  work  w-as  done  the  great  army 
vanished,  and  a force  of  twenty-five  thou- 
sand men  was  found  sufficient  for  the 
military  needs  of  the  whole  country.  It 
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was  thought  that  eleven  States  which  had 
struggled  so  hard  to  escape  from  the  fed- 
eral tie  could  not  be  re-admitted  to  volun- 
tary co-operation  in  the  general  govern- 
ment, but  must  henceforth  be  held  as  con- 
quered territory — most  dangerous  ex- 
periment for  any  free  people  to  try;  yet 
within  a dozen  years  we  hnd  the  old  fed- 
eral relations  resumed  in  all  their  com- 
pleteness, and  the  disunion  party  power- 
less and  discredited  in  the  very  States 
where  once  it  had  wrought  such  mischief. 

Such  has  been  the  result  of  the  first  great 
attempt  to  break  up  the  federal  union  in 
America.  It  is  not  probable  that  another 
attempt  can  ever  be  made  with  anythiug 
like  an  equal  chance  of  success.  Here  were 
eleven  States,  geographically  contiguous, 
governed  by  groups  of  men  who  for  half  a 
century  had  pursued  a well-defined  policy 
in  common,  united  among  themselves, 
and  marked  off  from  most  of  the  other 
States  by  a difference  far  more  deeply  root- 
ed in  the  ground- work  of  society  than  any 
mere  economic  difference — the  difference 
between  slave  labor  and  free  labor.  These 
eleven  States,  moreover,  held  such  an  eco- 
nomic relationship  with  England  that  they 
counted  upon  compelling  the  naval  power 
of  England  to  be  used  in  their  behalf. 
And,  finally,  it  had  not  yet  been  demon- 
strated that  the  maintenance  of  the  federal 
union  was  something  for  which  the  great 
mass  of  the  people  would  cheerfully  fight. 
Never  could  the  experiment  of  secession 
be  tried,  apparently,  under  fairer  auspices ; 
yet  bow  tremendous  the  defeat!  It  was 
a defeat  that  wrought  conviction  — the 
conviction  that  no  matter  how  grave  the 
political  questions  that  may  arise  hereaft- 
er, they  must  be  settled  in  accordance  with 
the  legal  methods  the  Constitution  has 
provided,  and  that  no  State  can  be  allowed 
to  break  the  peace.  It  is  the  thoroughness 
of  this  conviction  that  has  so  greatly  fa- 
cilitated the  re-iustatement  of  the  revolted 
States  in  their  old  federal  relations;  and 
the  good  sense  and  good  faith  with  which 
the  Southern  people,  in  spite  of  the  cha- 
grin of  defeat,  have  accepted  the  situation 
and  acted  upon  it,  is  something  unprece- 
dented in  history,  and  calls  for  the  warm- 
est sympathy  and  admiration  on  the  part 
of  their  brethren  of  the  North.  The  fed- 
eral principle  in  America  has  passed 
through  this  fearful  ordeal  and  come  out 
stronger  than  ever,  and  we  trust  it  will 
not  again  be  put  to  so  severe  a test.  But, 
with  this  principle  unimpaired,  there  is  no 


reason  why  any  further  increase  of  popu- 
lation or  of  territory  should  overtask  the 
resources  of  our  government. 

In  the  United  States  of  America  a cen- 
tury hence  we  shall  therefore  doubtless 
have  a political  aggregation  immeasura- 
bly surpassing  in  power  and  in  dimensions 
any  empire  that  has  as  yet  existed.  But 
we  must  now  consider  for  a moment  the 
probable  future  career  of  the  English  race 
in  other  parts  of  the  world.  The  coloni- 
zation of  North  America  by  Englishmen 
had  its  direct  effects  upon  the  eastern  as 
well  as  upon  the  western  side  of  the  At- 
lantic. The  immense  growth  of  the  com- 
mercial and  naval  strength  of  England 
between  the  time  of  Cromwell  and  the  time 
of  the  elder  Pitt  was  intimately  connected 
with  the  colonization  of  North  America 
and  the  establishment  of  plantations  in  the 
West  Indies. 

These  circumstances  reacted  powerful- 
ly upon  the  material  development  of  Eng- 
land, multiplying  manifold  the  dimen- 
sions of  her  foreign  trade,  increasing  pro- 
portionately her  commercial  marine,  and 
giving  her  in  the  eighteenth  century  the 
dominion  over  the  seas.  Endowed  with 
this  maritime  supremacy,  she  has  with  an 
unerring  instinct  preceded  to  seize  upon 
the  keys  of  empire  in  all  parts  of  the  world 
— Gibraltar,  Malta,  the  Isthmus  of  Suez, 
Aden,  Ceylon,  the  coasts  of  Australia,  isl- 
and after  island  in  the  Pacific — every  sta- 
tion, in  short,  that  commands  the  path- 
ways of  maritime  commerce,  or  guards 
the  approaches  to  the  barbarous  countries 
which  she  is  beginning  to  regard  as  in 
some  way  her  natural  heritage.  Any 
well-filled  album  of  postage  stamps  is  an 
eloquent  commentary  on  this  maritime 
supremacy  of  England.  It  is  enough  to 
turn  one’s  head  to  look  over  her  colonial 
blue-books.  The  natural  outcome  of  all 
this  overfiowing  vitality  it  is  not  difficult 
to  foresee.  No  one  can  carefully  watch 
what  is  going  on  in  Africa  to-day  without 
recognizing  it  as  the  same  sort  of  thing 
which  was  going  on  in  North  America  in 
the  seventeenth  century;  and  it  can  not 
fail  to  bring  forth  similar  results  in  course 
of  time.  Here  is  a vast  country,  rich  in 
beautiful  scenery,  and  in  resources  of  tim- 
ber and  minerals,  with  a salubrious  cli- 
mate and  fertile  soil,  with  great  naviga- 
ble rivers  and  inland  lakes,  which  will  not 
much  longer  be  left  in  control  of  tawny 
lions  and  long-eared  elephants,  and  negro 
fetich-worshippers.  Already  five  fiour- 
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ishing  English  states  have  been  established 
in  the  south,  beside  the  settlements  on 
the  Gk>ld  Coast,  and  those  at  Aden  com- 
manding the  Red  Sea.  English  explorers 
work  their  way  with  infinite  hardship 
through  its  untravelled  wilds,  and  track 
the  courses  of  the  Congo  and  the  Nile  as 
their  forefathers  tracked  the  Potomac  and 
the  Hudson.  The  work  of  La  Salle  and 
Smith  is  finding  its  counterpart  in  the  la- 
bors of  Baker  and  Livingstone.  Who 
can  doubt  that  within  two  or  three  centu- 
ries the  African  continent  will  be  occu- 
pied by  a mighty  nation  of  English  de- 
scent, and  covered  with  populous  cities 
and  flourishing  farms,  with  railroads  and 
telegraphs  and  free  schools  and  other  de- 
vices of  civilization  as  yet  undreamed  of  ? 
If  we  look  next  to  Australia  we  find  a 
country  of  more  than  two-thirds  the  area 
of  the  United  States,  with  a temperate  cli- 
mate and  immense  resources,  agricultural 
and  mineral,  a country  sparsely  peopled 
by  a race  of  irredeemable  savages  hardly 
above  the  level  of  brutes.  Here  England 
within  the  present  century  has  planted 
five  greatly  thriving  states,  concerning 
which  I have  not  time  to  say  much,  but 
one  fact  will  serve  for  an  example.  When 
in  America*  we  wish  to  illustrate  in  one 
word  the  wonderful  growth  of  our  so- 
called  Northwestern  States,  we  refer  to 
Chicago,  a city  of  half  a million  inhab- 
itants standing  on  a spot  which  fifty  years 
ago  was  an  uninhabited  marsh.  In  Aus- 
tralia the  city  of  Melbourne  was  found- 
ed in  1837,  the  year  when  the  present  Queen 
of  England  began  to  reign,  and  the  state 
of  which  it  is  the  capital  was  hence  called 
Victoria.  This  city,  now  just  forty-eight 
years  old,  has  a population  half  that  of 
Chicago,  has  a public  library  of  200,000 
volumes,  and  has  a university  with  at  least 
one  professor  of  world -wide  renown. 
When  we  see, by-the- way,  within  aperiod  of 
five  years,  and  at  such  remote  points  upon 
the  earth’s  surface,  such  erudite  and  pon- 
derous works  in  the  English  language  is- 
suing from  the  press  as  those  of  Professor 
Hearn  of  Melbourne,  of  Bishop  Colenso 
of  Natal,  and  of  Mr.  Hubert  Bancroft  of 
San  Francisco,  even  such  a little  common- 
place fact  as  this  is  fraught  with  wonder- 
ful significance  when  we  think  of  all  that 
it  implies.  Then  there  is  New  Zealand, 
with  its  climate  of  perpetual  spring,  where 
the  English  race  is  now  multiplying  fast- 
er than  anywhere  else  in  the  world, unless 
it  be  in  Texas  and  Minnesota.  And  there 


are  in  the  Pacific  Ocean  many  rich  and 
fertile  spots  where  we  shall  very  soon  see 
the  same  things  going  on. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  upon  such 
considerations  as  these.  It  is  enough  to 
point  to  the  general  conclusion  that  the 
work  which  the  English  race  began  when 
it  colonized  North  America  is  destined  to 
go  on  until  every  land  on  the  earth’s  sur- 
face that  is  not  already  the  seat  of  an  old 
civilization  shall  become  English  in  its 
language,  in  its  religion,  in  its  political 
habits  and  traditions,  and  to  a predomi- 
nant extent  in  the  blood  of  its  people. 
The  day  is  at  hand  when  four-fifths  of 
the  human  race  will  trace  its  pedigree  to 
English  forefathers,  as  four-fifths  of  the 
white  people  in  the  United  States  trace 
their  pedigree  to-day.  The  race  thus 
spread  over  both  hemispheres,  and  from 
the  rising  to  the  setting  sun,  will  not  fail 
to  keep  that  sovereignty  of  the  s6a  and 
that  commercial  supremacy  which  it  be^ 
gan  to  acquire  when  England  first  stretch- 
ed its  arm  across  the  Atlantic  to  the  shores 
of  Virginia  and  Massachusetts.  The  lan- 
guage spoken  by  these  great  communities 
will  not  be  sundered  into  dialects  like  the 
language  of  the  ancient  Romans,  but  per- 
petual intercommunication  and  the  uni- 
versal habit  of  reading  and  writing  will 
preserve  its  integrity,  and  the  world’s 
business  will  be  transacted  by  English- 
speaking  people  to  so  great  an  extent  that 
whatever  language  any  man  may  have 
learned  in  his  infancy,  he  will  find  it  ne- 
cessary sooner  or  later  to  learn  to  expre^ 
his  thoughts  in  English.  And  in  this  way 
it  is  by  no  means  improbable  that,  as  Ja- 
cob Grimm  long  since  predicted,  the  lan- 
guage of  Shakespeare  will  ultimately  be- 
come the  language  of  mankind. 

In  view  of  these  considerations  as  to 
the  stupendous  future  of  the  English  race, 
does  it  not  seem  very  probable  that  in  due 
course  of  time  Europe,  which  has  learned 
some  valuable  lessons  from  America  al- 
ready, will  find  it  worth  while  to  adopt 
the  lesson  of  federalism  in  order  to  do 
away  with  the  chances  of  useless  warfare 
which  remain  so  long  as  its  different  states 
own  no  allegiance  to  any  common  author- 
ity ? War,  as  we  have  seen,  is  with  bar- 
barous races  both  a necessity  and  a favoi^ 
ite  occupation ; as  long  as  civilization 
comes  in  contact  with  barbarism  it  re- 
mains a too  frequent  necessity ; but  as  be- 
tween civilized  and  Christian  nations  it  is 
an  absurdity.  For  example,  we  sympa- 
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thize  keenly  with  wars  such  as  that  which 
Russia  has  lately  concluded  for  setting 
free  a kindred  race  and  humbling  the 
worthless  barbarian  who  during  four  cen- 
turies has  wrought  such  incalculable  dam- 
age to  the  European  world.  But  a san- 
guinary struggle  for  the  Rhine  frontier, 
between  two  civilized  Christian  nations 
who  have  each  enough  work  to  do  in  the 
world  without  engaging  in  such  a strife 
as  this,  will,  I am  sure,  be  by-and-by  con- 
demned by  the  general  opinion  of  man- 
kind. Such  questions  will  have  to  be  set- 
tled by  discussion  in  some  sort  of  federal 
council  or  parliament  if  Europe  would 
keep  pace  with  America  in  the  advance 
toward  universal  law  and  order.  All  will 
admit  that  such  a state  of  things  is  a great 
desideratum.  Let  us  see  if  it  is  really 
quite  as  utopian  as  it  may  seem  at  the 
first  glance.  No  doubt  the  lord  who  dwelt 
in  Haddon  Hall  in  the  fifteenth  century 
would  have  thought  it  very  absurd  if  you 
had  told  him  that  within  four  hundred 
years  it  would  not  be  necessary  for  coun- 
try gentlemen  to  live  in  great  stone  dun- 
geons with  little  cross -barred  windows 
and  loop-holes  from  which  to  shoot  at 
people  going  by.  Yet  to-day  a country 
gentleman  in  Massachusetts  may  sleep  se- 
curely without  locking  his  front  door. 

We  have  not  quite  done  away  with 
robbery  and  murder,  but  we  have  at  least 
made  private  warfare  illegal ; we  have  ar- 
rayed public  opinion  against  it  to  such  an 
extent  that  the  police  court  usually  makes 
short  shrift  for  the  misguided  man  who 
tries  to  wreak  vengeance  on  his  enemy. 
Is  it  too  much  to  hope  that  by-and-by  we 
may  similarly  put  public  warfare  under  the 
ban  ? I think  not.  Already  in  America, 
as  we  have  seen,  it  has  become  custom- 
ary to  deal  with  questions  between  States 
just  as  we  would  deal  with  questions  be- 
tween individuals.  This  we  have  seen  to 
be  the  real  purport  of  American  federal- 
ism. To  have  established  such  a system 
over  one  great  continent  is  to  have  made 
a very  good  beginning  toward  establish- 
ing it  over  the  world.  To  establish  such 
a system  in  Europe  will  no  doubt  be  diffi- 
cult, for  here  we  have  to  deal  with  an  im- 
mense complication  of  prejudices,  intensi- 
fied by  linguistic  and  ethnological  differ- 
ences. Nevertlieless  the  pacific  pressure 
exerted  upon  Europe  by  America  is  be- 
coming so  great  that  it  will  doubtless  be- 
fore long  overcome  all  these  obstacles.  I 
refer  to  the  industrial  competition  between 


the  Old  and  the  New  World,  which  has 
become  so  conspicuous  within  the  last 
ten  years.  Agriculturally  Minnesota,  Ne- 
braska, and  Kansas  are  already  formida- 
ble competitors  with  England,  France, 
and  Germany ; but  this  is  but  the  begin- 
ning. It  is  but  the  first  spray  from  the 
tremendous  wave  of  economic  competition 
that  is  gathering  in  the  Mississippi  Valley. 
Presently,  as  with  increase  of  population 
labor  grows  cheaper  in  America,  the  com- 
petition in  manufactures  also  will  become 
as  keen  as  it  is  now  beginning  to  be  in 
agriculture,  as  the  recent  industrial  his- 
tory of  New  Elngland  abundantly  proves. 
Now  this  economic  pressure  exerted  upon 
Europe  by  the  United  States  will  very 
soon  become  so  great  that  it  will  be  sim- 
ply impossible  for  the  states  of  Europe  to 
keep  up  such  military  armaments  as  they 
are  now  maintaining.  The  disparity  be- 
tween the  United  States,  with  a standing 
army  of  only  twenty-five  thousand  men, 
and  the  states  of  Europe,  with  their  stand- 
ing armies  amounting  to  two  or  three 
millions  of  men,  is  something  that  can  not 
be  kept  up.  The  economic  competition 
will  become  so  keen  that  European  armies 
will  have  to  be  disbanded,  the  swords  will 
have  to  be  turned  into  ploughshares,  and 
thus  the  victory  of  the  industrial  over  the 
military  type  of  civilization  will  at  last 
become  complete.  But  to  disband  the 
great  armies  of  Europe  will  necessarily 
involve  the  forcing  of  the  great  states  of 
Europe  into  some  sort  of  federal  relation, 
in  which  congresses  will  become  more  fre- 
quent, in  which  the  principles  of  interna- 
tional law  will  acquire  a moredefinite  sanc- 
tion, and  in  which  the  combined  physical 
power  of  all  the  states  will  constitute  (as 
it  now  does  in  America)  a permanent 
threat  against  any  state  that  dares  for  self- 
ish reasons  to  break  the  peace.  In  some 
such  way  as  this,  I believe,  the  industrial 
development  of  the  English  race  outside 
of  Europe  will  by-and-by  enforce  federal- 
ism upon  Europe.  I do  not  ignore  the 
difficulties  that  grow  out  of  differences  in 
language,  race,  and  creed;  but  we  have 
seen  how  Switzerland  has  long  since  tri- 
umphantly surmounted  such  difficulties 
on  a small  scale.  To  surmount  them  on 
a great  scale  will  soon  be  the  political 
problem  of  Europe,  and  it  is  America 
which  has  set  the  example  and  indicated 
the  method. 

Thus  we  may  foresee  in  general  how.  by 
the  gradual  concentration  of  physical  pow- 
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er  into  the  hands  of  the  most  pacific  com- 
munities, we  may  finally  succeed  in  ren- 
dering warfare  illegal  all  over  the  globe. 
As  this  process  goes  on,  it  may,  after  many 
more  ages  of  political  experience,  become 
apparent  that  there  is  really  no  reason, 
in  the  nature  of  things,  why  the  whole  of 
mankind  should  not  constitute  politically 
one  huge  federation,  each  little  group  man- 
aging its  local  affairs  in  entire  independ- 
ence, but  relegating  all  questions  of  inter- 
national interest  to  the  decision  of  one 
central  tribunal  supported  by  the  public 
opinion  of  the  entire  human  race.  I be- 
lieve that  the  time  will  come  when  such 
a state  of  things  will  exist  upon  the  earth, 
when  it  will  be  possible  (with  our  friends 
of  the  Paris  dinner  party)  to  speak  of  the 
United  States  as  stretching  from  pole  to 


pole,  or  with  Tennyson  to  celebrate  the 
''parliament  of  man  and  the  federation 
of  the  world.”  Indeed,  only  when  such 
a state  of  things  has  begun  to  be  realized 
can  civilization,  as  sharply  demarcated 
from  barbarism,  be  said  to  have  fairly  be- 
gun. Only  then  can  the  world  be  said  to 
have  become  truly  Christian.  Many  ages 
of  toil  and  doubt  and  perplexity  will  no 
doubt  pass  by  before  such  a desideratum 
is  reached.  Meanwhile  it  is  pleasant  to 
feel  that  the  dispassionate  contemplation 
of  great  masses  of  historical  facts  goes  far 
toward  confirming  our  faith  in  this  ulti- 
mate triumph  of  good  over  evil.  Our  sur- 
vey began  with  pictures  of  horrid  slaughter 
and  desolation ; it  ends  with  the  picture  of 
a world  covered  with  cheerful  homesteads, 
blessed  with  a Sabbath  of  perpetual  peace. 


A SOUVENIR. 


**  ‘VTANCY,  why  don’t  you  show  Paulina 

iN  thatr 

“Now,  Charlotte,  it  ain’t  worth  show- 
ing.” 

“Now  do  show  me  what  it  is:  you’ve 
got  my  curiosity  all  roused  up,”  said  Pau- 
lina. She  cocked  up  her  face  at  the  other 
two  women,  who  were  taller.  She  was 
very  small  and  lean ; she  wore  her  black 
hair  heavily  frizzed,  and  had  on  a fine 
black  silk  dress,  and  a lace  bonnet  with 
some  red  flowers  on  it.  Charlotte,  other- 
wise Mrs.  Steadman,  was  very  proud  to 
take  her  about,  she  was  so  airy  and  well 
dressed.  She  was  Mrs.  Jerome  Loomis, 
an  out-of-town  lady,  a cousin  of  her  late 
husband’s,  who  vras  visiting  her  for  a few 
days.  She  had  taken  her  over  to  call  on 
her  sister  Nancy,  Mrs.  Weeks,  this  after- 
noon. She  herself  had  on  nothing  better 
than  a plain  black  and  white  checked  ging- 
ham. It  was  a warm  afternoon,  but  she 
had  realized  keenly  her  reflected  gt*and- 
eur  as  she  had  walked  up  the  street  with 
her  well-dressed  guest.  She  was  a tall, 
spare  woman,  and  usually  walked  with 
a nervous  stride,  but  to-day,  all  uncon- 
sciously, she  nipped,  and  teetered,  and 
swung  her  limp  gingham  skirts  with  just 
the  same  air  that  Paulina  did  her  black 
silk  one.  It  was  a nervous  imitation.  Mrs. 
Steadman  was  incapable  of  anything  else: 
she  was  not  a weak  woman.  Her  mind, 
being  impressed,  simply  produced  a reflex 
action  in  her  body.  She  would  have  de- 


spised herself  if  she  had  known  it,  because 
of  the  very  pride  which  led  her  into  it. 

The  call  nad  been  made,  and  the  three 
women  were  standing  in  Mrs.  Weeks’s  en- 
try taking  leave. 

Paulina  went  on,  coaxingly : “ Now  do 
show  it  to  me.  What  is  it?  I know 
it  is  something  beautiful,  or  your  sister 
wouldn’t  have  said  anything  about  it.” 

Paulina  had  a protruding  upper  jaw, 
and  when  she  smiled  her  mouth  stretched 
far  back.  She  smiled  a good  deal  when 
she  talked.  She  jerked  her  head  too,  and 
moved  her  eyes.  She  affected  a snapping 
vivacity  of  manner,  or  else  she  had  it  nat- 
urally. She  did  not  know  which  it  was 
herself,  but  she  admired  it  in  herself. 

Mrs.  Weeks,  who  looked  a deal  like  her 
sister,  except  that  she  was  paler,  and  her 
hair  was  grayer,  and  she  wore  spectacles, 
colored  up  faintly. 

“’Tain’t  worth  seein’,”said  she,  depre- 
catingly ; “ but  as  long’s  Charlotte’s  spoke 
of  it,  I don’t  mind  showin’  it  to  you.” 

Then  she  opened  the  door  opposite  the 
sitting-room,  and  with  an  air  at  once  sol- 
emn and  embarrassed,  motioned  her  call- 
ers to  precede  her  in. 

Paulina  bobbed  her  head  about  enga- 
gingly. ' ‘ Dear  me,  which  is  it?  There  are 
so  many  pretty  things  here  I never  could 
tell  which  you  meant.” 

Mrs.  Weeks  was  innocently  proud  of 
her  best  parlor.  She  had  so  much  faith 
in  its  grandeur  that  she  was  almost  afraid 
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of  it  herself.  Every  time  she  opened  the 
door  its  glories  smote  her  freshly,  and 
caused  her  to  thrill  with  awe  and  delight. 
She  had  been  used  to  the  commonest  and 
poorest  things  in  the  way  of  furniture  un- 
til the  last  two  years;  indeed,  this  parlor 
had  not  been  finished  and  plastered  till 
lately.  To  have  it  completed  and  furnish- 
ed had  been  the  principal  longing  of  her 
life;  now  it  was  accomplished  by  dint  of 
the  closest  work  and  economy ; it  was  the 
perfect  fiower,  as  it  were,  of  all  her  wishes 
and  fancies.  When  she  had  her  parlor 
she  had  always  meant  to  have  something 
good,  she  had  said,  and  now  it  was  super- 
latively good  to  her  simple  eyes.  There 
was  a gilded  paper  on  the  walls,  and  a 
Brussels  carpet  with  an  enormous  flower 
pattern  on  the  floor.  The  furniture  was 
covered  with  red  plush — everybody  else  in 
town  had  hair-cloth,  plush  was  magnifi- 
cent audacity.  Every  chair  had  a tidy 
on  its  back ; there  was  a very  large  ruffled 
lamp  mat  for  the  marble-top  table ; there 
were  mats  for  the  vases  on  the  shelf,  and 
there  was  a beautiful  rug  in  front  of  the 
fire-place. 

Paulina  darted  toward  it,  her  silk  and 
her  stiff  white  skirt  rattling.  ‘ ‘ la  this  it  ?” 

“ Thia,^'  said  Mrs.  Steadman,  pointing 
impressively  at  the  wall. 

“Oh!  Why,  Mrs.  Weeks,  where  did 
you  get  it ? who  made  it?’’ 

“ She  made  it,” said  her  sister;  “an’  she 
wa’n’t  long  about  it  either.” 

“ Why,  you  don’t  mean  it ! How  could 
you  ever  have  had  the  patience  ? All  those 
little  fine,  beautiful  flowers  are  made  of — ” 

“Hatr.  Yes,  every  one  of  ’em.  Jest 
look  close.  Thar’s  rose-buds,  an’  lilies,  an’ 
pansies,  an’  poppies,  an’  acorns,  besides  the 
leaves.” 

“I  see.  Oh,  that  dear  little  rose-bud  in 
that  comer  made  out  of  sandy  hair  I And 
that  acorn  is  so  natural ! and  that  sprig  of 
ivy!  Mrs.  Weeks,  I don’t  see  how  you 
can  do  such  things.” 

Even  Nancy  Weeks’s  mild  nature  could 
not  hinder  her  from  straightening  herself 
up  a little  out  of  mere  self-respect  as  she 
gazed  at  her  intricate  handiwork  with  her 
admiring  guests. 

“I  made  the  whole  wreath,”  said  she, 
“out  of  my  folks’  hair — out  of  the  Wil- 
sons’— Charlotte  an’  me  was  Wilsons,  you 
know.  I had  a good  many  locks  of  ’em 
’way  back.  I had  some  of  my  great- 
grandmother’s hair,  an’  my  grandmo- 
ther’s. That  little  forget-me-not  in  the 


corner’s  made  out  of  my  great-grandmo- 
ther’s— I didn’t  hev  much  of  that — an’  that 
lily’s  grandmother’s.  She  was  a light-fa- 
vored woman,  an’  her  hair  turned  a queer 
kind  of  a yeller-gray.  I had  a great  piece 
of  it  mother  cut  off  after  she  died.  It  work- 
ed in  real  pretty.  Then  I had  a lot  of 
my  mother’s,  an’  some  of  my  sister’s  that 
died,  an’  a child’s  mother  lost  when  he  was 
a baby,  and  a little  of  my  uncle  Solomon 
White’s,  mother’s  brother’s,  an’  some  of 
my  father’s.  Then  thar’s  some  of  the  little 
boy’s  that  Charlotte  lost.” 

“They’re  all  dead  whose  hair  is  in  it?” 
said  Paulina,  with  awed  and  admiring  in- 
terest. 

Nancy  looked  at  her  sister. 

“ Well,  thar’s  one  in  it  that  ain’t  dead,” 
said  Charlotte,  hesitatingly,  returning  her 
sister’s  look.  “Nancy  wanted  some  hair 
that  color  dreadfully.  None  of  the  Wil- 
sons’ was  sandy.  That  reddish  rose-bud 
you  spoke  of  was  made  out  of  it.” 

“Whose  was  it?”  asked  Paulina,  curi- 
ously. 

“ Oh,  well — somebody’s.” 

“ Well,”  said  Paulina,  with  a sigh,  “ it’s 
beautiful,  and  it  must  have  been  a sight 
of  work.  I don’t  see  how  you  ever  had 
the  patience  to  do  it.  You’re  a wonder- 
ful woman.” 

“Oh  no!  It  wa’n’t  so  very  much  to 
do  after  you  got  at  it.” 

“ It’s  such  an  ornament,  and  apart  from 
that  it  must  be  such  a comfort  to  you  to 
have  it.” 

“ That’s  what  I tell  Nancy.  Of  course 
it  makes  a handsome  picture  to  hang  on 
the  wall.  But  I should  think  full  as  much 
of  keepin’  the  hair  so;  it’s  such  a nice 
way.” 

“That  oval  frame  is  elegant,  too.” 

After  her  callers  had  gone,  Nancy 
thought  over  what  they  had  said  with 
simple  pleasure  and  self-gratulation.  This 
innocent,  narrow-minded,  middle-aged  wo- 
man felt  as  much  throbbing  wonder  and 
delight  over  her  hair  wreath  as  any  gen- 
ius over  one  of  his  creations.  As  far  as 
happiness  of  that  kind  went  she  was  just 
as  well  off  as  a Michael  Angelo  or  a Tur- 
ner; and  as  far  as  anything  else,  she  was 
just  as  good  a woman  for  believing  in  hair 
wreaths. 

She  had  toiled  hard  over  this  one ; seem- 
ingly,, nothing  but  true  artistic  instinct, 
and  delight  in  work,  could  have  urged  her 
on.  It  was  exceedingly  slow,  nervous 
work,  and  she  was  a very  delicate  woman. 
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Many  a night  she  had  Iain  awake  with  her 
tired  brains  weaving  the  hair  roses  and 
lilies  which  her  fingers  had  laid  down. 

Paulina  spoke  to  Charlotte  on  their  way 
home  about  her  sisters  looking  so  frail. 

“ I know  it,”  said  Charlotte.  “Nancy 
never  had  any  backbone,  an’  she’s  worked 
awful  hard.  I s’pose  it's  more’n  she  ought 
to  do,  makin’  all  those  fancy  fixin’s;  but 
she’s  crazy  to  do  ’em,  can’t  seem  to  let  ’em 
alone ; an’  she  does  have  a real  knack  at  it.  ” 

“That  hair  wreath  was  beautiful,”  as- 
sented the  other;  “but  I should  have  been 
afraid  it  would  have  worn  on  her.” 

When  they  got  home,  Mrs.  Steadman’s 
daughter  Emmeline  had  got  tea  ready. 
She  was  a capable  young  woman;  she 
took  in  dress-making,  and  supported  her- 
self and  mother,  and  had  all  she  could 
do.  She  was  rather  pretty ; tall  and  slen- 
der like  her  mother;  with  a round  face, 
and  a mouth  with  an  odd,  firm  pucker  to 
it  when  she  talked,  that  strangers  took 
for  a smile;  she  had  very  rosy  cheeks. 

There  was  a prayer  - meeting  in  the 
church  vestry  that  evening,  and  after  tea 
Mrs.  Steadman  proposed  going,  with  her 
company  and  her  daughter.  Emmeline  de- 
mu  rred  a little.  She  guessed  she  wouldn’t 
go,  she  said. 

“Why  not?”  asked  her  mother,  sharp- 
ly. She  still  kept  a tight  rein  over  this 
steady,  dutiful  daughter  of  hers.  “You 
don’t  expect  anybody  to-night  ?” 

Her  mother  said  “anybody”  with  a re- 
gard for  secrecy ; she  meant  Andrew  Stod- 
dard. 

Emmeline  colored  very  red.  “No,  I 
don’t,”  she  said,  quickly ; “ I’ll  go.”  She 
was  not  engaged  to  the  young  man,  and 
felt  sensitive.  It  seemed  to  her  if  she 
should  stay  at  home  for  him , and  he  should 
not  come,  and  her  mother  and  her  cousin 
should  suspect  her  of  it,  she  could  not  bear 
it;  besides,  she  did  not  really  expect  him; 
there  was  nothing  but  the  chance  he  might 
come  to  keep  her.  So  she  put  on  her  hat, 
and  went  to  the  meeting  with  her  mother 
and  Mrs.  Loomis. 

She  wondered  when  she  got  home  if 
he  had  been  there,  but  there  was  no  way 
of  finding  out.  He  had  to  drive  from  a 
town  six  miles  further  up  the  river  to  see 
her.  He  was  the  son  of  the  county-store- 
keeper there,  and  acted  himself  as  head 
clerk.  He  was  a steady,  fine -looking 
young  man,  though  he  had  the  name  of 
being  rather  fiery  - tempered.  People 
thought  he  was  a great  catch  for  Emme- 


line. He  had  been  to  see  her  some  six 
weeks  now.  She  hoped  he  would  ask  her 
to  marry  him ; she  could  not  help  it ; for 
she  had  grown  fond  of  him. 

Her  mother  was  sure  he  would — in  fact, 
she  hardly  knew  but  what  he  had.  fem- 
meline  herself  was  not  so  sure;  she  had 
never  a very  exalted  opinion  of  herself, 
and  was  more  certain  of  her  own  loving 
than  she  was  of  anybody  else’s. 

When  Sunday  night  came  she  staid  at 
home  from  meeting,  without  any  com- 
ment from  her  mother,  who  put  on  her 
decent  best  bonnet  and  shawl,  and  went 
alone.  Paulina  Loomis  had  gone  home 
the  day  before. 

Emmeline  had  put  the  little  front  room, 
which  served  alike  as  dress-maker’s  shop 
and  parlor,  in  the  nicest  order.  It  was  a 
poor  little  place,  anyway.  There  was  a 
worn  rag-carpet,  some  cane-seated  chairs, 
and  one  black  wooden  rocker  covered  with 
chintz.  An  old-fashioned  bureau  stood 
against  the  wall;  and  of  a week-day  a 
mahogany  card-table,  made  square  by  hav- 
ing its  two  leaves  up,  in  the  centre  of  the 
room.  Emmeline  used  this  last  for  cut- 
ting. 

To-day  she  had  put  down  the  leaves, 
and  set  it  back  against  the  wall,  between 
the  two  front  windows.  Then  she  had 
got  the  best  lamp  out  of  the  closet,  and  set 
it  on  it.  It  was  a new  lamp,  with  a pretty 
figured  globe,  one  she  had  bought  since 
Andrew  began  coming  to  see  her.  She 
had  picked  a bunch  of  flowers  out  in  her 
garden,  too,  and  arranged  them  in  a gilt 
and  white  china  vase,  and  set  it  beside  the 
lamp.  There  were  balsams,  and  phlox, 
and  larkspur,  and  pinks,  and  some  aspar- 
agus for  green.  She  had  tucked  all  her 
work  and  her  patterns  out  of  sight  in  the 
bureau  drawers,  swept  and  dusted,  and  got 
out  a tidy  to  put  on  the  rocking-chair. 
Then  she  had  put  on  her  best  dress,  and 
sat  down  to  wait.  She  thought,  perhaps, 
he  would  come  before  her  mother  went  to 
church ; but  he  didn’t.  So  she  sat  there 
alone  in  the  fading  light,  waiting.  Every 
time  she  heard  a team  coming,  she  thought 
it  was  his;  but  it  would  roll  past,  and 
her  heart  would  sink.  At  last  the  people 
began  to  flock  home  from  meeting,  and 
her  mother’s  tall  stooping  black  figure 
came  in  through  the  gate.  She  thought 
Andrew  was  there,  so  she  went  straight 
through  the  long  narrow  entry  to  the 
kitchen;  Emmeline  knew  why  she  did. 
After  a while  she  opened  the  door  from 
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the  kitchen  cautiously,  and  peered  into  the 
dark  room : she  had  a lamp  out  there. 

“There’s  nobody  in  here, mother, ’’said 
Emmeline;  “you  needn’t  be  afraid.” 

“Didn’t  he  come  ? I thought  I didn’t 
hear  any  talkin’.” 

“No;  nobody’s  been  here.” 

“ Why,  I wonder  what’s  the  reason  ?” 

“I  s’pose  there’s  some  good  one,”  re- 
plied Emmeline,  puckering  up  her  lips 
firmly.  “I’m  tii^;  I guess  I’ll  go  to 
bed.” 

If  she  felt  badly  she  did  not  show  it, 
except  by  her  silence  at  her  mother’s  won- 
dering remarks;  but  she  had  always  been 
very  reticent  about  Andrew,  not  often 
speaking  his  name.  She  did  not  cry  any 
after  she  went  to  bed — indeed,  she  could 
not,  for  her  mother  slept  with  her;  her  fa- 
ther was  dead. 

Tlie  weeks  went  on,  and  Emmeline  got 
ready  for  Andrew  a good  many  times, 
half-surreptitiously.  She  would  put  sun- 
dry little  ornamental  touches  to  the  room, 
or  herself,  hoping  her  mother  would  not 
observe  them ; but  he  never  came.  The 
neighbors  began  to  notice  it,  and  to  throw 
out  various  bints  and  insinuations  to  Mrs. 
Steadman.  They  never  said  anything  to 
Emmeline.  She  was  so  still,  they  did  not 
dare  to.  Her  mother  met  them  frostily. 
Emmeline  didn’t  care  if  Andrew  Stod- 
dard didn’t  come.  She  guessed  she  should 
laugh  to  see  her  fretting  over  him.  She 
even  hinted,  in  her  rampant  loyalty,  that 
p’haps  there  was  some  reason  folks  didn’t 
dream  of  why  he  didn’t  come.  Mebbe 
he’d  been  given  to  understand  he  wasn’t 
wanted. 

One  afternoon  she  came  home  from  one 
of  the  neighbors’  w’ith  some  news.  She 
had  seen  a woman  who  lived  next  to  the 
Stoddards,  and  Andrew  had  gone  West. 

“ Has  he  ?”  said  Emmeline,  and  went  on 
sewing. 

“You’re  a queer  girl,”  said  her  mother. 
She  liked  Emmeline  to  be  dignified  and 
reticent  about  it  to  other  people,  but  she 
felt  aggrieved  that  she  did  not  unbend 
and  talk  it  over  with  her. 

About  this  time  her  sister  Nancy  was 
taken  sick  with  a slow  fever.  She  lingered 
along  a few  weeks;  the  fever  left  her,  but 
she  had  no  strength  to  rally;  then  she 
died.  It  was  a hard  blow  to  Charlotte. 
She  had  been  very  fond  of  her  sister,  and 
had  an  admiration  for  and  pride  in  her 
which  was  somewhat  singular,  since  she 
herself  was  much  the  stronger  character 


of  the  two.  She  had  seemed  to  feel  al- 
most as  much  satisfaction  in  Nancy’s  fine 
parlor  and  fancy-work  as  if  they  had  been 
her  own.  Perhaps  she  consoled  herself 
in  that  way  for  not  having  any  of  her 
own,  and  maintained  to  herself  her  digni- 
ty amongst  her  neighbors. 

After  her  sister’s  death  she  began  to 
think  that  some  of  these  fine  things  ought, 
by  right,  to  belong  to  her. 

“Nancy  earned  ’em  jest  as  much  by 
savin’  as  Thomas  did  by  workin’,”  she 
told  Emmeline.  “ It  wouldn’t  be  nothin’ 
more’n  fair  for  her  sister  to  have  ’em.” 
But  Thomas  Weeks  had  capabilities  of 
action  in  him  that  people  generally  did 
not  suspect  him  of. 

He  was  a little,  spare,  iron-gray,  inoffen- 
sive-looking man,  but  he  had  been  a small 
tyrant  over  his  mild-visaged,  spectacled 
’^e.  Now  she  was  dead  he  had  definite 
plans  of  his  own,  which  matured  as  soon 
as  decency  would  permit,  and  which  did 
not  include  his  giving  his  deceased  wife’s 
sister  his  fine  red  plush  furniture.  She 
visited  him  often  and  hinted,  but  he  smiled 
knowingly,  and  talked  about  something 
else. 

Nancy  had  been  dead  about  six  months, 
when,  one  afternoon,  Mrs.  Steadman  saw 
him  drive  past  in  a shiny  buggy  with  a 
lady.  Her  suspicions  were  aroused,  and 
she  talked,  and  worried,  and  watched. 
She  found  out  he  had  a new  hat  and  coat, 
and  was  having  the  house  painted,  and 
the  sitting-room  and  kitchen  papered. 
Everybody  said  he  was  going  to  get  mar- 
ried, but  nobody  seemed  to  know  to  whom. 
At  last  it  came  out.  He  came  to  church 
one  Sunday  with  his  bride — a short,  stout^ 
sallow  woman  in  middle-aged  bridal  fin- 
ery, no  more  like  poor  Nancy  than  a huck- 
leberry bush  is  like  a willow  sapling.  She 
was  a widow  from  a neighboring  town, 
and  reputed  to  have  quite  a snug  little 
property — ^four  or  five  thousand  dollars. 

Emmeline  and  her  mother  sat  just  across 
the  aisle  from  the  newly  wedded  couple. 
Mrs.  Steadman  had  given  one  startled, 
comprehensive  glance  at  them  when  they 
turned  into  the  pew.  After  that  she  did 
not  look  at  them  again,  but  sat  straight 
and  rigid,  holding  her  chin  so  stiffly 
against  her  long  neck  that  it  looked  like  a 
double  one,  pursing  up  her  lips  as  if  to 
keep  back  a rushing  crowd  of  words  which 
were  clamoring  behind  them. 

She  told  Emmeline,  when  they  got 
h<»ne,  that  it  was  all  she  could  do  not  to 
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speak  right  out  in  meeting  and  tell  Thom- 
as Weeks  just  what  she  thought  of  him. 

“I’d  like  to  get  right  up,”  said  she, 
“an’  ask  him  ’f  he  remembered  it  was 
hardly  six  months  since  my  poor  sister 
was  laid  away,  an’  ’f  he’d  ever  heerd  of 
such  a thing  as  common  decency  an’  re- 
spect for  folks’  memory,  an’  ’f  he  didn’t 
think  it  was  treatin’  some  folks  pretty 
hard  to  bring  another  woman  in  to  use 
their  dead  sister’s  things,  when  he’d  never 
given  them  a penny’s  worth  of  ’em.” 

As  far  as  the  results  went,  Charlotte 
might  just  as  well  have  spoken  out  in 
meeting,  and  accused  her  recreant  brother- 
in-law  openly.  She  had  always  been  a 
woman  who  talked  a great  deal,  and  could 
not  help  making  funerals  for  all  her  woes, 
and  now  there  was  not  a woman  in  the 
town  whom  she  did  not  discuss  Thomas’s 
second  marriage  with,  and  detail  her  own 
grievances  in  connection  therewith  to. 
They  all  sympathized  with  her:  women 
always  do  in  such  cases. 

She  warmed  up  on  the  subject  to  every- 
body who  came  into  the  shop.  Emmeline 
kept  quietly  sewing,  giving  her  opinions 
on  her  work  when  asked  for  them,  but 
not  saying  much  besides.  Her  mother 
did  not  understand  her;  privately  she 
thought  her  unfeeling.  Emmeline  had 
not  heard  a word  from  Andrew  Stoddard 
all  this  time.  For  a while  she  had  had 
a forlorn  hope  of  a letter,  but  it  had  died 
away  now.  Outwardly  she  was  living 
just  as  she  always  had  before  he  had 
come;  but  the  old  homely  ways,  whose 
crooks  she  had  thought  she  knew  by  heart, 
were  constantly  giving  her  a feeling  of 
pain  and  strangeness.  She  was  not  ima- 
ginative or  self-conscious ; she  never  real- 
ly knew  how  unhappy  she  was,  or  she 
would  have  been  unhappier.  She  kept 
steadily  at  work,  and  ate  and  slept  and 
went  about  as  usual ; she  never  dreamed 
of  its  being  possible  for  her  to  do  any- 
thing else,  but  the  difference  was  all  the 
time  goading  her  terribly. 

Her  mother’s  fretting  over  the  affair 
had  disturbed  her  actively  more  than  any- 
thing else;  she  was  almost  glad  now  to 
have  it  turned  into  another  channel.  And 
this  new  one  threatened  to  be  well  worn 
indeed  before  Mrs.  Steadman  should  leave 
it.  She  scolded  and  cried  in  it.  She  was 
divided  between  grief  and  indignation. 

Poor  Nancy’s  few  articles  of  finery  ran- 
kled in  her  mind  more  and  more.  She 
pilgrimed  up  to  Thomas’s  house  evening 


after  evening  to  see  if  there  was  a light 
in  the  best  parlor;  report  said  that  they 
used  it  common  now.  She  came  home 
trembling : there  was  one. 

“To  think  of  their  usin’  poor  Nancy’s 
best  plush  furniture  like  that!”  she  said; 
“ settin’  in  them  stuffed  chairs  every  even- 
in’ jest  as  if  they  was  wooden  ones : they 
won’t  last  no  time  at  all.  An’  to  think 
how  hard  she  worked  an’  saved  to  get 
’em,  an’  how  choice  she  was  of  ’em.  Then 
thar’s  all  them  tidies  an’  mats  an’  rugs, 
an’  that  beautiful  hair  wreath  made  out 
of  my  folks’  hair!” 

This  last  seemed  to  disturb  Charlotte 
more  than  anything  else.  She  had  not  a 
doubt,  she  said,  but  what  working  on  it 
had  hastened  Nancy’s  death,  and  to  think 
that  that  other  woman  should  have  it! 

One  Friday  evening  Mrs.  Steadman 
started  for  meeting.  Emmeline  did  not 
go.  She  had  some  work  she  was  hurry- 
ing on,  and  her  mother,  contrary  to  her 
usual  habit, did  not  urge  her  to;  indeed, 
she  rather  advocated  her  staying  at  home. 

About  half  an  hour  after  her  mother 
left,  Emmeline  laid  down  her  work-— it  had 
grown  too  dark  for  her  to  see  without  light- 
ing a lamp.  As  she  sat  at  the  window  a 
moment  in  the  dusk,  she  saw  a figure  hur- 
rying up  which  she  did  not  think  could 
be  her  mother’s,  it  came  so  fast  and  flur- 
riedly;  besides,  it  was  not  time  for  meet- 
ing to  be  out. 

But  when  the  gate  opened  she  saw  it 
was.  Her  mother  scuttled  up  the  steps 
into  the  entry,  and  opened  the  shop  door 
cautiously. 

“Emmeline,  anybody  here?” 

“No.” 

She  came  in  then.  She  had  something 
under  her  arm.  “Light  the  lamp,  Em- 
meline— quick ! See  what  I’ve  got !” 

Emmeline  got  up  and  lit  the  lamp. 
“Why,  mother!”  said  she,  aghast.  Her 
mother  was  holding  the  hair  wreath,  in 
its  oval  gilt  frame,  with  an  expression  of 
mingled  triumph  and  terror.  “Why, 
mother,  how  did  you  get  it  ?” 

“Q^t  it?  I walked  into  the  house  an’ 
took  it,”  said  Charlotte,  defiantly.  “I 
don’t  care ; I meant  to  have  it.  Nancy 
made  it,  an’  worked  herself  ’most  to  death 
over  it,  an’  it’s  made  out  of  my  folks’  hair, 
an’  I had  a right  to  it.” 

‘ ‘ Why,  mother,  how  did  you  ever  dare  ?” 

“I  peeked  into  the  vestry,  an’  saw  ’em 
both  in  thar  on  one  of  the  back  seats. 
Then  I run  right  up  to  the  house.  I knew, 
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unless  they  did  different  from  what  they 
used  to,  I could  git  in  through  the  shed. 
An’  I did.  I went  right  through  the 
kitchen  an’  sittin’-room  into  the  parlor. 
It  made  me  feel  bad  enough.  That  plush 
furniture’s  gettin’  real  worn,  usin’  it  so 
common ; the  nap’s  all  rubbed  off  on  the 
edges,  an’  the  tidies  are  dirty.  I saw  a 
great  spot  on  that  Brussels  carpet,  too, 
where  somebody’d  tracked  in.  It  don’t 
look  much  as  it  used  to.  I could  have  sat 
right  down  an’  cried.  But  I was  afraid 
to  stop  long,  so  I jest  took  this  picture 
down  an’  come  off.  I didn’t  see  a soul.  I 
s’pose  you  think  I’ve  done  an  awful  thing, 
Emmeline  ?” 

“I’m  afraid  you’ll  have  some  trouble 
about  it,  mother.” 

“/ain’t  afraid.” 

In  spite  of  her  bravado,  she  was  afraid. 
She  tucked  away  the  wreath  out  of  sight 
upstairs,  and  when  Thomas  Weeks  came 
to  the  door  the  next  day,  she  answered  his 
ring  with  inward  trepidation.  She  had  an 
inclination  to  run  out  of  the  back  door, 
and  leave  Emmeline  to  encounter  him, 
but  she  resisted  it. 

She  came  off  victorious,  however.  Even 
Thomas  Weeks  succumbed  before  the 
crushing  arguments  and  the  withering  sar- 
casms, tumbling  pell-mell  over  each  other, 
which  she  brought  to  bear  upon  him. 

“ He  says  I may  keep  it,”  she  told  Em- 
meline when  she  went  in.  “He  guesses 
Mis’  Weeks  don’t  set  no  great  by  it,  an’  he 
don’t  care.  He  was  awful  toppin’  at  first, 
but  he  begun  to  look  kind  of  ashamed,  an’ 
wilted  right  down  after  I’d  talked  to  him 
awhile.  I told  him  jest  what  I thought 
of  the  whole  business  from  beginnin’  to 
end.” 

The  hair  wreath  was  hung  up  in  state 
in  the  front  room  after  that,  and  openly 
displayed.  Everybody  upheld  Charlotte 
in  taking  it,  and  she  felt  herself  quite  a 
heroine.  Nothing  delighted  her  more  than 
to  have  people  speak  about  it  and  admire  it. 

One  day  she  was  descanting  on  its  beau- 
ties to  one  of  the  neighbors,  when  a ques- 
tion arose  which  attracted  Emmeline’s  at- 
tention. 

“Whose  hair  is  that  reddish  rose-bud 
made  out  of  ?”  asked  the  woman. 

Mrs.  Steadman  gave  a warning  ‘ ‘ Hush  1” 
and  a scared  glance  at  her  daughter.  Em- 
meline saw  it.  After  the  woman  had  gone 
she  went  up  to  the  wreath,  and  look^  at 
it  closely.  “Mother,”  said  she,  “whose 
hair  is  in  that  rose-bud  ?” 


Mrs.  Steadman  shrank  before  her  daugh- 
ter’s look. 

“Mother,  you  didn't  go  to  my  drawer 
and  take  that  out ! I missed  it ! How  did 
you  know  I had  it  ?” 

“Now,  Emmeline,  thar  ain’t  no  reason 
for  you  to  get  so  mad.  I went  to  your 
drawer  one  day  for  something,  an’  hap- 
pened to  see  it.  An’  poor  Nancy  want^ 
some  hair  that  color  dreadfully,  an’  she 
didn’t  really  want  to  go  out  of  the  family, 
an’  we  all  thought — ” 

“ Mother,  did  he  know  it  ?” 

“Now,  Emmeline,  it’s  ridiculous  for  you 
to  fire  up  so.  I s’pose  he  did.  You  re- 
member that  last  Friday  night  when  Pau- 
lina was  here  last  summer,  an’  we  all  went 
to  meetin’  ? He  came  that  night,  and  we 
warn’t  to  home,  and  Nancy  was  settin’  on 
her  door  step  when  he  drove  by,  an’  she 
had  to  call  him  in  an’  show  him  the  wreath. 
An’  I s’pose  she  let  on  ’bout  his  hair  bein’ 
in  it.  I told  her  she  was  awful  silly;  but 
she  said  he  kinder  cornered  her  up,  an’ 
she  couldn’t  help  it.  I scolded  her  for  it. 
She  said  he  seemed  kinder  upset.” 

“ Mother,  that  was  the  reafon.” 

“Reason  for  what  ?” 

“The  reason  he  stopped  coming,  and — 
everything.” 

“Emmeline  Steadman,  I don’t  believe 
it.  ’Tain’t  likely  a fellar’d  get  so  mad  as 
that  jest  ’cause  somebody’d  made  a rose- 
bud out  of  his  hair  to  put  in  a wreath; 
’tain’t  reasonable.  I should  think  he’d 
been  rather  pleased  than  anything  else.” 

“Oh,  mother,  don’t  you  see?  He — 
gave  it  to  me,  and  he  thought  that  was 
all  I cared  for  it,  to  give  it  to  Aunt  Nancy 
to  put  in  a hair  wreath.  And  he  is  awful 
sensitive  and  quick-tempered.” 

“I  should  think  he  was,  to  get  mad  at 
such  a>  thing  as  that;  I can’t  believe  he 
did!” 

“I  know  he  did!” 

“Well,  there  ain’t  any  call  for  you  to 
feel  huffy  about  it.  I’m  sorry  I did  it: 
I’m  sure  I wouldn’t  if  I’d  dreamed  it  was 
goin’  to  make  any  trouble.  I didn’t  have 
any  idea  he  was  such  a fire  an’  tow  kind 
of  a fellar  as  that.  I guess  it’s  jest  as  well 
we  didn’t  have  him  in  the  family;  thar 
wouldn’t  have  been  no  livin’  with  him.” 

That  night  Emmeline  wrote  a letter  to 
Andrew  Stoddard.  She  sat  up  for  the  pur- 
pose after  her  mother  had  gone  to  bed,  pre- 
tending she  had  some  work  to  finish.  She 
wrote  the  sort  of  letter  that  most  New 
England  girls  in  her  standing  would  have 
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written.  She  began  it  “Dear  Friend,” 
touched  very  lightly  on  the  subject  of  the 
hair,  just  enough  to  explain  it,  then  dec- 
orously hoped  that  if  any  misunderstand- 
ing had  interrupted  their  friendship  it 
might  be  done  away  with ; she  should  al- 
ways value  his  very  highly.  Then  she 
signed  herself  his  true  friend  “Emmeline 
E.  Steadman.” 

Nobody  knew  what  tortures  of  suspense 
Emmeline  suffered  after  she  had  sent  her 
poor  little  friendly  letter.  She  sewed  on 
quietly  just  as  usual.  Her  mother  knew 
nothing  about  it. 

She  began  to  go  regularly  to  the  post- 
oIBce,  though  not  at  mail  times.  She 
would  make  an  errand  to  the  store  where 
it  was,  and  inquire  if  there  was  a letter 
for  her  quietly  and  casually  after  she  was 
through  trading. 

One  morning  she  came  home  from  one 
of  those  errands,  dropped  down  in  a chair, 
and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
Her  mother  was  frightened:  she  was  mix- 
ing bread:  they  were  both  out  in  the 
kitchen. 

“ Emmelihe,  what  is  the  matter  ?” 

Emmeline  burst  into  a bitter  cry : ‘ ‘ He's 
married.  Mrs.  Wilson  told  me  just  now. 
Mrs.  Adams  told  her:  she  lives  next  to  his 
folks.” 

“Why,  Emmeline,  I didn’t  know  you 
cared  so  much  about  that  fellar  as  all 
that  I” 

“I  didn’t  I”  said  Emmeline,  fiercely; 
“but  I — wrote  to  him,  an’  what’s  he  goin’ 
to  think  ? I’d  died  first,  if  I’d  known. 
Oh,  if  you’d  only  let  that  lock  of  hair 
alone  1 You  brought  all  this  trouble  on 
me!” 

“Well,  Emmeline  Steadman,  if  you 
want  to  talk  so  to  the  mother  that’s  done 
for  you  what  I have,  on  account  of  a fel- 
lar that’s  showed  pretty  plain  he  didn’t 
care  any  great  about  you,  you  can.” 


Emmeline  said  no  more,  but,  with  a 
look  of  despair,  rose  to  go  upstairs. 

“ I’ve  told  you  I am  sorry  I took  it.” 

“ I think  you’d  better  be,”  said  Emme- 
line, as  she  went  through  the  door. 

She  did  no  more  work  that  day;  she 
staid  upstairs,  and  would  see  nobody:  she 
did  not  care  what  people  thought  now. 
Mrs.  Steadman  grew  more  and  more  con- 
science-stricken and  worried ; she  went  for 
the  night  mail  herself,  with  a forlorn  hope 
of  something,  she  did  not  know  what. 

When  she  got  back  she  came  directly 
upstairs  into  the  room  where  Emmeline 
was.  “Emmeline,”  said  she,  in  a shak- 
ing voice,  ‘ ‘ here’s  a letter  for  you ; I guess 
it’s  from  fctm.” 

Emmeline  took  it  and  opened  it,  her 
face  set  and  unmoved ; she  had  it  all  set- 
tled that  the  letter  was  to  tell  her  of  his 
marriage.  She  read  down  the  first  page, 
her  face  changing  with  every  word.  Her 
mother  watched  her  breathlessly,  as  if  she 
too  was  reading  the  letter  by  refiection  in 
her  daughter’s  face. 

At  last  Emmeline  looked  up  at  her  mo- 
ther. She  was  radiant;  she  was  trying 
to  keep  from  smiling,  lest  she  betray  too 
much  ; but  she  could  not  help  it.  She 
looked  blissful  and  shamefaced  together. 

“Mother— he  ain’t  married  after  all; 
and  he  says  it’s  all  right  about  the  hair; 
and — ^he’s  coming  home  1” 

Charlotte’s  face  was  as  radiant  as  her 
daughter’s,  but  she  said,  “Well,  what  do 
you  think  now  ? After  you’ve  been  such 
an  ungrateful  girl,  blaming  your  mother, 
an’  talkin’  to  her  as  you  did  this  momin’, 
I should  think  3rou’d  be  ashamed.  You 
don’t  deserve  it  1” 

Emmeline  got  off  the  bed;  with  her  let- 
ter in  her  hand  she  went  over  to  her  mo- 
ther, and  kissed  her  shyly  on  her  soft  old 
cheek.  “I’m  real  sorry  I spoke  so,  mo- 
ther.” 


THE  SUCCORY. 

OH  not  in  ladies’  gardens, 

My  peasant  posy, 

Smile  thy  dear  blue  eyes; 

Nor  only — nearer  to  the  skies — 
In  upland  piistures, 

Dim  and  sweet; 

But  by  the  dusty  road, 

Where  tired  feet 
Toil  to  and  fro, 

Where  flaunting  sin 
May  see  thy  heavenly  hue. 

Or  weary  sorrow  look  from  thee 
Toward  that  tenderer  blue. 
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Suddenly  he  rose  on  wing,  and  flew  with 
tail  wide  spread  across  the  walk,  into  an 
althea  bush,  where  he  disappeared. 

I was  about  to  pass  on,  when  fancying 
I heard  a faint  twittering  in  the  shrub,  I 
approached  quietly  till  near  enough  to  put 
ray  hand  on  him  before  I saw  him.  There 
he  sat  on  a branch  about  as  high  as  my 
head,  looking  at  me  very  sharply  with  his 
intelligent  black  eyes,  but  not  in  the  least 
agitated.  I stood  still,  and  he  went  on 
with  his  song. 

It  was  a most  extraordinary  perform* 
ance.  The  sweetest  notes,  given  with 
every  trill  and  turn  the  bii*d  can  execute, 
with  swelling  throat  and  jerking  tail,  yet 
not  a note  louder  than  a whisper  I I had 
to  listen  to  catch  the  sound,  although  I 
could  touch  him  where  I stood.  It  was 
a genuine  soliloquy.  When  he  had  fin- 
ished he  flew  out  the  other  side  of  the 
bush,  and  pushing  my  way  between  the 
althea  and  a close -growing  weigela,  I 
found  myself  in  his  nook,  a charming 
sunny  spot,  running  down  to  the  lake. 

Though  burdened  with  an  undeserved 
and  offensive  name,  and  having  some- 
how become  an  object  of  suspicion  and 
dislike  to  many  persons,  the  cat-bird — Mi- 
mu8  carolinensis—is  one  of  the  most  in- 
telligent and  interesting  of  our  native 
birds.  No  bird  makes  closer  observa- 
tion, or  more  correctly  estimates  one’s 
attitude  toward  him.  As  I sit  motionless 
in  his  nook  he  will  circle  around  me,  hop- 
ping from  bush  to  bush,  at  a distance  of 
ten  or  twelve  feet,  looking  at  me  from  ev- 
ery side,  and  at  last  slip  behind  a low 
shrub,  and  come  out  boldly  upon  the  grass 
with  an  unconcerned  air,  entirely  differ- 
ent from  that  with  which  he  had  kept  me 
under  surveillance  for  the  last  ten  min- 
utes. 

The  cat-bird  has  an  inquiring  mind; 
nothing  escapes  his  eye,  and  everything 
is  of  interest  to  him.  Far  from  being  sat- 
isfied to  accept  anything  as  “ mysterious,” 
he  wishes  and  intends  to  know  the  why 
and  the  wherefore  of  every  tiling  new  or 
strange.  After  one  has  won  his  confi- 
dence, to  induce  him  to  show  himself  on 
the  grass  it  is  only  necessary  to  place  there 
something  new — a bit  of  paper,  a small 
fruit,  or  anything  unusual.  From  be- 
liind  his  screen  of  leaves  he  sees  it,  is  at 
once  seized  with  intense  curiosity,  and 
if  not  afraid  he  will  almost  instantly  come 
down  to  inspect  it.  This  he  does  by  try- 
ing to  stab  it  with  his  sharp  black  bill. 


jumping  off  the  ground  and  pouncing  on 
it,  when  it  happens  to  be  hard,  till  one 
fears  he  will  break  his  bill.  A bit  of  ap- 
ple treated  by  him  is  full  of  minute  stabs 
or  gashes  like  dagger  thrusts.  His  man- 
ner, however,  is  not  one  of  vulgar  curios- 
ity, but  always  of  philosophical  inquiry 
into  the  nature  of  substances,  and  his  look 
is  as  grave  and  thoughtful  as  though  he 
were  studying  some  of  the  problems  of 
human  or  bird  life. 

He  has  also  a sense  of  humor.  I had 
the  fortune  to  see  from  my  own  window 
in  the  city  an  amusing  exhibition  of  this 
quality.  Hearing  the  sweet  song  of  a cat- 
bird, I seized  an  opera-glass  and  looked 
over  the  neighboring  yards  till  I found 
him  perched  on  the  roof  of  a pigeon-house, 
singing  with  great  energy.  Several  pi- 
geons were  also  on  the  roof,  and  seemed 
interested  in  the  stranger  entertaining 
them,  stupidly — in  pigeon  fashion — walk- 
ing about  and  looking  at  him,  turning 
their  heads  fi*om  side  to  side  in  their  min- 
cing way.  Suddenly,  in  the  middle  of  a 
burst  of  song,  the  minstrel  darted  like  a 
flash  among  them,  evidently  for  pure  fun, 
for  he  did  not  touch  one  of  them,  and  re- 
turned instantly  to  his  song.  Wild  panic, 
however,  seized  the  pigeons,  and  although 
he  was  a mere  atom  among  them,  they 
flew  every  way,  and  w^ould  have  shrieked 
with  terror  had  they  been  able. 

Then  the  sparrows  began  to  observe 
him.  They  gathered  near,  in  a cherry- 
tree  and  a lilac  bush,  chattering  and 
scolding,  and  plainly  questioning  the  right 
of  the  stranger  to  intrude  upon  their 
grounds.  After  a while  one  of  them  flew 
rapidly  past  the  apparently  unconcerned 
cat -bird,  who  interpolated  one  scolding 
note,  without  pausing  in  his  song.  This 
insult  not  being  resented,  the  sparrow  grew 
bolder,  returned,  and  alighted  on  the  roof 
near  him.  Wishing  to  finish  his  song, 
the  cat-bird  merely  scolded  a little,  and 
put  himself  in  an  attitude  of  “going  for 
him,”  when  the  sparrow  considered  it 
prudent  to  retire. 

For  a few  minutes  there  was  great  chat- 
tering in  the  cherry-tree,  and  the  spar- 
rows, having  made  up  their  minds  that 
he  could  do  nothing  but  scold,  plainly  re- 
solved to  mob  him  in  true  sparrow  fash- 
ion. One  led  the  way  by  flying  down  to- 
the  roof  about  two  feet  from  the  singer, 
all  bristled  up  ready  for  fight.  This  was  too 
much ; the  song  ceased,  and  with  a fearful 
war-cry  the  singer  fairly  flung  himself 
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ly,  and  at  last  jumped  upon  the  lowest 
branch,  gave  me  one  last  glance,  slipped 
to  the  ground  on  the  other  side,  and  re- 
turned in  a moment  without  the  worm. 

“Now,”  I said,  exultingly — “now  I 
have  you !” 

Carefully  I crept  up  and  parted  the 
branches,  while  the  disturbed  bird  hopped 
from  twig  to  twig,  saying  “Quit!  quit!” 
I looked  in,  confidently  expecting  to  see 
the  low  nest  I knew  so  well.  No  nest 
was  thei*e.  Then  I searched  the  neigh- 
boring shrubs,  and  even  the  grass  around, 
but  no  sign  of  his  home  could  I find,  while 
the  bird,  who  had  watched  and  followed 
me,  plainly  chuckled  in  a way  that  said, 
“Humph!  you  missed  it,  didn’t  you?” 
and  I firmly  believe  that  the  saucy  fellow 
ate  the  w’orm  himself,  and  went  through 
all  that  pretense  of  mystery  to  mislead 
me  and  rebuke  my  prying  curiosity. 

The  singing  of  the  cat-bird  is  as  charac- 
teristic as  anything  else  about  him.  No 
song  of  his  ever  comes  from  the  top  of  a 
tall  tree,  where  the  robin  delights  to  pour 
out  his  inspiring  notes,  but  out  of  the 
deepest  shade  of  the  thickest  shrub  his 
music  salutes  the  ear.  It  is  the  most 
charming  of  songs,  exquisite  in  quality, 


and  of  compass  and  variety.  His  com- 
mon chirp  as  he  goes  about  in  the  bushes 
is  soft  as  rain-drops  plashing  into  a quiet 
lake,  and  his  low  chatter  to  his  friends 
has  the  same  liquid  character.  But  he 
has  harsher  notes;  he  has  a sharp  “tut, 
tut,”  like  the  robin,  and  he  has  the  cry 
fi*om  which  he  is  named,  which  at  a little 
distance  somewhat  resembles  the  “mew” 
of  a melancholy  cat,  but  closer  sounds 
more  like  the  cry  of  a young  baby.  Then, 
also,  when  his  anger  is  roused,  and  he 
fiies  furiously  almost  in  one’s  face,  he 
gives  utterance  to  a harsh,  grating  sound 
that  one  finds  it  hard  to  believe  can  come 
out  of  his  mouth,  like  “Crack-rack-rack.”' 
In  fact,  I do  not  know  a bird  possessing  a 
greater  variety  of  sounds. 

When  a cat-bird  stands  up  three  feet 
from  you,  not  in  the  least  flustered  or 
disturbed,  calmly  looking  you  full  in  the 
face  with  both  his  bright  black  eyes,  not 
turning  his  head  from  side  to  side  in  the 
way  common  to  birds,  you  recognize  in 
him  something  like  intelligence  and  rea- 
son, and  you  can  not  resist  the  conviction 
that  he’ has  his  opinions,  and  could  ex- 
press them  if  only  you  could  understand 
his  language. 


IN  AN  OLD  VIRGINIA  TOWN. 


Fredericksburg,  now  of  historic 

fame  from  the  battle  fought  in  its 
midst  December  13,  1862,  was  named  by 
solemn  act  of  Council,  in  1727,  after  Fred- 
erick, son  of  George  I.  English  royal 
names  and  personages  were  held  in  high 
repute  in  the  colony  of  Virginia,  and  it  is 
scarcely  surprising  that  so  many  counties 
and  streets  in  the  present  State  bear  the 
names  and  titles  of  the  three  Georges  and 
other  princes,  one  of  said  counties  passing 
under  the  compound  appellation  of  “King 
and  Queen.” 

We  are  told — be  this  myth  or  not — that 
Captain  John  Smith,  the  ubiquitous  hero 
of  the  Pocahontas  legend,  ascended  the 
Rappahannock  River  in  a small  boat  as 
far  as  the  falls,  opposite  the  site  upon 
which  to-day  stands  the  town  of  Freder- 
icksburg, discovering  there  merely  a wig- 
wam village  of  the  Indian  tribe  known  as 
the  “Rappahannocs.”  About  a century 
later  the  site  was  surveyed  and  settled  by 
a few  hardy  adventurers  who  were  not 
afraid  to  have  for  neighbors  the  Rappa- 


hannocs, “most  formidable  savages,”  ac- 
cording to  Smith.  The  new  town  de- 
creed by  law  in  1727  was,  following  the 
usual  incipiencyof  colonial  towns,  a strag- 
gling collection  of  houses  built  entirely  of 
wood,  even  to  the  chimneys,  a custom 
which  was  afterward  condemned  by  law 
as  threatening  the  life  of  the  settlement. 
From  the  date  of  that  prohibition  sprang 
brick  chimneys,  and  the  easy,  modest  ex- 
istence continued  through  a century  and 
a half,  down  to  our  own  day. 

Rich  in  landmarks  and  traditions  con- 
nected with  the  colonial  and  Revolution- 
ary era  of  Virginia,  Fredericksburg  was  a 
distinguished  contributor  to  the  founding 
of  the  republic.  It  proudly  lays  claim  to 
the  honor  of  having  been  the  scene  of 
Washington’s  early  life,  the  home  of  his 
mother  until  her  death,  and  finally  the 
place  of  her  burial.  To  the  charm  and 
prestige  arising  from  its  early  history  may 
be  largely  attributed  the  moderate  amount 
of  prosperity  which  kept  the  town  alive 
in  spite  of  manifold  disadvantages.  Its 
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more  brilliant  phase  ended  with  the  stir- 
ring times  of  Washington’s  career;  dur- 
ing this  century  its  name  has  occasionally 
sounded  at  the  front,  though  for  the  most 
part  its  life  has  been  passed  in  retirement. 
•Dickens,  in  his  American  Notes,  dubbed 
it  a “finished  town,”  but  it  is  notorious 
that  the  novelist  was  in  the  habit  of 
writing  from  a Pickwickian  stand-point. 
At  no  time  “finished,”  the  old  town  is  to- 
day very  mucli  improved,  and  looks  for- 
ward to  a bright  future,  especially  in  man- 
ufactures, despite  its  abandonment  by 
many  of  the  young  men,  who  went  South 
and  West  “to  grow  up,”  in  consequence 
of  the  immediate  losses  inflicted  by  war. 

The  stand  which  the  little  town  took  at 
an  early  date  in  behalf  of  independence  is 
the  chief  glory  of  its  citizens  to-day.  Its 
leading  men  were  the  very  first  in  Vir- 
ginia to  adopt  the  principle  that  the  colo- 
nies ought  not  only  to  be  exempt  from 
mother-country  taxation,  but  ought  to  be 
free  and  independent  states.  At  a time 
when  many  of  the  ablest  Virginia  states- 
men, such  as  Richard  Bland,  Robert  Car- 
ter Nicholas,  Edmond  Pendleton,  George 
Mason.  Thomas  Lud  well  Lee,  Carter  Brax- 
ton, and  Benjamin  Harrison,  were  shrink- 
ing bapk  from  the  thought  of  attempting 
to  achieve  independence,  the  sturdy  burgh- 
ers were  far  in  advance  in  accurately  fore- 
casting the  future.  The  evidence  on  this 
point  is  conclusive.  When,  in  April, 
1775,  one  day  after  the  battle  of  Lexington, 
the  news  of  Lord  Dunmore’s  removal  of 
twenty  barrels  of  gunpowder  from  the 
public  magazine  in  Williamsburg  reached 
Fredericksburg,  measures  were  speedily 
devised  for  collecting  and  arming  the  peo- 
ple, and  six  hundred  men,  well  armed  and 
disciplined,  assembled  at  once.  Delegates 
were  dispatched  to  ascertain  precisely  the 
condition  of  affairs  at  Williamsburg,  and 
a public  meeting,  held  on  April  29,  1775, 
adopted  a series  of  resolutions  which  were 
in  form  and  substance  tantamount  to  a 
declaration  of  American  independence./ 
Though  deprecating  civil  war,  yet,  con- 
sidering the  liberties  of  America  to  be 
in  danger,  the  delegates  to  the  meeting 
pledged  themselves  to  re-assemble  at 
moment’s  warning,  and  by  force  of  arms 
to  defend  the  rights  of  “ this  or  any  sister 
colony,”  and  concluded  with  the  sentence, 
“God  save  the  liberties  of  America!” 
These  resolutions  were  passed  twenty -one 
days  before  the  celebrated  Mecklenburg 
declaration  in  North  Carolina,  and  one 


year  and  sixty-five  days  before  the  Decla- 
ration of  Independence  of  the  American 
Congress. 

Yet  at  the  date  of  this  declaration  the 
town’s  council  had  not  been  organized. 
The  first  court  was  incorporated  only  one 
year  before  the  close  of  the  Revolution- 
ary war,  and  some  of  the  first  acts  of  this 
court  furnish  a commentary  on  the  epoch. 
Five  persons  were  authorized  to  keep  tav- 
erns— the  name  “liotel”  being  then  un- 
known in  Virginia — and  a regular  tariff 
of  prices  was  fixed,  “the  same  not  to  be 
exceeded  by  the  tavern-keepers”  under 
severe  penalties.  It  is  note^rtliy  that 
the  limits  were  not  given  for  a wine-glass- 
ful or  even  for  a tumblerful  of  ferment- 
ed beverages,  but  for  a gallon ! The  prices 
established  were : “West  India  rum,  34; 
apple  brandy,  $1  67 ; whiskey,  $1 ; strong 
beer,  67  cents;  rum  toddj^  1^1  67;  brandy 
toddy,  $1  25;  rum  punch,  $2  50;  bmndy 
punch,  $2 ; rum  grog,  $1 ; brandy  grog,  84 
cents;  Madeira  wine,  per  bottle,  25: 
p6rt-wine,  per  bottle,  67  cents.  This  port 
could  hardly  have  been  the  genuine  ar- 
ticle of  Oporto,  but  must  have  been 
some  domestic  precursor  of  the  pi-esent 
port -wine  of  California.  Having  thus 
limited  the  prices  on  drinking,  the  au- 
thorities next  proceeded  to  take  upon 
their  shoulders  to  limit  the  prices  for  eat- 
ing, and  they  fixed  the  cost  of  a single 
“diet”  at  25  cents — certainly  quite  a m^- 
erate  figure,  according  to  our  modem 
standards.  These  dietary  laws  remained 
in  force  till  the  end  of  the  century,  and 
some  of  the  taverns  for  which  they  were 
drawn  up  lapped  over  far  into  the  pre- 
sent century,  and  the  keepera  told  many 
an  anecdote  in  regard  to  the  distinguished 
personages  who  had  lodged  in  tliein  dur- 
ing the  Revolution.  In  addition  to  r^- 
ulating  the  diet  of  their  guests,  the 
court  undertook  to  appraise  property  held 
in  legal  subjection  for  debt.  The  inven- 
tory and  appraisement  of  the  personalty 
of  a citizen  who  died  during  the  Revolu- 
tion stand  as  follows  on  the  court  rec- 
ord: one  silver  watch,  $26  67  ; one  cow 
and  yearling,  $16  67  ; one  suit  broadcloth 
clothes,  $13  34;  one  other  suit  broadcloth, 
$6  67;  three  blue  coats,  $10;  seven  |>air  of 
white  breeches,  $11  67;  five  white  vests, 
$11  67;  one  shirt,  67  cents;  six  pair  of 
stockings,  $1  67;  two  pair  of  shoes,  $3; 
three  hats,  $3;  one  stock  buckle,  50  cents; 
three  brushes,  50  cents. 

By  the  modern  visitor  the  principal  at- 
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liif^  Ik  uridt*- 

liiiffldK-  tjitit  Ilia  w«ivk  vv;4« 

ill  prf'>;<^t‘Vr 

in^  certain  itcnis  iii  re- 
gard to  his  ‘"  divinit.v” 
that  otherwise  woidd 
never  have  been  pub- 
lislHHi.  Zeiilous  to  serve  h is  own  advance- 
ment through  nil  enthusiastic  adomtionof 
the  hc^ro,  it  l>ecame  for  him  an  easy  task 
to  portray  the  latter  as  a demigod.  The 
following  bit  of  graiuliliKpience  might 
serve  as  a model  for  many  a rui’al  paper 
even  of  this  advanced  age:  “We  do  not 
look  for  a whale  in  a mill-pond,  but  in  the 
main  ocean.  On  the  sairie  rule  must  w'e 
not  look  for  Washington  in  America,  that 
gi'ea  test  con  t i nen  t,  w h icb , ri s i ng  from  be- 
neath the  fr<»zen  pole,  stretclies  far  and 
wide  to  iVie  south,  running  almost  the 
wliole  length  of  tliis  vast  terrene,  and  sus- 
taining on  her  ample  sides  tl>e  roaring 
shock  of  half  the  watery  globe  ? And 
equal  to  its  size  is  the  furniture  of  this  vast 
continent,  where  the  Almighty  has  rt?areil 
His  cloud-capped  mountains,  and  spread 
His  sea-like  lakes,  and  poured  His  mighty 
rivers,  and  hurled  down  His  thundering 
catiiraetvS.  in  a style  of  the  .sublime  so  far 
superior  to  anything  of  the  kind  in  the 
other  continent  that  w'e  may  fairly  con- 
clude that  great  rneu  an<l  gi'cat  deeds  awv 
as  tlie  iirsi  take  designed  fr^r  America.’’ 

The  Life  of  Watihingtoi)  was  Weeinss 
main  work,  Imsed  on  the  fact  of  liis  having 
hc^en  “Rector  of  Mount  Vernon  Parish.’’ 
It  was  written  in  1809,  and  wus  during 
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grave;  tlie  site,  opposiU*  the  town,  across 
the  river,  wdiich  stood  the  house  in 
wdiich  he  fii‘st  live<i  after  his  removal  from 
Westmoreland^  and  the  grounds  adjoin- 
ing, wliich  were  the  theatre  of  his  renown- 
ed boyish  exploits.  Thirty  years  ago  the 
town  contained  dozens  of  “old  citizens'” 
wlio  i)ersonally  had  known  Washington 
and  his  mother,  many  of  them  os  kin ; 
tliey  have  all  passed  away,  but  their  recol- 
lections and  iiuxiressions,  received  at  first 
band,  were  of  course  sfcamxicd  on  the  minds 
of  their  cluldrtm  \vhoai*e^ill  living.  The 
information  so  handed  down  by  pei*sons 
of  noted  veracity  and  accuracy  is  none 
tlie  less  authentic  VH?cau8e  it  has  never 
souglit  the  publicity  given  by  type. 

The  account  of  the  early  life  of  Wash- 
ington written  by  Ma.son  L.  Weems  was 
in  a great  mea.snm  a fanciful  perform- 
ance; his  budget  of  anecdotes  with  a mor- 
al tendency  was  palmed  otf  on  the  %vorJd 
sirnxdy  liecau.se  he  wj 
the  tield  with  a life  of  th»^  great,  man. 

Tikoiigh  mostof  Weems's  anecdotes  must 
lie  taken  as  fabriciitions—the  medium  of  a 
s|)ecied  of  moralizing  clialF  addressed  to 
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many  years  afterward  peddled  by  him  in 
person  throughout  Virginia,  meeting,  how- 
ever, with  a very  scanty  sale.  He  was  the 
first  book  canvasser  that  ever  traversed 
the  State.  In  his  way  he  was  quite  a 
character,  according  to  the  picture  drawn 
by  a gentleman  now  living  in  Fredericks- 
burg, who  in  his  youth  knew  him.  “I 
have  often  seen  him,”  said  this  gentleman, 
“ endeavoring  to  sell  his  books  about  town 
and  on  court  greens.  He  was  a Prince 
William  [County]  man,  and  a minister  of 
the  Episcopal  Church,  though  all  his  chil- 
dren became  Methodists.  It  was  his  cus- 
tom to  travel  about  in  a small  vehicle  sell- 
ing, in  addition  to  his  Life  of  Washington^ 
his  Life  of  Marion^  and  two  pamphlets 
entitled  The  Drunkard's  Looking-Glass 
and  The  Swexirer's  Prayer,  Now  and 
then  he  would  scatter  short  moral  pieces 
in  doggerel,  and  printed  on  slips  of  paper. 
He  was  extremely  fond  of  playing  the 
violin,  and  used  it  also  as  a means  to  draw 
attention  to  his  wares.  Being  a parson, 
and  hence  indisposed  to  exhibiting  himself 
as  a fiddler  in  public,  he  was  accustomed 
to  conceal  himself,  while  handling  the  in- 
strument, in  a species  of  booth  made  by 
means  of  blankets  stretched  on  poles.  On 
one  occasion,  while  thus  engaged,the  wind 
blew  down  the  side  of  his  booth  against 
which  his  back  was  turned,  exposing  him 
to  the  full  view  of  a gaping  crowd.  Un- 
conscious of  the  accident,  he  kept  fiddling 
away,  till  the  crowd,  no  longer  able  to 
restrain  its  tittering,  burst  forth  in  a roar 
of  laughter  which  instantly  forced  him 
to  see  himself  as  others  had  been  seeing 
him.  His  annoyance  was  tremendous, 
and  he  forthwith  decamped  from  the 
ground,  amidst  a hurricane  of  derisive  re- 
marks showered  upon  him  by  the  rough 
multitude.” 

Washington’s  paternal  grandfather  set- 
tled in  Virginia  in  1657,  and  his  maternal 
grandfather  emigrated  in  the  same  year 
to  the  same  neighborhood.  Augustin, 
the  father  of  George,  first  married  Miss 
Jane  Butler,  who  died  after  giving  birth 
to  two  sons,  Lawrence  and  Augustin. 
“Fully  determined  still,”  says  Weems, 
“that  ‘ it  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,’ 
he  I’enewed  for  the  second  time  the  chaste 
delights  of  matrimonial  life.  His  consort 
was  Miss  Mary  Ball,  a young  lady  of  for- 
tune, and  descended  from  one  of  the  best 
families  in  Virginia.  From  his  intermar- 
riage with  this  channing  girl  it  would 
appear  that  our  hero's  father  must  have 


possessed  either  a very  pleasing  person  or 
highly  polished  manners,  or  perhax>s  both; 
for,  from  what  I can  learn,  lie  was  at  that 
time  at  least  forty  years  old,  wliile  she,  on 
the  other  hand,  was  universally  toasted  as 
the  belle  of  the  Northern  Neck,  and  in  the 
full  bloom  and  freshness  of  love-inspiring 
sixteen.  Those  overdelicate  folk  w-ho  arc 
ready  to  faint  at  thought  of  a second  mar- 
riage might  do  well  to  remember  that  the 
greatest  man  who  ever  lived  was  the  son 
of  this  second  marriage.” 

Writing  only  ten  years  after  Washing- 
ton’s death,  or  in  1809,  Parson  Weems 
thus  refers  to  ^e  famous  homestead  oppo- 
site Fredericksburg:  “Little  George  had 
scarcely  attained  his  fifth  year  when  his 
father  left  Pope’s  Creek,  Westmoreland, 
and  came  up  to  a plantation  which  he  had 
in  Stafford,  opposite  to  Predericksbuig. 
The  house  in  which  he  lived  is  still  to  be 
seen.  It  lifts  its  low  and  modest  front  of 
faded  red  over  the  turbid  waters  of  the 
Rappahannock,  whither  to  this  day  num- 
bers of  people  repair,  and,  wdth  emotions 
unutterable,  looking  at  the  weather-beat- 
en mansion,  exclaim:  ‘Here’s  the  house 
where  the  great  Washington  was  bom.’ 
But  it  is  all  a mistake.  The  first  place  of 
education  to  which  George  was  ever  sent 
was  a little  ‘ old-field  school’  kept  by  one 
of  his  father’s  tenants  on  the  Stafford 
farm,  an  old  man  named  Hobby,  who  act- 
ed in  the  double  character  of  sexton  and 
school-master.  Hobby  lived  to  see  his 
pupil  in  all  his  glory.  In  his  cups — for 
though  a sexton  he  would  sometimes 
drink,  particularly  on  the  General's  birth- 
days— he  used  to  boast  that  ’twas  he  who 
between  his  knees  had  laid  the  foundation 
of  George  Washington’s  greatness.” 

It  was  on  the  Stafford  farm  that  Weems 
locates  the  scene  of  the  qccident  to  that 
cherry-tiee,  cited  “as  a case  in  point” — 
i,  e. , George’s  love  of  truth — ‘ ‘ too  valuable 
to  be  lost,  too  true  to  be  doubted,  and  com- 
municated to  me  by  the  same  excellent 
lady  to  whom  I was  indebted  for  the  last. 
‘When  George,’  said  she,  ‘was  about  six 
years  old  he  was  made  the  wealthy  master 
of  a hatchet,’  ” etc.  It  was  on  this  farm, 
also,  that  the  father  of  Washington  died, 
when  he  was  sent  down  to  his  native 
place  on  Pope’s  Creek,  Westmoreland,  to 
school,  and  his  mother  moved  into  the 
house  she  occupied  in  Fredericksburg  until 
her  death.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  George 
left  school,  “of  Latin  understanding  as 
little  as  Balaam’s  ass,”  quoth  Parson 
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Weenjs,  to  l^econie  a mjrve3M>r  oji 
Fairfax’s  estalo. 

The  farm  consistciJ  of  only  120()  aci'es, 
though  his  father’s  estato  in  the  t>vo  coun 
ties  of  StuttVml  and  W estmoreland  amount^ 
ed  to  2SJX)0  at^res.  The  lumse  in  which 
Wash inghui  lived  with  his  parents  disap- 
peared a half-century  atro,  but  a frame 
d weiling:  now  stands  on  its  site,  and  erect- 
ed on  the  siAine  stone  foundation,  its  onlj' 
visible  relic.  When  this  old  fuundutiou 
was  being  excavated  the  present  occu- 
pant of  the  ](x*.iility  a number  of  wine 
l>ottles  and  clay  pipes  vveiHJ  the  sole  tokens 
of  grandeur  discovered  among  the  debris. 
The  modern  house,  alx^ut  three  Viundred 
yanls  below  the  milsvay  bridge,  is  oii  fbe 
top  of  a hUl,  and  is  one  hundred  yards 
from  the  river.  It  is  a very  m<xlest  one- 
story  building,  surrounded  hy  a few  shade 
treCvS^  and  is  kept  in  iiCiat  onler  by  a small 
farmer,  very  proud  of  the  higli  Uouoi’s  at- 
taching to  the  spot,  a.s  il  seemed  to  a i>art\^ 
of  three  of  us  who  trespaixssed  on  his  )irem- 
Lses  to  satisfy  our  curio^^^t3^  On  enter- 
ing his  little  parlor,”  the  e\’^e  was  at 
once  attracted  over  the  mantel  p lew  to 
the  engraving  represerititig  ‘‘Tlie  Court- 
ship of  Mrs.  Martha  Ousiis  by  Genera] 
Washington,"  and  as  wegfued  on  the  priiii 


unifonned  young  man  in  top-lxiots  seat- 
ed feside  the  widow  and  her  two  lolling 
childi^en,  tine  picture  appealed  to  the  fan- 
cy with  unwonted  liveliness.  This  was 
tlie  only  Washingtonian  memento  visi- 
ble. The  field  surrounding  tlie  hou.se, 
which  is  rare)^'  visited  nowadays  either 
l)^''  strangers  or  natives,  was  pleasant  to 
Ixdiold  under  its  high  .state  of  cultivation. 

Descending  from  the  hi'cw  of  the  hill 
in  a straight  line  (amidst  regrets  that  the 
art  of  photograph\"  did  not  e.'tisl  in  1742), 
we  i\?ached  the  ferry,  wliicli  wits  located 
at  pi*ecisely  the  same  point  in  tlmi  v'car. 
It  was  here  tliat.  according  to  the  tradi- 
tional belief  of  the  t<:)wns  pei:iplo.  the  ten- 
year-old  liem  threw  a stone  across  the 
river,  tivongh  the  exploit  is  ly  a few  dou- 
ble-d^'ed  skeptics  in  the  town  as  Htretiu- 
ousl^"  fK)oli  jwohed  as  the  little  hak^het 
atfair.  Biographer  Weems  siys:  “Col- 
onel Lewis  Willis,  his  playmate  and  kins- 
man, has  h»>en  heuixl  to  that  he  has 
often  sexm  liim  thrO\v  a .stone  across  the 
Rappahannock  at  the  lower  bury  of  Fred- 
ericksburg. It  would  })e  no  matter 
to  Hnd  a maTi  nowudaN  S who  could  do  it. 
Indeed,  hi.s  fatiier  Iwfore  him  was  a man 
of  ext  rao rd  i nary  st  re u gtli . ” The  d i stance 
acm.s.s  the  river  by  the  ferr^’-boat  is  now 
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one  hundred  and  fifty  yards,  but  it  was 
greater  then,  according  to  old  citizens,  who 
recollect  when  the  stream  was  much  wider 
and  deeper.  At  the  close  of  the  last  cen- 
tury large  barks  and  schooners  heavily 
laden  were  able  to  ascend  a mile  above, 
as  far  as  Falmouth,  where  they  received 
return  cargoes  of  wheat  and  tobacco.  Fal- 
mouth, now  a decayed  hamlet,  was  then 
such  a thriving  town  that  its  prominent 
merchants  furnished  exchange  on  Eng- 
land to  Baltimore.  At  the  time  of  Wash- 
ington’s exploit  the  distance  across  must 
have  been  nearly  two  hundred  yards, 
and  hence  his  throw  was  a greater  tri- 
umph of  muscular  strength  and  dexteri- 
ty than  such  a performance  would  be  to- 
day. A merchant  standing  in  his  ware- 
house on  the  Fredericksburg  side  assured 
the  writer  that,  instead  of  a stone,  the 
Father  of  his  Country  threw  a silver  dollar 
across  the  river — ^verily  “the  dollar  of  the 
daddies” — “and,”  added  this  gentleman, 
“ they  afterward  found  the  dollar.”  Tliis 
is  an  entirely  new  version,  and  our  only 
wonder  is  that  we  do  not  meet  it  on  the 
pages  of  Parson  Weems.  Judging  from 
the  amount  of  stone-throwing  indulged  in 
by  the  small  boys  at  the  expense  of  the 
solitary  ferryman  as  he  poles  his  bark  to 
and  fro,  one  fancies  that  they,  at  least,  are 
fully  persuaded  the  great  man  in  his  boy- 
hood threw  a stone  across  the  Rappahan- 
nock. 

The  house  in  which  Mrs.  Washington 
lived  in  the  town  is  situated  on  Charles 
Street,  and  is  preserved  almost  as  it  was 
in  her  day.  It  contains  only  two  rooms 
and  a dark  hall  on  the  gi’ound-fioor,  and 
one  small  attic  room,  reached  by  a wind- 
ing staircase  from  the  hall.  The  walls, 
thinly  plastered  on  the  inside,  appear 
stained  and  dingy  from  age;  the  worn 
plank  fioors,  the  wide  wooden  mantel  and 
fire-pi  ace,  and  the  narrow  windows  carry 
one  back  at  sight  to  the  olden  time.  The 
foundation,  partly  of  brick  and  partly 
of  large  stones,  is  remarkably  solid  for 
such  a slight  superstructure,  clad  in  nar- 
row strips  of  weather-boarding,  lately  re- 
painted; the  roof,  thatched  with  round- 
pointed  shingles,  and  over  which  rises  a 
tall  brick  chimney,  is  steep  on  the  street 
side,  and  sloping  to  tlie  rear  in  the  form 
of  a shed  over  the  exit  into  the  large  gar- 
den, which  contains  a diminutive  “ kitch- 
en.” The  garden  formerly  embraced  the 
adjoining  five  blocks,  now  built  over.  The 
modem  coat  of  paint  given  the  old  house 


at  first  leads  one  to  doubt  its  antiquity, 
but  a closer  inspection,  within  and  with- 
out, soon  attests  its  great  age.  The  genu- 
ine structure  has  been  joined  to  a two-story 
building  with  ample  porch,  from  which  the 
entry  is  now  made  to  the  corridor  of  the 
Washington  mansion. 

The  house  as  it  looked  in  1783,  accord- 
ing to  a picture  on  an  old  map  banging  in 
one  of  the  hotels,  tallies  with  its  present 
appearance.  It  is  occupied  by  a small  fam- 
ily, the  members  of  which  are  occasionally 
called  upon  to  show  its  points  to  patriot- 
ic strangers.  The  present  tenant’s  wife, 
when  exhibiting  it  to  us,  pointed  to  the 
comer  near  the  window  in  the  front  room 
and  remarked,  “It  was  right  there  in  that 
comer  that  George  used  sometimes  to  sit 
on  a bench  and  straighten  out  his  mother  s 
accounts.”  That  Mrs.  Washington  was  a 
diligent  worker  is  attested  by  both  oral  and 
written  memoirs.  She  attended  in  per- 
son to  her  garden  and  dairy,  milking  and 
churning  with  her  own  hands;  but  the 
statement  that  she  sold  milk,  butter,  and 
eggs  is  erroneous,  both  because  there  was 
no  market  for  them  in  the  neighborhood 
and  because  she  was  under  no  need  of  mak- 
ing money,  being  always  kept  well  sup- 
plied by  her  son  George,  never  more  duti- 
ful than  in  his  conduct  toward  her.  Be- 
fore, during,  and  after  the  Revolutionary 
war  it  was  his  frequent  practice  to  visit 
her  in  this  famous  little  house.  During 
his  visits,  when  a young  man,  dancing  par- 
ties were  often  given  by  his  mother,  and  at 
these  all  the  belles  of  the  town  were  invited 
to  assist.  The  fioors,  not  then  worn,  were 
smoothly  waxed,  and  the  front  room  was 
large  enough  to  hold  several  dancing  cou- 
ples at  once,  as  they  went  through  the  state- 
ly minuet  or  the  more  lively  “Virginia 
reel,”  to  the  music  of  a single  negro  fiddler. 
At  one  of  these  parties  a young  belle  was 
honored  with  the  General’s  hand  for  a 
dance.  As  he  led  her  out  on  the  floor  he 
remarked,  “I  didn’t  know  I had  such  a 
pretty  black-eyed  cousin!”  This  young 
partner  when  an  old  lady  would  fondly 
boast  of  this  triumph,  and  putting  her 
hands  to  her  eyes,  smilingly  say,  “And 
they  are  bright  yet!”  The  old  lady  was 
evidently  pleased  to  picture  herself  as  on 
the  day  when  Washington  danced  with 
her. 

On  one  occasion  during  the  Revolution 
Washington  called,  and,  finding  his  mo- 
ther working  in  the  garden,  went  out  to 
greet  her.  Looking  up  and  discovering 
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him  coming  toward  her,  she  laughingly  iiring  a salute.  The  ceremony  is  now 
exclaimed,  ‘^Well,  George,  haven't  they  omitted,  of  course,  as  there  is  no  parade  of 
caught  you  Hia  reply  was  to  hand  her  the  soldiery  on  that  day.  Tlie  death  of 
a bag  of  silver,  a conimmlity  scarce  in  that  Mrs.  Washington,  whicdi  occurred  several 
era  of  Oontinoiital  pajjer,  and  then  to  e,v  years  before*  that  of  her  illustrious  son, 
cort  her  back  into  the  house  for  a clmt.  was  the  occasion  of  an  immense  turn  out 
An  old  citizen  of  Fredericksburg  who  wit-  of  the  citizens  in  tlie  neighlxiring  coun- 
ncssed  this  interview,  and  fr^^quently  heai-d  and  vil  higes.  The  f luieral  was  a very 
her  give  expression  to  her  sentiments  dur-  plain  one,  eiitirjdy  adapted  to  the  expre^ss- 
ing  the  war,  used  to  say  of  her:  ‘‘She  was  ed  wishes  td  the  deceased  lady,  though 
a high  old  piece ! George  got  a great  deal  tlie  procession  the  grave  sire  lierself 
of  his  cliaracter  and  majesty  from  her.  had  cho.sen—uhimt  a half  luile  distant  on 
She  was  looked  upon  as  leaning  to  the  the  plain — was  unavoidably  large,  owing 
Tory  side  in  politics.’’  Doubtless  in  the  to  the  gxx*at  resp^'ct  and  love  w’hich  all 
beginniftg  it  was  as  grievous  in  her  eyes  classes  entertained  for  her. 
to  see  her  favorite  .sou  in  the  American  The  exact  spot  of  her  grave,  on  h rocky 
army  as  it  w’ould  have  been  to  have  seen  cmg,  Ava»  seleet/Cd  by  her,  as  she  declurc'd, 
hi?u  in  King  George  s navy,  from  entering  “ In'cause  it  never  could  be  cultivated.*’ 
which  he  had  only  been  dissuaded  by  his  There  in  183'^  was  laid  the  corner-si  one 
high  appi'cciatit)!!  of  her  devoted  love.  of  the  luonuinent  since  erected  over  her 
Mrs.  \Wshington  lived  very  happily  in  grave,  under  the  eye  of  President  Andrew 
this  little  house,  and  within  itswTills  her  Jacksfin,  w’ith  an  iiujmsing  military  and 
last  moments  were  ]>a-sj«i<l.  Twenty  years  civic  di.spla3^  It  was  during  hi.s  trip  from 
ago  a military  company"  parswled  in  the  Washington  to  Fredt^ricksburg  to  attejul 
streets  on  every  22<1  of  February,  invarh  this  cercniiuiy  that  the  nose  of  “ Old  Hick- 
ablj^  commencing  the  day’s  festivities  b)'  ory”  was  pulled  for  t]»6  first  and  last  time 
marching  to  the  fnuit  of  the  liousc  and  in  Ijis  life.  According  to  t.bo  account  of 
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an  eye-witness,  as  the  steamboat  convey- 
ing the  Presidential  pq,rty  down  the  Poto- 
mac touched  at  Alexandria,  a dismissed  of- 
fice-holder deliberately  went  up  to  the 
President  and  tweaked  his  venerable  nose. 
The  by-standers  immediately  seized  the 
intruder  and  had  begun  to  pummel  him, 
when  the  General,  lifting  his  redoubtable 
cane,  cried  out:  “ Let  him  alone;  I’m  able 
to  defend  myself  against  the  scoundrel !” 
Thereupon  the  “scoundrel”  was  hustled 
off  the  boat,  and  the  Presidential  dignity 
was  saved. 

The  erection  of  a monument  to  “Mary 
the  Mother  of  Washington”  was  proposed 
and  undertaken  by  the  citizens  of  Freder- 
icksburg; but  for  some  reason  the  job  was 
delayed,  until  Silas  E.  Burrass,  a New 
York  merchant  who  was  at  the  time  court- 
ing a member  of  the  Washington  family, 
asked  as  a favor  to  be  allowed  to  defray 
the  entire  expense.  His  offer  was  accept- 
ed by  the  building  committee,  and  he  at 
once  furnished  them  with  the  means  to 
proceed  in  the  undertaking.  The  work 
was  nearly  completed,  thanks  to  his  liber- 
ality, tlie  drafts  made  on  him  having  been 
regularly  paid,  when  his  failure  in  busi- 
ness put  a sudden  stop  to  the  erection,  and 
the  monument  was  left  in  the  unfinished 
condition  in  which  it  stands  to-day.  At 
this  juncture  of  affairs,  moreover,  his  of- 
fer of  marriage  was  declined  by  the  lady. 
Fortunately  the  monument  only  lacked 
its  shaft.  There  is  no  doubt  that  this 
small  lacking  was  an  advantage,  from  an 
aesthetic  point  of  view,  seeing  that  the 
monument  was  a little  gem  precisely  as 
left  by  the  workers,  and  could  only  have 
been  disfigured  by  a disproportioned  shaft. 
It  would,  in  fact,  have  been  difficult  to  hit 
upon  a more  suitable  design  for  a monu- 
ment to  the  memory  of  Washington’s  mo- 
ther than  the  one  actually  carried  out; 
its  elegant  simplicity  and  graceful  propor- 
tions are  entirely  in  accord  with  the  can- 
ons of  good  taste. 

The  monument  stands  on  the  crag  men- 
tioned in  the  midst  of  the  wide  plain  be- 
tween two  long  parallel  ranges  of  hills, 
one  on  the  Stafford  side,  and  the  other  on 
the  Spottsylvania  side,  or  at  the  beginning 
of  the  superb  valley  extending  many  miles 
down  the  Rappaliannock  River.  The  site 
could  not  have  been  moi*e  aptly  selected, 
the  view  from  the  crag  being  very  tine: 
from  out  of  the  middle  of  the  plain,  cover- 
ed with  rich  greensward  and  dotted  with 
sheep,  the  monument  is  visible  as  a cen- 


tral point  of  attraction  within  a wide  area 
of  hill  and  dale.  Its  cost  was  $10,000. 
It  consists  of  solid,  uncarved  marble  blocks 
inclosing  a “filler”  of  cemented  granite 
stones,  the  whole  forming  a square  mea- 
suring twelve  feet  at  the  base  and  ten  feet 
at  the  top.  The  blocks  are  so  placed  as 
to  inclose  broad  tablets  for  inscriptions— 
though  there  is  not  a single  word  on  them 
— and  above  these  tablets  small  fluted  col- 
umns, two  on  each  side,  extend  to  the  top 
frieze.  Only  four  of  the  columns  remain, 
the  other  four  having  been  broken  and  re- 
moved. The  entire  height  is  twenty-five 
feet;  the  quadrangular  shaft  which  was 
to  have  “ crowned  the  edifice,”  and  which 
now  lies  in  the  rough  about  ten  feet  away 
on  the  ground,  is  twenty  feet  long  and 
four  feet  square  at  the  base.  Both  the 
shaft  and  the  blocks  used  in  the  structure 
were  brought  from  Carrara, 

An  appropriation  was  recently  made  by 
Congress  for  the  completion  of  the  monu- 
ment. CertaiTily  no  better  design  could 
be  suggested  than  the  one  adopted  in  183^? 
by  the  citizens  of  Fredericksburg — always 
omitting  the  shaft,  as  they  in  effect  omitted 
it.  The  design  might  be  carried  out  on  a 
more  extensive  and  costly  scale  without 
any  very  objectionable  loss ; but  the  sub- 
stitution of  any  loud,  gorgeous  “ pile”  for 
the  present  modest  memento  would  be  a 
mistaken  kindness  both  from  a patriotic 
and  an  artistic  stand-point.  After  all,  the 
best  monument  to  Washington,  let  us 
hope,  is  the  veneration  of  each  succeeding 
generation  of  Americans.  There  is  a small 
private  grave-yard,  walled  in  and  planted 
with  a few  willow-trees,  within  three  feet 
of  the  monument,  adding  to  rather  than  de- 
tracting from  its  appearance.  Tlie  prome- 
nade across  the  grassy  plain  to  the  monu- 
ment is  a favorite  one  with  the  young  la- 
dies and  gentlemen  of  the  town. 

There  are  in  Fredericksburg  and  the 
neighboring  counties  many  families  who 
trace  up  their  blood-relationship  to  the 
house  of  Washington.  In  Westmoreland 
and  Lancaster  counties  the  Ball  side  of  the 
house  is  still  strongly  represented.  A 
grandnephew  of  the  General,  bearing  his 
name,  resides  in  Stafford,  and  though  six 
ty  years  old,  gains  a humble  livelihocxl 
by  selling  fire -wood.  Naturally,  a re- 
lationship to  the  Father  of  his  Country  is 
proudly  claimed  by  all  who  can  put  in  u 
genuine  patent;  but  there  are  no  longer 
in  the  vicinity,  as  of  yore,  old  negro  wo- 
men boasting  of  having  nursed  the  great 
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jimii  in  his  infancy,  ai)d  not  a vSing^lc  chair  soldier  captured  diirin^  the  Revolution, 
in  which  he  sat  is  now  lieard  oL  “ Have  and  sent  for  safe  keepintj  to  F^redericks* 
you  a chair  in  wliich  the  General  at  any  burg*.  The  tradition  iu  the  family  was 
time  sat  f’^was  gently  queried  of  one  of  that  immediately  after  linishing  Ins  work 
the  burghers.  No,’’  wavS  the  reply ; “ but  be  accidentally  fell  from  the  scaffold  and 
we  liave  a chair  in  which  lie  would  have  was  killed.  The  old  building  ha.s  recent- 
sal  had  he  visitetl  at  our  house,”  Accord-  !y  been  purchased  by  a genileinan  from 
iog  to  a turf  authority  of  higli  rank,  the  Baltimore,  and  he  has  undertakoii  to  re- 
litieageof  many  of  the  horses  around  Fml-  ston^  its  former  splendor, 
ericksburg  is  tr«aced  up  to  Washington’s  “ LcKlge  No.  4’' of  the  Masonic  fraternity 
fine  stock  hml  at  Mount  Vernon.  The  of  B’rcdericksburg  is  quite  famous  from 
General  truly  was  a great  lover  of  horses,  having  at  various  times  embraced  iu  its 
and  raced  as  well  as  bred  them.  meDil>ership  many  eiuinent  men.  It  Was 

“ Kenniore”  is  the  name  of  the  old  the  fun rtli  lodge  established  in  colonial 
mansion  in  which  Washington’s  sister  Virginia,  and  was  organized  in  17:15. 
Betty  dwelt,  not  far  from  liis  mother's  Among  i Is  early  mem l>ers  was  Washing- 
house.  Betty  was  very  anxious  to  l>e  the  ton,  who  re<’eived  the  first  degree  Novem- 
mistress  of  a fine  house,  and  so,  to  satisfy  her  4,  1752,  tlie  second  degi*ee  Marcli  3, 
her,  her  husband  had  Ketunore  con.struct-  1753,  and  the  tliird  degree  August  4. 1753. 
ed.  Their  son  was  for  a long  time  mayor  The  Bible  used  in  iliese  ceremonies,  still 
of  tlie  town.  Tlie  mansion  is  large  and  in  good  preservation,  is  the  ricljcst  trea- 
well  preserved  outside,  though  the  inte-  sure  of  tlie  lodge;  it  was  printed  at  Caov- 
rior  decorations  decayed  at  an  early  date,  bridge,  by  Jolui  Field,  iix  The  Bible 

The  origimd  frescoing  of  walls  and  ceil-  is  always  lx>i*ne  “in  state”  during  the 
ing$,  which  so  pleased  Madmn  Betty's  los-  grand  performance.^  of  the  Masons.  By 
thetic  taste,  was  the  work  of  an  Ensliah  order  of  the  lodge,  and  subscriptions  raised 
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by  its  exertions  to  the  amount  of  |5000,  a 
very  beautiful  and  faithful  statue  of  Wash- 
ington in  white  marble  was  'wrought  by 
the  sculptor  Hiram  Powers,  and  was  safely 
transported  from  Florence ; ere  it  could  be 
erected  the  war  came  on,  when  it  was. 
sent  to  Richmond  for  safe  keeping,  but 
was  destroyed  there  in  a conflagration. 

The  first  church  in  the  town  was  erect- 
ed in  1732,  and  Rev.  Patrick  Henry,  uncle 
of  the  great  orator,  was  the  first  preacher 
to  fill  its  pulpit,  from  which  the  doctrines 
of  the  Church  of  England  only  were  al- 
lowed to  issue.  The  church  was  the  only 
one,  indeed,  in  the  whole  of  “St.  George’s 
parish,”  which  at  that  time  included  half 
a dozen  of  the  present  counties.  The 
great  orator,  when  a boy,  was  a frequent 
hearer  of  liis  uncle’s  eloquent  sermons, 
and  it  is  said  that  they  first  inspired  him 
with  the  fancy  of  becoming  a public 
speaker.  The  parish  still  exists,  but  of 
the  original  rough  church  not  a trace  re- 
mains. Of  the  dozen  churches  at  present 
existing  in  the  town  two  belong  to  the 
Episcopalian  creed — one  being  ‘ ‘ High”  and 
the  other  “Low”  Church.  In  the  olden 
times  many  of  the  Fredericksburg  divines 
were  noted  for  quaint  ways  and  sayings, 
in  and  out  of  the  pulpit.  Soon  after  the  in- 
auguration of  General  Andrew  Jackson  as 
President,  an  old  Methodist  parson  named 
Kobler,  a stanch  Whig,  while  offering 
up  prayers  in  his  church,  took  occasion 
to  exhibit  his  uncompromising  notion  of 
honest,  plain  dealing.  After  praying  for 
the  new  President’s  health,  happiness,  and 
the  success  of  his  administration,  he  added, 
solemnly,  the  words,  “though  Thou,  O 
Lord,  knowest  that  we  did  not  want  him !” 
Another  of  these  outspoken  clergymen, 
a man  of  great  stature,  strength,  and  of 
highly  strung  passions,  was  accustomed  to 
rule  his  vestry  with  a rod  of  iron.  Wish- 
ing to  have  something  done  which  only 
the  vestry  could  do,  he  found  that  a ma- 
jority of  them  were  unwilling  to  vote  as 
he  wished.  A quarrel  ensued ; high  words 
were  speedily  followed  by  blows,  and  in 
this  pugilistic  encounter  the  clergyman, 
thanks  to  liis  gigantic  strength  and  skill  as 
a bruiser,  got  the  better  of  the  recusant 
vestrymen,  mauled  them  uninei'cifully, 
and  drove  them  from  his  presence.  The 
affair  having  naturally  created  great  ex- 
citement. he  i*ose  to  explain  on  the  follow- 
ing Sunday,  and,  desiring  to  justify  his 
conduct  by  Holy  Writ,  preaclied  a viru- 
lent sermon  from  the  text:  “And  I con- 


tended with  them,  and  cursed  them,  and 
smote  certain  of  them,  and  plucked  off 
their  hair.” 

The  fame  of  Gteneral  Hugh  Mercer,  the 
hero  of  the  battle  at  Princeton,  of  whom 
Washington  spoke  in  such  high  praise,  is 
one  of  the  rich  heirlooms  of  Fredericks- 
burg. The  house  of  his  son,  “CJolonel 
Mercer,”  is  pointed  out  as  one  of  the 
sights.  The  colonel  was  educated  at  gov- 
ernment expense,  on  account  of  his  fa- 
ther’s gallant  service,  and  on  leaving 
West  Point  rose  to  be  a colonel  in  the 
army.  After  his  retirement  he  'v^'iis  dur- 
ing thirty  years  president  of  a bank, 
though  its  operation,  it  is  said,  was  a seal- 
ed book  to  him,  owing  to  the  unfinancial 
turn  given  his  mind  by  a long  military 
career.  He  was  a mere  figure-head  presi- 
dent, according  to  our  modern  parlance. 
His  lack  of  “practicability”  was  as  noto- 
rious as  that  of  Chief  Justice  Marshall, 
who,  riding  in  his  gig  one  day  near  Fred- 
ericksburg, called  to  a darky  to  cut  down 
a sapling  which  had  arrested  the  wheel 
of  the  vehicle,  and  was  greatly  surprised 
when  the  darky,  by  simply  backing  the 
gig  a couple  of  feet,  enabled  him  to  pro 
ceed  on  his  way. 

During  the  first  half  of  this  century 
several  wild  schemes  for  making  rapid 
fortunes,  after  the  “South -sea  Bubble” 
style,  were  set  afloat  in  Fredericksburg, 
quite  turning  the  heads  of  all  save  the 
steadiest  old  citizens.  Upon  the  discov- 
ery of  gold  in  Spottsylvania  County  a 
craze  arose  for  mining  proportionately 
equal  to  the  California  fever  of  ’4fl-’49. 
Greedy,  inexperienced  speculators  sold  all 
their  ]x>ssessions  to  secure  mining  capi- 
tal. On  being  informed  of  their  proceed- 
ings a noted  old  Scotch  merchant,  who 
had  amassed  a million  penny  by  penny, 
replied:  “For  every  sax  shillings  they 
get  out  of  it  they’ll  put  in  saven  and  sax- 
pence!”  And  his  judgment  proved  to  be 
correct:  the  mines  ruined  all  who  invest- 
ed in  tliem,  and  for  a long  time  were  neg- 
lected, though  of  late  years  they  have 
been  properly  worked,  and  have  yielded 
moderate  gains.  Another  craze  sprang 
up  afterward  for  the  production  of  siWL 
This  “ multicaulis”  or  mulberry  mania 
still  furnishes  a world  of  humor  to  the 
‘ * elders,  ” while  narrating  their  vivid  remi- 
niscences of  its  various  phases.  Cocoon- 
eries were  started  at  every  supposed  avail- 
able point,  and  a rage  prevailed  to  plant 
mulberry  slips  in  garden  and  farm.  As 
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grown  foi*  decking  the  graves  on  the  an- 
niversary of  each  of  the  battles,  but  it 
was  uf ter wanl  abolished  as  involving  an 
un  ry  expens<\  Iinrnediately  i u 

the  centn\  on  the  summit  of  the  hill,  four 
largo  old'fasliioned  smootlebore  cannons^ 
surrounded  by  several  small  pynuniils of 
balls,  ai^  erected,  witli  their  butt  ends 
resting  on  granito  foundations,  a ball  in 
each  muzxle.  One  of  these  guns  bears  a 
brass  shield,  witli  the  appi’opriate  dedica- 
tion. In  the  midst  rises  tlie  lofty  Hag- 
staff,  upon  which  a small  flag  is  always 
kept  hoisted,  except  on  national  festivals, 
Avhen  a large  ban  tier  Is  flo»ated  In  tlie 


Of  the  houses  that  stood  between  the 
town  and  Marye  s Heights  on  the  day  of 
the  battle  only  three  remain,  but  the  in- 
tervefiing  plain  is  now  much  11101*6  thick- 
ly built  over  than  it  was  then.  Of  the 
shot  and  shell,  grape  and  musket- balls, 
whieli  were  strewn  on  the  Held,  there 
luvve  been  gathered  many  wagon-loads, 
and  the  small  boy  still  to-day  finds  a 
I'eady  source  of  pocket-money  in  the  lead 
to  be  picked  up  on  the  broad  expanse,  now 
green  with  varying  crops  and  meadows 
smiling  in  daisies.  Indeed,  excepting  tlie 
cemetery  itself,  it  is  hard  to  lind  a trace 
of  the  battle’s  havoc,  such  is  the  reme- 
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breeze.  In  a neat  cottage  at  the  entrance,  dial  power  of  time:  earth -works  were 
ermtiguous  to  a part  of  the  stonewall  lotigsineo  levef  led,  and  new  houses  in  the 
tliat  served  as  a bn'a<stwork  at  the  foot  of  town  itself  replace  those  that  were  burn- 
thc  hill  during  tlie  battle,  dwells  with  his  ed  or  battoed  during  the  bombardment, 
family  the  guardian,  wlui  keeps  the  iedg-  A single  cannon-ball  is  uilowf.d  to  remain 
er  of  ibis  little  city  of  the  dead,  and  gives  inibedded  in  the  rear  wall  of  a drug  shop 
to  the  passing  stranger  all  requisite  in-  on  the  main  street  as  a curiexsity,  or  rath- 
formation  concerning  them.  Inilienuin-  era  freak  in  the  dynamics  of  war.  On 
her  of  its  interments  this  cemetery  rates  the  neigli boring  tield  of  Oharicollomulle 
third;  limse  of  Vicksburg  and  NiiShville  only  one  house  now  stands,  and  no  one 
leading  it.  < )iily  seventy  six  of  the  iia-  would  ever  imagine  from  tlie  unscarred 
tional  comet  cries  are  in  charge  of  reg-  h>cality  tlmt  tlie  deadly  encounter  of  tivo 
ularly  appointed  kf  epers.  aitd  the  total  great  armies  took  place  there  twenty  years 
number  of  dead  buried  in  ;ill  is  ago. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Later  in  the  evening  Mrs.  Rutherford 
was  sitting  with  her  nephew  on  the 
piazza  of  her  new  residence,  the  little 
house  he  had  engaged  for  her  use  during 
her  stay  in  Gracias;  they  were  looking 
;at  the  moonlight  on  the  lagoon.  The  lit- 
tle house  had  piazzas  for  all  lights,  for  the 
morning  sunshine  and  the  western  sun- 
set, as  well  as  for  the  moonlight  on  the 
lagoon.  They  were  not  the  usual  piazza; 
they  were  included  within  the  house 
walls,  and  under  its  roof,  like  the  Italian 
loggia. 

The  little  residence  had  but  one  story, 
and  that  story  was  a second  one.  It  h^ 
been  built  above  an  old  passageway  of 
stone,  which  had  led  from  the  Franciscan 
monastery  down  to  the  monks’  landing- 
place  on  the  shore.  This  passageway  made 
a turn  at  a right  angle  not  far  from  the  wa- 
ter, and  this  angle  had  been  taken  posses- 
sion of  by  the  later  architect,  who  had 
rested  his  square  superstructure  solidly  on 
the  old  walls  at  the  south  and  west,  and 
had  then  built  a light  open  arch  below  to 
support  the  two  remaining  sides,  thus  se- 
curing an  elevated  position,  fine  air,  and  a 
beautiful  view  of  the  sea  beyond  Patricio 
at  comparatively  small  expense  for  his 
high  foundation.  An  outside  stairway  of 
stone,  which  made  a picturesque  turn  on 
the  way,  led  up  to  the  door  of  this  abode, 
a.nd,  taken  altogether,  it  was  an  odd  and 
pleasant  little  eyrie  on  a pleasant  shore. 

Evert  Winthrop,  however,  when  he  se- 
<5ured  it  for  his  aunt,  had  not  been  think- 
ing so  much  of  its  pleasantness  or  its  odd- 
ity as  its  freedom  from  damp,  Mrs.  Ruth- 
wford  having  long  been  of  the  opinion 
that  most  of  the  evils  of  life,  mental,  mor- 
al, and  physical,  the  lack  of  beauty,  and  the 
origin  of  crime,  could  be  directly  attributed 
to  the  condition  of  cellars.  “You  will 
observe,  Aunt  Katrina,  that  there  is  no 
eellar,”he  remarked,  as  she  took  posses- 
sion. “ You  can  live  up  here  on  this  high 
platform  like  fish  spread  out  to  dry.  I 
suppose  there  is  nothing  in  the  world 
<)uite  so  dry  as  a well-dried  cod.” 

Tlie  eyrie  had  but  one  fault,  and  th^t 
was  a fault  only  if  people  were  disposed 
to  be  sentimental:  the  old  walls  beneath, 
built  by  the  monks  long  before,  had  the 
air  of  performing  their  present  duty  with 
^extreme  unwillingness.  Coming  up  from 
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the  water,  they  passed  under  the  modem 
house  reluctantly  ; they  supported  its 
southern  front  under  protest,  and  were 
felt  to  turn  and  go  onward  on  the  west 
side  with  a disapproval  that  came  through 
the  floor.  Mrs.  Rutherford  declared  that 
it  made  her  feel  uncanny.  But  the  senti- 
ments of  Minerva  Poindexter,  avowed  in 
reply  to  her  mistress’s  declaration,  were 
of  an  entirely  different  nature. 

“ I admire  to  hev  ’em  there,”  said  this 
rigid  Protestant ; “ I admire  to  know  they’re 
under  my  feet,  and  tromple  ’em  down !” 
For  though  she  had  been  over  the  entire 
civilized  world,  though  she  could  adapt 
Paris  fashions,  and  was  called  Celestine, 
Miss  Poindexter  had  never  in  her  heart 
abated  one  inch  of  her  original  Puritan 
principles,  and  as  she  now  came  and 
went  over  the  old  monks’  passage  her 
very  soles  rejoiced  in  the  opportunity  to 
express  their  detestation  of  the  entire 
monastic  system;  she  ground  them  deep- 
ly into  the  straw  mattings  on  purpose. 

The  little  plaza  of  Gracias-a-Dios  was 
near  the  eyrie.  On  one  side  of  it  stood 
the  rambling  old  inn,  the  Seminole  House, 
encircled  by  a line  of  stout  poets  for  the 
use  of  its  patrons,  who  for  the  most  part 
came  mounted,  for  in  that  country  there 
was  very  little  driving;  all  rode.  There 
were  horses  of  many  grades,  mules,  and 
the  little  ponies  not  much  larger  than 
sheep  that  browsed  in  the  marshes.  To 
walk  was  beneath  the  dignity  of  any  one; 
the  poorest  negro  had  his  sorry  animal  of 
some  sort  to  save  him  from  that.  As  to 
walking  for  pleasure,  that  crazed  idea  had 
not  yet  reached  Gracias. 

The  Seminole  had  agreed  to  send  lunch- 
es and  dinners  of  its  best  cooking  to  the 
house  on  the  shore,  and  its  best  cooking, 
though  confined  to  the  local  ingredients, 
was  something  not  to  be  despised.  It  owed 
its  being  to  the  perfect  culinary  intuitions 
of  Aunt  Dinah-Jim,  a native  artist,  who 
evolved  in  some  mysterious  way  from  her 
disorderly  kitchen  the  dishes  for  which 
she  was  celebrated  at  uncertain  hours. 
But  if  the  hours  were  uncertain,  the  dishes 
were  not. 

The  old  black  woman  sent  the  results  of 
her  labors  to  the  eyrie  in  the  charge  of 
Telano  Johnson,  a tall,  slender  colored 
boy  of  eighteen  summers,  whose  spotless 
white  linen  jacket  and  intense  gravity  of 
demeanor  gained  him  the  favor  of  even 
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Celestine.  ‘ * He  has  manners  like  the  Gov- 
ernor of  Vermont  and  all  his  staff,  I do 
declare,  ’ was  the  secret  thought  of  this 
good  woman.  Telano,  who  had  never 
seen  a white  servant  before,  treated  Celes- 
tine with  profound  respect.  His  inward 
belief  was  that  she  was  a witch,  which 
would  account  for  her  inexplicable  lean- 
ness, the  knobbiness  of  her  spine,  and  the 
conciseness  of  her  remarks,  the  latter  most 
singular  of  all  to  Telano,  who  had  the  usu- 
al flowery  fluency  of  his  race.  He  carried 
a Voudoo  charm  against  her  in  his  vest 
pocket,  and  brandished  it  when  she  was 
not  looking.  In  addition,  he  often  ar-^ 
ranged,  swiftly  and  furtively,  in  a comer 
of  the  dining-room,  when  he  came  to  lay 
the  cloth,  a little  pile  of  three  minute 
twigs,  crossed  in  a particular  fashion, 
and  sprinkled  with  unknown  ingredients, 
which  he  also  took  from  his  pocket,  the 
whole  a protection  from  her  supposed  in- 
cantations against  him.  Minerva  mean- 
while had  no  suspicion  of  these  pagan 
rites.  She  continued  to  be  pleased  with 
Telano,  and  even  had  a plan  for  teaching 
him  to  read.  The  boy  sang  with  the 
charming  sweetness  so  common  among 
the  Africans,  and  once,  after  listening, 
duster  in  hand,  in  spite  of  herself,  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  as  he  carolled  over 
the  dishes  he  was  washing  in  his  pantry, 
she  went  so  far  as  to  appear  at  his  door, 
and  asked  him  briefly  if  he  knew  a favor- 
ite song  of  her  youth,  “The  Draggle-tail 
Gypsies,  Oh!'’  Telano  did  not  know  it. 
And  she  said  she  would  sing  it  to  him 
some  day.  Whei’eupon  Telano,  as  soon  as 
possible  afterward,  took  flight  in  his  long 
white  apron  back  to  the  Seminole  House 
for  a fresh  charm  against  her.  He  was 
convinced  that  the  singing  of  this  grim 
woman  would  finish  him,  would  be  the 
worst  spell  of  all. 

“That’s  a very  good  black  boy  we’ve 
got  to  wait  at  table  and  do  the  chores,” 
Celestine  remarked  approvingly  to  her 
mistress,  as  she  brought  a shawl  of  differ- 
ent thickness  suitable  to  the  dew  in  the 
air  to  put  round  her.  “He’s a deal  sight 
more  serious-minded  than  most  of  the  ran- 
tum-scootum  boys  one  has  to  put  up  with 
in  a wanderin'  life  like  this.  He’s  spry, 
yet  he’s  steady  too ; not  gallivantin’.  And 
he  sings  like  a bobolink,  though  his  songs 
are  most  dreadful  as  to  words.  There’s 
one,  ‘O  Lord,  these  hones  of  mine!  O 
Lord,  these  BONES  of  mine!  O Lord,  these 
BONEIS  of  mine!’” — Celestine  sang  this 


quotation  in  a chanting  voice,  with  her 
eyes  closed  and  her  face  screwed  up  tight- 
ly, which  was  her  usual  expression  when 
musical.  ‘ ‘ And  I suppose  it  refers  to  rheu- 
matism,” she  added,  descending  to  her  or- 
dinary tones ; ‘ ‘ but  it's  very  irreverent.  He 
doesn’t  know  ‘ The  Draggle-tail  Gypsies,^ 
nor  yet  ‘ Barbara  Allen,’  nor  yet  ‘ I’ll  Make 
You  a Present  of  a Coach  and  Six’;  but 
I’m  going  to  sing  ’em  to  him  some  day.  I 
feel  that  I must  do  my  duty  by  him,  poor 
neglected  Africati.  Have  you  any  objec- 
tions to  my  teaching  him  to  read  ?” 

“No,  provided  he  doesn’t  read  my 
books,”  Mrs.  Rutherford  answered. 

“He  will  read  in  McGuffey’s  Third 
Reader,”  responded  Celestine. 

Winthrop  had  retained  his  bachelor 
quarters  at  the  Seminole:  the  house  over 
the  old  monks’  passage  was  not  large,  and 
Mrs.  Rutherford  was  fond  of  space.  She 
liked  open  doors  in  all  directions;  she 
liked  to  have  several  sitting-rooms;  she 
liked  to  leave  her  book  in  one,  her  fan  in 
another,  her  scent-bottle  or  handkerchief 
in  a third,  and  then  send  some  one  to  get 
them. 

“ I do  not  detect  in  you,  Aunt  Katrina, 
any  signs  of  the  ruin  you  mentioned," 
her  nephew  said,  as  they  sat  together,  the 
first  evening,  on  the  piazza. 

The  light  from  the  room  within  shone 
across  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  face  and  the  soft 
waves  of  her  silvery  hair  as,  with  a pink 
shawl  thrown  round  her,  she  sat  leaning 
back  in  an  easy-chair.  “Celestine  repairs 
the  breaches  so  cleverly  that  ho  doubt  I 
continue  to  present  a fair  appearance  to 
the  outside  world,”  she  answered,  draw- 
ing the  shawl  more  closely  round  her 
shoulders,  and  then  letting  her  hands  drop 
in  her  silken  lap. 

Mrs.  Rutherford’s  hands  always  took 
statuesque  positions ; but  probably  that 
was  because  they  were  statuesque  hands. 
They  were  perfect  in  shape  according  to 
sculptors’  rules,  full  and  white,  one  ring- 
less,  its  beautiful  outlines  unmarred,  the 
other  heavily  weighted  with  gems,  which 
flashed  as  she  moved. 

“But  pray  do  not  imagine,  my  dear 
boy,”  she  continued,  “that  I enjoy  my 
ill  health,  as  so  many  women  do.  On 
the  contrary,  I especially  dislike  it — dis- 
like it  so  much  that  I have  even  arranged 
with  Margaret  that  she  is  never  to  ask  me 
(save  when  we  are  alone)  any  of  those  ui- 
valid  questions  that  cut  so  mercilessly 
across  conversation  nowadays — whether 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


615 


I have  slept  well,  how  my  cough  is,  if 
there  isn^t  a draught,  and  that  sort  of 
thing.  1 used  to  think  that  talking  with 
a mother  when  her  children  were  in  the 
i*oom  was  the  most  trying  task,  conversa- 
tionally : she  gives  you  one  eye,  while  the 
other  follows  Johnny;  she  lends  you  one 
ear,  while  the  other  listens  to  Tottie ; your 
most  pathetic  description  is  hopelessly 
blighted  by  a sudden  irrelevant  smile  over 
her  baby’s  last  crow ; your  best  story  falls 
flat,  because  she  loses  the  point  (but  pre- 
tends she  hasn’t)  while  she  separates  Maud 
and  Ethel,  who  have  come  to  blows.  This 
is  certainly  discouraging.  But  I have 
come  to  the  conclusion  lately  that  invalid 
questions  are  even  worse,  because  they 
are  not  confined  to  nurseries  and  to  the 
hours  when  children  are  about.  They 
abound  at  afternoon  visits;  they  penetrate 
to  dinner  parties;  I have  even  heard  them 
at  balls.  And  so  I have  given  Margaret 
my  directions.” 

“ Which  are  to  be  mine  too,  I suppose,” 
said  Winthi’op,  smiling.  “Mrs.  Harold 
looks  well.” 

‘ ‘ Yes ; Margaret  al  wajrs  looks  the  same, 
I think.  She  has  not  that  highly  colored, 
robust  appearance  that  some  women  have, 
but  her  health  is  absolutely  perfect;  it’s 
really  quite  wonderful,”  said  the  aunt. 
She  paused;  then  sighed.  “1  almost 
think  that  it  has  been  like  an  armor  to 
her,”  she  went  on.  “ I don’t  believe  she 
feels  little  things  as  some  of  us  do,  some 
of  us  who  are  perhaps  more  sensitive. 
She  is  never  nervous,  never  disturbed. 
Her  temper  is  so  even  that  it  is  almost 
exasperating.  She  thinks  as  well  of  ev- 
erything, for  instance,  in  an  east  wind  as 
iu  any  other.” 

“ A great  gift  in  some  climates.  Here 
it  will  have  less  play.  Gracias  air  isn’t 
easterly.  It  bends  toward  one — yields, 
melts.” 

“I  wish  Margaret  could  yield,  melt,” 
said  Mrs.  Rutherford,  with  another  sigh. 
“ You  see  that  my  mind  still  broods  upon 
it,  Evert;  seeing  you,  my  otlier  boy,  brings 
it  all  back.” 

“ I do  not  know,  but  I suppose  you  d6, 
whether  Latise  has  made  any  overtures 
lately?”  said  Winthrop,  after  a moment 
or  two  of  silence. 

“I  know  nothing.  She  is  the  most 
reticent  woman  living.  But  it  would  not 
be  like  him.  With  his  pride — you  know 
his  pride — he  would  never  speak  first,  nev- 
er urge.” 


“ A man  might  speak  first  to  his  wife,  I 
should  suppose,”  replied  Winthrop,  a stem 
expression  showing  itself  for  a moment  in 
his  gray  eyes.  “It  need  not  be  urging. 
It  might  be  a command.” 

‘ ‘ Lanse  would  never  do  that.  It  would 
show  that  he  cared — and,  well,  you  know 
his  disposition.” 

“I  used  to  think  that  I knew  it.  Of 
late  years  I have  doubted  my  know- 
ledge.” 

“Do  not  doubt  it,  Evert,”  said  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  earnestly,  laying  her  hand  on 
his  arm ; “he  is  just  what  you  think,  just 
what  he  always  was.  We  understand  him, 
you  and  I ; we  comprehend  him.  Unfor- 
tunately, Margaret  can  not.” 

“I  have  never  pretended  to  judge  Mrs. 
Harold,”  answered  Evert  Winthrop  (but 
he  looked  as  if  he  might  have,  if  not  a judg- 
ment, at  least  an  opinion) ; “ I know  her 
too  slightly.” 

“ Yet  you  have  seen  a good  deal  of  her 
since  you  came  back  from  Europe,”  re- 
marked his  aunt. 

“ I have  seen  enough  to  know  that  she 
is,  at  least,  a very  good  niece  to  you,”  he 
answered. 

His  feeling  against  Margaret  Harold  was 
strong;  it  was  founded  upon  some  of  the 
deepest  beliefs  of  his  nature.  But  these 
beliefs  were  his  own ; in  their  very  essence 
they  were  personal,  private;  he  could  not 
have  discussed  them  with  any  one.  Es- 
pecially would  he  never  have  discussed 
them  with  his  aunt,  because  he  thought 
that  she  did  not,  even  as  it  was,  do  full 
justice  to  Margaret  Harold,  and  he  had  no 
wish  to  increase  the  feeling;  on  the  con- 
trary, he  thought  that  full  justice  should 
always  be  scrupulously  awarded  to  that 
lady,  and  the  more  scrupulously  if  one  did 
not  happen  to  personally  like  her.  He 
himself,  for  instance,  did  not  like  her. 
On  that  very  account  he  was  careful  al- 
ways, so  he  would  have  said,  to  keep  in 
clear  view  a just  estimate  of  the  many 
good  qualities  which  she  undoubtedly  pos- 
sessed. 

In  response  to  his  suggestion  that  Mar- 
garet had  proved  herself  a good  niece, 
Mrs.  Rutherford  answered,  in  a voice  some- 
what softened,  “ Yes,  she  is  very  devoted 
to  me.”  Her  conscience  seemed  to  stir  a 
little,  for  she  went  on:  “Regarding  my 
health,  my  peraonal  comfort,  she  is  cer- 
tainly most  thoughtful.” 

Here  a door  within  opened,  and  she 
stopped.  They  heard  a light  step  cross 
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the  floor ; then  a figure  appeared  in  the  long 
window  that  opened  upon  the  piazza. 

‘ ‘ Ah,  Margaret,  is  that  you  ? You  have 
finished  the  letter  said  Mrs.  Rutherford. 
“She  has  been  writing  to  my  cousins,  to 
tell  them  of  my  safe  arrival ; I did  not  feel 
equal  to  writing  myself,’'  she  added,  to 
Winthrop. 

He  had  risen  to  bring  forward  a chair. 
But  Margaret  passed  him,  and  went  to  the 
piazza  railing,  which  came  solidly  up  as 
high  as  one’s  elbows,  with  a broad  parapet 
to  lean  upon;  here  she  stood  looking  at 
the  water. 

“ I believe  now  all  I have  heard  of  this 
Florida  moonlight,”  she  said,  her  eyes  on 
the  broad  silvery  expanse  of  the  ocean, 
visible  beyond  the  low  line  of  Patricio. 
She  had  turned  her  head  a little  as  she 
spoke,  and  perceiving  that  a ray  from  the 
room  within  was  shining  across  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford’s face,  she  stepped  back  through  the 
window,  changed  the  position  of  the  lamp, 
and  returned. 

“Thank  you,  dear.  I did  not  know 
how  much  it  was  teasing  me  until  you 
moved  it,”  said  Mrs.  Rutherford.  Per- 
haps she  still  felt  some  twinges  of  con- 
science, for  she  added,  “Why  not  go  out 
with  Evert  and  take  a look  at  the  little 
old  town  by  moonlight  ? It’s  not  yet 
nine.” 

“I  shall  be  most  happy  if  Mrs.  Harold 
is  not  too  tired,”  said  Winthrop.  He  did 
not  rise.  Probably  he  was  waiting  for 
lier  consent. 

“Margaret  is  never  tired,”  said  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  making  the  statement  with  a 
wave  of  her  hand — ^a  wave  which  drew  a 
fiash  from  all  her  gems. 

“Yes,  that  is  one  of  the  things  quite 
understood  and  settled — that  I am  never 
tired,”  observed  Mrs.  Harold.  She  still 
stood  by  the  parapet.  There  was  no  indi- 
cation in  her  tone  whether  she  agreed 
with  the  understanding  or  not. 

“ Do  go,  ” urged  Mi*s.  Rutherford.  ‘ ‘ You 
have  been  shut  up  with  me  for  six  days 
on  those  slow -moving  Southern  trains, 
and  you  know  how  you  enjoy  a walk.” 

“ Not  to-night,  Aunt  Katrina.” 

“You  say  tliat  because  you  think  I 
shall  not  like  to  be  left  alone  in  this 
strange  house  on  the  first  evening.  But 
I shall  not  mind  it  in  the  least;  Celestine 
is  here,  and  that  black  boy.” 

At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  room 
within  was  opened  by  Celestine,  and  there 
followed  a quick,  and  what  seemed  to  be 


from  the  sound,  a voluminous  entrance, 
and  a hurried  weighty  step  across  the 
floor.  “ My  dearest  darling  Katrina  I” 
said  Mrs.  Carew,  pausing  at  the  long  win- 
dow (which  she  filled),  her  arms  extend- 
ed in  anticipative  welcome,  but  her  eyes 
not  yet  certain  which  of  the  three  figure 
on  the  piazza  should  properly  fill  them. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  rose,  with  cordial  if 
less  excited  welcome.  “Is  that  you,  Bet- 
ty ?”  she  said.  And  then  she  was  folded 
in  Betty’s  capacious  embrace. 

Hand  in  hand  the  two  ladies  went  with- 
in to  look  at  each  other,  they  said.  Mrs. 
Harold  and  Winthrop  followed. 

“Now,  Margaret,”  said  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, after  the  first  greetings  were  over, 
“you  surely  need  feel  no  further  scruples 
about  leaving  me;  Betty  and  I have 
enough  to  say  to  each  other  for  a half- 
hour,  I am  sure.” 

‘ ‘ For  a half  - hour,  Katrina  ? For 
days  I weeks ! months !”  cried  Betty,  with 
enthusiasm.  And  she  began  upon  what 
was  evidently  to  be  a long  series  of  retro- 
spective questions  and  answers. 

“Why  not  gc#for  a while,  if,  as  you 
say,  you  are  not  tired  ?”  said  Winthrop, 
in  pursuance  of  his  system  of  showing 
always  a careful  civility  to  Margaret 
Harold. 

“ It  was  not  I that  said  it,”  replied  Mar- 
garet, smiling  a little.  “I  will  go  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,”  she  added,  as  though 
compliance  were,  on  the  whole,  le^  trou- 
ble than  a second  refusal.  She  took  a 
white  shawl  which  was  lying  on  a chair, 
made  a veil  for  her  head  of  one  corner, 
while  the  rest  of  its  fleecy  length  fell  over 
her  dark  dress.  They  left  the  room  and 
went  down  the  outside  stairway  to  the 
street  below. 

It  was  called  a street,  and  had  even  a 
name  — Pacheco.  But  as  it  had  been 
forced  to  come  to  an  end  at  the  eyrie  on 
account  of  the  monks’  passage,  which  had 
been  built  directly  across  it  in  the  days 
when  a monk’s  convenience  was  of  more 
importance  than  any  public  right  of  way, 
it  had  long  ceased  to  be  a thoroughfare, 
and  was  now  covered  with  a mat  of  the 
low-growing,  small-leaved  vines  and  di- 
minutive shrubs  which  spi*ead  themselves 
over  the  ground  in  Florida  as  grass  does 
at  the  North.  A little  path  wound  through 
this  gi'een;  Winthrop  and  Margaret  fol- 
lowed it. 

“It  has  such  an  odd  effect  to  me,  all 
this  low-lying  country  on  a level  with  the 
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water,  ” said  Margaret.  ‘ ‘ The  whole  land 
is  like  a sea-beach,  a sea-beach  with  trees 
growing  on  it.” 

“Do  you  like  it?  or  do  you  think  it 
monotonous  ?” 

“I  think  it  very  beautiful — in  its  own 
way.” 

“I  will  take  you  to  the  Benito,”  said 
Winthrop. 

At  the  end  of  Pacheco  lane  they  passed 
under  an  old  stone  archway  into  the  plaza. 
Clear  in  the  moonlight  rose  the  old  build- 
ings round  this  little  public  pleasure- 
ground,  the  long  low  Government  House, 
the  two  churches,  the  market,  and  the 
rambling  Seminole;  the  side  toward  the 
water  was  bounded  by  a low  sea-wall. 
The  central  space  was  open,  and  was  thick- 
ly shaded  by  orange-trees;  paths  ran  ir- 
regularly through  this  grove,  and  there 
were  stone  benches  here  and  there.  On 
the  north,  the  gray-white  fagade  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Angels  rose  high  above  the 
trees,  giving,  as  had  been  long  conceded, 
architectural  majesty  to  the  plaza  and  to 
the  town.  This  majesty  was  perhaps 
somewhat  impaired  (if  one  were  foolishly 
critical)  by  three  arched  apertures  which 
the  architect  of  the  preceding  century  had 
naively  placed  like  three  windows,  one  be- 
low the  other,  under  his  pointed  apex ; for 
the  daylight  and  the  moonlight,  shining 
through  these  openings,  betrayed  to  this 
same  too  curious  looker-on  that  this  im- 
pressive fagade  was  but  a thin  screen  fast- 
ened to  the  front,  rising  far  above  the 
roof  of  the  low  main  building  that 
stretched  out  behind,  simple,  plain,  and 
strong.  But  too  curious  observers  seldom 
came  to  Gracias.  And  when  they  did, 
they  were  of  small  consequence.  The 
residents  admired  Our  Lady  of  the  Angels ; 
that  was  quite  enough. 

The  uncertain  Gothic  of  St.  Philip  and 
St.  James  came  next,  much  lower  as  to 
height,  much  younger  as  to  age.  But 
the  glory  of  St.  Philip  and  St.  James  lay 
not  in  its  height  or  its  years;  it  lay  in  the 
flying  buttresses,  of  which  it  had  no  less 
than  eight,  four  on  each  side.  These  fly- 
ing buttresses  were,  of  course,  a great  fea- 
ture. They  supported  nothing  in  partic- 
ular— which  was  perhaps  fortunate,  as 
they  had  themselves  to  support,  and  very 
little  in  the  way  of  foundation  to  do  it 
with,  so  little,  indeed,  that  one  might  al- 
most have  been  afraid  lest  in  a northerly 
gale  they  should  take  to  flying  themselves 
— in  fragments  and  a wrong  direction. 


So  far,  however,  this  had  not  happened; 
and  Mrs.  Penelope  Moore,  the  rector’s  wife, 
had  trained  vines  over  them  so  thickly 
that  they  looked  like  ecclesiastical  arbors. 
Mrs.  Penelope,  however,  had  a better  name 
for  them  than  that;  she  called  them  “ the 
cloisters.” 

The  west  side  of  the  plaza  was  occupied 
by  the  long  front  of  the  old  Government 
House,  the  residence  of  crown  officials 
during  Spanish  days.  Over  its  low  height 
of  stone,  palmetto-trees  lifted  their  ostrich- 
plumed  foliage  high  in  the  air  from  the 
large  garden  behind.  At  one  end  there 
rose  above  the  roof  a lookout  tower,  which 
commanded  a view  of  the  harbor.  Here 
had  floated  for  two  hundred  years  the 
flag  of  Spain;  here  also  had  hung  the 
bell  upon  which  the  watchman  had  struck 
the  signal  when  the  beacon  on  Patricio 
opposite  had  flamed  forth  from  its  iron 
cage  the  tidings  that  a ship  was  in  sight, 
a ship  from  Spain.  The  bell  had  long 
been  gone,  and  nothing  floated  from  the 
old  staff  now  save  twice  a jrear,  when  on 
the  Fourth  of  July  and  Washing^n’s 
Birthday  the  postmaster,  who  used  the  old 
Government  House  for  his  post-office,  un- 
furled there,  with  official  patriotism,  the 
Stars  and  Stripes  of  the  United  States. 

As  Winthrop  and  his  companion  on 
their  way  across  the  plaza  came  out  from 
the  shade  of  the  orange-trees,  some  one 
spoke  Winthrop’s  name.  It  was  Dr.  Kir- 
by, who  was  entering  the  grove  by  anoth- 
er path* which  intersected  theirs.  Garda 
Thorne  was  with  him,  and  a little  behind 
them  appeared  the  dark  countenance  of 
De  Torrez.  The  Doctor  stopped  and  ex- 
tended his  hand.  It  was  not  the  Doctor’s 
custom  to  pass  his  friends  without  speech. 
Winthrop  therefore  stopped  too.  And 
then,  as  the  Doctor  seem^  to  expect  it,  he 
presented  him  to  Mrs.  Harold.  The  Doc- 
tor paid  his  respects  in  his  best  manner, 
and  introduced  his  “young  friend.  Miss 
Thorne,  of  Gracias-d-Dios.”  After  that, 
“Mr.  Ernesto  de  Torrez,  of  Cuba,  and 
Spain.”  He  had  been  with  Miss  Thorne 
(who  was  spending  a day  or  two  with  his 
mother.  Mistress  Kirby)  to  pay  an  even- 
ing visit  to  Mistress  Carew.  But  they 
had  not  found  Mistress  Carew  at  home. 

“She  is  with  my  aunt,”  said  Winthrop ; 
“the  two  ladies  having  a past  of  forty 
years  to  talk  over,  Mrs.  Harold  and  I 
came  out  for  a little  stroll.” 

“Ah,  a first  impression,  I conjecture,” 
said  the  Doctor,  standing,  hat  in  hand,  be- 
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fore  the  Northern  lady.  “You  find  our 
little  town,  I fear,  rather  old-fashioned.” 

“I  like  old-fashioned  things,”  replied 
Margaret.  “ I have  been  looking  at  some- 
thing more  old-fashioned  still — ^the  sea.” 

“You  are  going  to  the  Benito — I divine 
it!”  said  Garda,  eagerly,  in  her  soft  tones, 
tones  which  contrasted  with  those  of  Mrs. 
Harold,  equally  low,  but  much  more  re- 
served, and  more  clear.  She  came  for- 
ward and  stood  beside  the  Northern  lady, 
scanning  her  face  in  the  moonlight  with 
her  beautiful  eyes.  “Please  let  me  go 
with  you,”  she  said,  urgently;  “ I want  to 
go  so  much.  It  is  so  long  since  I have 
been  on  the  Benito  by  moonlight  I” 

Mrs.  Harold  smiled  at  her  earnestness ; 
and  Garda,  speaking  to  the  Doctor  now, 
though  without  turning  her  head,  said: 
“Of  course  you  will  come,  won’t  you,  Doc- 
tor ? Do;  I want  to  go  so  much.” 

The  Doctor  hesitated,  then  sacrificed 
himself.  In  the  cause  of  the  Thorne  fami- 
ly pedestrian  ism  seemed  to  be  required  of 
him.  But  Benito  was  long;  he  made  up 
his  mind  that  he  would  not  go  one  inch 
beyond  a certain  old  boat  which  he  re- 
membered, drawn  up  on  the  sand  at  not 
more  than  a quarter  of  the  distance  to  the 
end  of  the  point. 

“We  will  go  ever  so  far,”  said  Garda, 
taking  Mrs.  Harold’s  arm.  “To  the  very 
end !” 

“ Certainly,”  replied  the  Doctor. 

They  all  walked  on  together  through 
the  St.  Luz  quarter,  De  Torrez  following. 
De  Torrez  was  accustomed  to  following. 
He  had  no  idea  where  they  were  going, 
nor  why  the  direction  of  their  walk  had 
been  changed.  But  this  was  a frequent 
condition  of  things  with  him  in  Gracias; 
and,  besides,  it  did  not  trouble  him.  A 
De  Torrez  was  not  curious;  he  wished  to 
go,  therefore  he  went. 

The  little  streets  here  were  not  more 
than  eight  feet  wide.  Garda  kept  her 
place  beside  Mrs.  Harold,  and  Dr.  Kirby 
followed  with  Winthrop.  De  Torrez,  join- 
ing no  one,  walked  by  himself,  five  or  six 
yards  behind  the  others. 

“That  young  man  seems  fond  of  acting 
as  rear-guard,”  said  Winthrop,  glancing 
back  as  they  turned  a corner,  and  noting 
the  solitary  figure  advancing  stiffly  in  the 
moonlight. 

“Garda  is  the  only  one  of  our  present 
party  whose  conversation  he  really  en- 
joys,” answered  the  Doctor.  “When  he 
can  not  talk  to  her,  he  prefers,  I think,  to 


be  alone.  At  least  I have  gathered  that 
impression  from  his  manner.” 

“His  manner  is  his  strong  point,”  said 
Winthrop.  “ It’s  very  picturesque.” 

“It  strikes  you  as  picturesque?”  said 
the  Doctor,  looking  up  at  him  with  his 
quick  bird  glance. 

“It’s  a little  feudal,  isn’t  it?”  replied 
Winthrop.  “ But  I am  afraid  you  will 
think  my  comparisons  very  fantastic.  I 
have  treated  you  to  a good  many  of  them.” 

“Sir, ’’responded  the  Doctor,  courteous- 
ly waiving  the  question  of  accuracy,  ‘ ‘ what 
I notice  is  your  command  of  language.  It 
would  never  have  occurred  to  me  to  say 
feudal.  I admire  your  affluence.” 

“And  I am  ashamed  of  it,”  said  Win- 
throp. “I  am  ashamed  of  myself  for 
staring  about  and  applying  adjectives  in 
this  self-satisfied  way  to  the  people  and 
scenery  here,  as  though  it  were  a foreign 
country.  It  ought  to  be  as  much  a part 
of  me,  and  I of  it,  as  though  it  were  the 
valley  of  the  Connecticut,  or  Massachu- 
setts Bay.” 

But  this  view  of  the  subject  was  beyond 
the  Doctor’s  comprehension.  To  him  the 
difference  between  New  England  and  the 
South  was  as  wide,  whether  considered 
geographically,  psychologically,  or  histor- 
ically, as  that  between  the  ^uth  and 
Constantinople  or  Japan.  Nothing  could 
have  made  him,  Reginald  Kirby,  feel  a 
sympathetic  ownership  in  Massachusetts 
Bay.  And  he  saw  no  reason  why  this  Mr. 
Evert  Winthrop  should  be  claiming  pro- 
prietorship in  a distinctively  Spanish  and 
Carolinian  shore.  The  singular  views  of 
these  Northerners  were  appai*ently  end- 
less I In  this  case,  however,  being  purely 
visionary,  they  could  do  no  harm.  Florida 
and  South  Carolina  would  remain  Florida 
and  South  Carolina  to  the  end,  visions 
notwithstanding.  Beyond  the  little  low 
stone  houses  of  St.  Luz,  they  crossed  a 
common,  and  gained  the  open  shore.  The 
coast  here  bent  sharply  to  the  east,  and 
went  out  to  sea  in  a long  point.  The  beach 
which  fringed  this  point  was  called  the 
Benito.  The  party  of  strollers  walked 
down  the  Benito’s  firm  white  floor,  with 
the  quiet  sea  breaking  in  little  lapping 
wavelets  at  its  edge,  and  the  moonlight 
flooding  land  and  water  with  its  wonder- 
ful soft  radiance.  The  beach  was  wide 
enough  for  forty.  But  it  was  not  wide 
enough  for  De  Torrez.  He  appeared  to 
require  the  whole  expanse  for  himself, 
and  had  even  the  air  of  wishing  for  more. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


619 


Winthrop  and  the  Doctor  had  now  joined 
the  ladies.  But  Garda  kept  her  place  be- 
side Ml'S.  Harold,  and  talked  only  to  her. 
'She  seemed  fascinated  with  something  in 
the  Northern  lady's  face.  Or  was  it  some- 
thing in  her  words  ? In  either  case  Win- 
throp could  not  fail  to  observe  that  her 
interest  in  this  new  companion  was  of  the 
same  sort  as  that  which  she  had  original- 
ly bestowed  upon  himself,  being  apparent- 
ly a species  of  curiosity,  curiosity,  howev- 
er, which  made  no  effort  (this  girl  never 
made  efforts),  but  showed  itself  frankly 
in  her  interested,  often  amused,  dark  eyes. 
He  could  see  that  Margaret  Harold  had 
excited  this  feeling  in  Garda  more  strong- 
ly than  he  liad  done.  He  said  to  himself 
that  Margaret  Harold  was  not  interesting, 
and  that  Garda  would  find  it  out  before 
long.  But  she  had  not  found  it  out  as 
yet.  And  in  the  mean  time  it  entertain- 
ed him  to  see  how  completely  this  Florida 
girl  did  as  she  pleased.  It  entertained  him 
even  though  her  pleasure  seemed  to  include 
for  the  moment  the  liberty  of  forgetting 
the  existence  of  Mr.  Evert  Winthrop. 

But  he  was  not  alone;  she  forgot  the 
Doctor  also.  And  the  patient,  lonely  De 
Torrez  behind. 

It  may  as  well  be  mentioned  here  that 
the  Doctor  went  as  far  as  the  old  boat  he 
remembered.  And  that  then  he  went  far- 
ther. He  went  to  the  end  of  the  point,  a 
mile  away. 

“ Surely  you  have  not  been  gone  a half 
an  hour  said  Mrs.  Carew,  as  Margaret 
and  Winthrop  re-entered  the  eyrie’s  little 
drawing-room. 

“Two  hours,  nearly,”  answered  Win- 
throp, looking  at  his  watch. 

“Betty  is  so  demonstrative,” said  Mrs. 
Rutherford  to  her  niece,  in  a plaintive 
tone,  when  they  were  left  alone  together. 
“ I verily  believe,  Margai'et,  that  she  has 
kissed  me  during  this  one  call  at  least 
twenty  times.  She  always  had  the  best 
heart  in  the  world.  Poor  Betty!” 

“She  is  very  stout,  isn't  she  ?”  she  re- 
sumed, after  a meditative  pause.  “Her 
figure  is  all  gone ; she's  like  a meal-sack 
with  a string  tied  round  it.” 

Her  eyes  wandered  to  the  mirror,  which 
gave  back  the  reflection  of  her  own  erect, 
shapely  person  in  its  rich,  perfectly  fitting 
attire.  “ And  how  she  was  di'essed ! — did 
you  notice  ? That  old-fashioned  glace 
silk  that  shines,  made  with  a plain  skirt, 
gathers,  and  a hem.  I don’t  know  when 
I’ve  seen  a hem  before  I” 


She  spoke  with  much  seriousness;  her 
mind  was  slowly  measuring  the  gulf  that 
separated  this  friend  of  her  youth  from 
herself.  After  a while  her  eyes  moved 
up  to  the  reflection  in  the  mirror  of  her 
own  silver-gray  locks,  arranged  in  their 
graceful  waves  above  her  white  forehead. 

“She  has  the  old-time  ideas,  poor  Bet- 
ty!” she  murmured.  Then,  gravely  and 
impartially,  as  one  who  chronicles  a past 
historical  epoch:  “She  still  colors  her 
hair!” 


CHAPTER  V. 

Mrs.  Carew's  candles,  in  the  old  cande- 
labra, hung  with  glass  prisms,  were  all 
lighted.  In  addition,  her  astral  lamp  was 
shining  on  a table  in  the  back  drawing- 
room, and  near  this  lamp  she  was  stand- 
ing. 

The  two  rooms  were  large,  square,  sepa^- 
rated  by  folding-doors,  which  were  held 
open  by  giant  sea-shells  placed  upon  the 
carpet  as  weights.  Wide  doors  led  also 
from  each  room  into  the  broad  hall,  which 
was  lighted  by  a hanging  lamp  in  a pic- 
tui'ed  porcelain  shade.  From  the  back 
drawing-room  a second  door  led  into  the 
dining-room  behind,  which  was  also  en- 
tered by  a broader  door  at  the  end  of  the 
hall. 

“Now,  Pompey,”  said  the  mistress  of 
the  house,  “are  you  quite  sure  you  under- 
stand? Tell  me  what  it  is  you  are  to  do.” 

Pompey,  a small,  yellow-skinned,  gray- 
headed negro,  whose  large,  orb-like,  heav- 
ily wrinkled  eyelids  (underneath  which 
but  a narrow  line  of  eye  appeared)  were 
the  most  prominent  features  of  his  flat 
face,  replied,  solemnly:  “ W’en  ebery- 
ting’s  ready,  I fuss  slips  inter  de  hall,  step- 
pen  softly,  an’  shets  dish  yer  do’,  de  back 
parlo’  do’  inter  de  hall.  I nex’  announces 
suppah  at  de  /ron’  parlo’  do’.  Den,  wiles 
de  compahny’s  parsing  inter  de  hall,  I 
hurries  roun’  tru  dish  yer  do’,  de  do’  from 
de  dmin’-room,  gits  out  dat  ar  lamp 
moughty  quick,  an’  has  it  outer  de  middle 
ob  de  suppah  table  befo'  de  fuss  head  ob 
de  corapahny  appeahs  at  de  hall  do’.  An’ 
I toilers  de  same  course  obwersed  w’en  de 
compahny  retiahs.” 

“ Very  well,”  said  Mrs.  Carew.  “ Now 
mind  you  do  it.” 

Hearing  the  gate  latch  fall,  she  hurried 
into  the  front  room  to  be  ready  to  receive 
her  dearest  Katrina.  But  it  was  only  Mrs. 
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Thorne,  who,  with  Garda,  entered  without 
knocking;  the  evening  was  warm  and  the 
hall  door  stood  open,  the  light  from  with- 
in shining  across  the  broad  piazza,  and 
down  the  rose-bordered  path  to  the  gate. 
Mrs.  Carew  herself  accompanied  her  friends 
upstairs,  and  stood  talking  while  they  laid 
aside  their  light  wraps;  these  guests  were 
to  spend  the  night,  having  come  up  from 
East  Angels  in  their  boat,  old  Pablo  row- 
ing. 

“We  shall  be  ten,”  said  their  hostess. 
“ A good  number,  don’t  you  think  so  ? I 
shall  have  whist,  of  course,  later;  whist 
and  conversation.”  Here  Mrs.  Thome, 
having  taken  from  her  basket  a small 
package,  brought  forth  from  their  careful 
wrappings  two  pairs  of  kid  gloves,  one 
white,  the  other  lavender;  they  did  not 
appear  to  be  new. 

“ You  are  not  going  to  wear  gloves  ?” 
said  Mrs.  Carew,  interrupting  herself  in 
her  surprise.  “It’s  only  a small  tea 
party.” 

“ No  entertainment  given  by  you,  dear 
friend,  can  be  called  small ; it  is  not  a 
question  of  numbers,  but  of  scope,  and 
your  scope  is  always  large,”  replied  the 
mistress  of  East  Angels,  beginning  to  cov- 
er her  small  fingers  with  the  insignia  of 
ceremony.  “ Our  only  thought  was  to  do 
you  honor.  We  are  very  glad  indeed  to 
have  this  little  opportunity.” 

Garda  put  her  gloves  in  her  pocket. 
She  had  the  white  ones. 

“My  daughter,”  said  Mrs.  Thorne,  ad- 
monishingly. 

“But,  mamma,  I don’t  want  to  wear 
them;  I don’t  like  them.” 

“ We  are  obliged,  in  this  world  at  least, 
my  child,  to  wear  many  things,  gloves  in- 
cluded, which  we  do  not  especially  like,” 
said  Mrs.  Thorne,  with  the  air  of  expect- 
ing to  wear  only  the  choicest  garb  (gloves 
again  included)  in  the  next.  “Do  not 
interfere  with  my  little  plan  for  doing 
honor  to  our  dear  friend.” 

Garda,  with  a grimace,  took  out  the 
gloves  and  put  them  on,  while  the  dear 
friend  looked  on  with  much  interest. 
There  was  not  a trace  of  jealousy  in  her 
glance;  a Gwinnet,  in  truth,  could  not 
have  cause  for  jealousy.  She  was  really 
admiring  the  little  New  England  woman’s 
inspiration.  “Gloves  have  never  been 
worn  here  at  small  tea  parties,”  she  said 
to  Evert  Winthrop  afterward.  “ But  she 
thought  that  your  aunt  and  Mrs.  Harold, 
coming  as  they  do  from  New  York,  would 


have  them,  and  so  she  unearthed  those 
two  old  pairs.  There  is  really  no  limit  to 
that  woman’s  energy  ; I verily  believe 
that  if  an  E^t  Indian  prince  should  be 
wrecked  off  Gracias,  she  would  find  an 
elephant  to  receive  him  with ! Her  cour- 
age is  inexhaustible,  and  if  she  had  any 
money  at  all,  she’d  move  the  world — like 
Archimedes,  wasn’t  it,  who  only  wanted 
a point  for  his  lever  ? To  be  sure,  that  is 
the  great  thing — the  point,  and  Mr.  Carew 
used  always  to  say  that  I forgot  mine. 
I told  him  that  he  could  pick  them  all  up 
and  put  them  in  himself  if  he  missed  them 
so  much.  But  he  said  that  anybody  could 
put  them  in,  but  that  it  took  a real  genius 
to  leave  them  out,  as  I did.”  Here  the 
good  lady  laughed  heartily.  “But  that 
was  only  his  joking  way,  of  course,”  she 
added ; “ you  see,  Mr.  Carew  was  a lawyer. 

The  gloves  having  been  duly  put  on,  the 
three  ladies  descended  to  the  front  draw- 
ing-room, where  Mrs.  Thorne  seated  her^ 
self  in  an  attitude  which  might  have  been 
described  as  suggesting  a cultured  expec- 
tation. Her  little  figure  remained  ei*ect, 
not  touching  the  back  of  her  chair;  her 
hands,  endued  with  the  gloves,  were  fold- 
ed lightly ; her  countenance  expressed  the 
highest  intelligence,  chastened  by  the 
memory  of  the  many  trials  through  which 
she  had  passed.  That,  at  least,  was  what 
she  intended  it  to  expi'css. 

The  fall  of  the  gate  latch  was  now  heard 
again. 

“ Had  we  not  better  be  standing  ?”  sug- 
gested their  hostess,  in  a hurried  whisper. 
It  was  so  many  years  since  she  had  open- 
ed her  old  house  for  what  she  called  ‘ ‘ even- 
ing company”  that  she  felt  fluttered  and 
uncertain — embarrassed,  as  imaginative 
people  always  are,  by  the  number  of  things 
that  occurr^  to  her,  things  she  might  do. 

“I  think  not,  dear  friend,”  answered 
Mrs.  Thorne,  with  decision.  “We  are  toe 
few.  It  would  have,  I fear,  the  air  of  a 
tableau.” 

Mrs.  Thorne  was  above  flutter;  a whis- 
per she  scorned.  As  the  approaching  foot- 
steps drew  nearer,  the  listening  silence  in 
the  drawing-room,  whose  long  windows 
stood  open,  became  in  her  opinion  far  too 
apparent.  She  coughed,  turned  to  her 
daughter,  and,  in  her  clear  little  voice,  re- 
marked, “I  have  always  esteemed  the 
pearl  the  most  beautiful  of  precious  stones. 
The  diamond  has  more  brilliancy,  the  ruby 
a richer  glow,  but  the  pearl — ” Here  the 
steps,  entering  the  hall  without  ceremony* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


621 


showed  that  the  new-comers  were  not  the 
expected  Northern  guests,  since  they,  of 
course,  would  have  gone  through  the  form 
of  raising  the  knocker  upon  the  open  door. 
It  was  Dr.  Kirby  who  entered,  followed  by 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Moore. 

The  Doctor  offered  his  salutations  in  his 
usual  ceremonious  fashion.  He  made  a 
compact  little  bow,  and  a formal  compli- 
ment, over  the  head  of  each  of  the  ladies 
in  turn.  He  was  dressed  in  black,  but 
still  looked  like  a canary-bird — a canary- 
bird  in  mourning. 

After  some  minutes,  again  came  the 
sound  of  the  gate  latch.  Mrs.  Carew,  who 
was  talking,  stopped  short;  even  Dr.  Kir- 
by’s attention  flew  to  the  gravel -path. 
There  was  danger  of  another  pause.  But 
bravely  Mrs.  Thorne  came  to  the  rescue  a 
second  time.  “The  emerald,”  she  ob- 
served, to  the  unlistening  Kirby,  “is  clear, 
and  even  one  may  say  translucent.  And 
how  profound  it  is!  How  deep  the  mys- 
terious gi-een  which — ” The  new-comers 
had  crossed  the  piazza,  touched  the  knock- 
er, and  entered  the  hall  without  waiting 
for  Pompey’s  appearance ; this  showed  ac- 
quaintance, though  not  the  familiar  inti- 
macy, of  the  flrst  guests.  It  was  Manuel 
Ruiz,  and  with  him  De  Torrez. 

But  now  came  the  sound  of  wheels. 
Mrs.  Carew  listened  eagerly.  “A  car- 
riage !”  she  murmured,  turning  to  the  Doc- 
tor, as  the  sound  stopped  before  her  house. 
He  nodded  and  twirled  his  thumbs.  This 
time  there  could  be  no  doubt,  the  strangers 
were  coming  up  the  path. 

But  silence  had  again  attacked  the  little 
group,  and  Mrs.  Thorne,  feeling  that  grace- 
ful conversation  was  now  more  than  ever 
imperative  if  the  strangers  were  to  be  prop- 
erly impressed  with  the  ease  and  distinc- 
tion of  Gracias  society,  was  again  about  to 
8X)eak,  when  Garda,  with  a merry  gleam 
in  her  eyes,  exclaimed,  with  sudden  enthu- 
siasm, to  Manuel,  “Sapphires,  oh,  beautiful 
sapphires,  how  I wish  1 had  a tiara  of 
them!”  Manuel,  though  somewhat  sur- 
prised by  the  unexpectedness  of  the  topic, 
gallantly  answered  that  she  was  worthy 
to  have  her  floors  paved  with  them  if  she 
should  wish  it ; nay,  that  he  himself  would 
become  a sapphire  for  such  a purpose  as 
that.  And  then  by  the  formal  knock  and 
the  delay,  all  felt  that  the  strangei-s  were 
at  last  within  their  gates.  A few  minutes 
later  they  entered  the  drawing-room,  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  Margaret  Harold,  and  Evert 
Winthrop.  Mrs.  Thome’s  eyes  turned  to- 


ward her  daughter  with  one  quick  single 
beam  of  triumph:  the  ladies  wore  gloves. 

Mrs.  Carew  seated  herself  beside  her 
dearest  Katrina,  and  Dr.  Kirby  bore  them 
company.  The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  and 
Mrs.  Thome  gave  their  attention  to  Mrs. 
Harold.  Evert  Winthrop  took  a seat 
which  had  the  air  of  being  near  enough 
to  the  first  group  for  conversational  pur- 
poses, but  which  was  in  reality  a little 
apart.  Garda  and  Manuel  were  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  room,  with  De  Torrez 
standing  near  them.  Manuel  was  talk- 
ing, but  Garda  gave  him  a divided  atten- 
tion : she  was  looking  at  Evert  Winthrop. 
At  length  she  rose  and  went  across  to  bis 
chair. 

‘ ‘ Did  you  have  a pleasant  ride  to-day  ?” 
she  asked,  standing  with  the  simplicity  of 
a child  before  him,  her  hands  clasped  and 
hanging. 

“Yes;  I went  down  the  King's  Road,” 
he  answered,  rising.  “I  like  a King’s 
Road.  We  have  no  King’s  Roads  at  the 
North.” 

“Why  not  ?”  said  Garda. 

“We  abolished  kings  more  completely 
than  you  did,  perhaps,  in  1776.” 

“What  happened  then?  Something 
at  the  North  ?” 

“Oh,  a small  matter,  quite  local  and 
unimportant.  It  didn’t  include  Gracias- 
a-Dios.” 

“It  might  have;  I don’t  pretend  to 
know  the  history  of  Gracias- ADios,”  re- 
plied Garda,  rather  loftily.  “ All  I know 
is  the  history  of  my  own  family.  In  1776 
my  grandmother  Beatriz  was  five  years 
old;  and  even  then,  they  say,  water  could 
run  under  her  bare  insteps.” 

“ Why  did  they  keep  the  poor  child  in 
such  wet  places  ? It  must  have  been  very 
unhealthy.  Won’t  you  have  this  chair  ?” 

“ I’m  so  tired  of  chairs.” 

“You  have  probably  been  asleep  in  the 
hammock  all  the  afternoon.” 

“I  have,”  confessed  Garda.  “But  do 
I show  it  so  plainly  ? It’s  not  polite  to 
look  sleepy  at  a party.” 

“Let  us  walk  up  and  down  for  a while ; 
that  will  waken  you,”  he  said,  ofiFering  liis 
arm. 

“Do  people  walk  up  and  down  when 
the  party  is  such  a small  one  ? Is  that  a 
Northern  custom  ?” 

“ I am  a Northerner,  certainly;  and  it’s 
my  custom,”  he  answered. 

As  they  entered  the  back  drawing-room, 
“I  did  not  mean  that  you  looked  sleepy,” 
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he  added,  ^^but  the  contrary;  the  walking 
will  be  of  use  as  a sedative.” 

You  need  not  be  afraid.  I shall  not 
do  anything  out  of  the  way.  Don't  you 
see  that  I have  on  white  gloves  ?”  And 
she  extended  her  hands  for  his  inspection. 
“They  are  not  mine,  as  you  may  well  im- 
agine. I never  had  a pair  of  white  gloves 
in  my  life.  They  are  mamma’s,  and  ever 
so  many  years  old.  She  wore  them  when 
she  was  married.” 

“I  wish  I could  have  seen  her;  she 
must  have  looked  like  a little  blossom  of 
the  May  flower.” 

“Yes,”  answered  Garda,  “I  am  sure 
that  mamma  must  have  been  very  pretty 
indeed  when  she  was  young.”  She  spoke 
with  seriousness.  Winthrop  imagined 
that  she  had  given  the  subject  much  con- 
sideration. They  reached  the  end  of  the 
second  room,  and  turned  to  come  back. 

“I  should  never  have  asked  the  seno- 
rita  to  do  that,”  said  De  Torrez  in  Span- 
ish to  Manuel. 

“Very  likely  not.  But  do  at  least  sit 
down ; people  don’t  stand  up  against  the 
wall  all  the  time  at  tea  parties,  like  wood- 
en sentinels.” 

“It  is  my  method,”  replied  De  Torrez. 
“I  have  always  my  own  method  about 
everything.” 

“Change  it,  then;  do.  At  least  for 
this  evening,”  suggested  his  New  World 
companion. 

“If  they  do  not,  as  you  say,  stand,  it 
appears  that  they  walk.  And  continue 
to  walk,”  remarked  the  Cuban,  after  a 
moment,  his  eyes  still  upon  Garda  and 
Winthrop. 

“ Of  coui*se  they  do,  if  they  wish  to,”  re- 
plied Manuel,  who  was  at  heart  as  much 
surprised  by  Winthrop’s  proceeding  as  De 
Torrez  had  been,  but,  if  surprised,  quick 
also  to  seize  and  appi’opriate  to  his  own 
use  any  advantages  which  new  and  North- 
ern codes  of  manners  might  otter.  “But 
you  can  not  walk  all  alone — don’t  try 
that,  I beg.  Take  something  and  look  at 
it,  if  you  don’t  sit  down;  a book;  da- 
guerreotypes. There’s  a Chinese  puzzle; 
take  that.” 

Thus  adjured,  De  Torrez  stepped  for- 
ward, took  the  puzzle  from  a table,  and 
returned  with  it  to  his  place.  Here  he 
stood  still  again,  holding  his  prize  sol- 
emnly. 

“ Play  with  it,” said  Manuel.  “I  nev- 
er saw  such  a fellow!  Move  the  rings 
up  and  dowm.” 


“I  took  it  because  you  wished  me  to 
do  so,”  replied  the  Cuban,  with  dignity. 
“ But  to  play  with  it  is  impossible.  Why 
should  I play  with  an  ivory  toy  ? I am 
not  a child.” 

Here  the  gray  head  of  Pompey  appear- 
ed at  the  front  drawing-room  door.  The 
old  servant  waited  respectfully  until  he 
had  caught  his  mistress’s  eye;  he  then 
made  a low  bow,  with  his  hands  folded 
before  him.  “ Miss  C’roo  am  sarbed.” 

Dr.  Kirby  offered  his  arm  to  Mre.  Ruth- 
erford, Mr.  Moore  offered  his  to  Mrs.  Har- 
old; Mrs.  Carew  waved  Winthrop  toward 
Mrs.  Thorne,  while  she  herself  took  the 
arm  of  Manuel  Ruiz.  Garda  was  left  to 
De  Torrez,  who,  thus  unexpectedly  made 
happy,  accompanied  her  into  the  hall, 
still  bearing  his  puzzle. 

“What  in  the  world  are  you  carry- 
ing ?”  she  asked,  laughing. 

“ It  is  a toy  of  ivory  which  Manuel  in- 
sisted that  I should  take.  With  your 
permission  I will  now  lay  it  aside.”  And 
he  deposited  it  carefully  upon  a chair. 

The  little  procession  now  came  to  a 
pause,  Mrs.  Carew  having  asked  her  dear- 
est Katrina  to  look  at  a portrait  upon  the 
wall.  “It  was  taken  the  year  after  my 
marriage,”  she  explained,  watching  for 
the  increased  glow  through  the  dining- 
room door  which  should  proclaim  to  her 
anxious  eyes  the  arrival  of  the  astral 
lamp  in  its  destined  place. 

“Ido  not  need  a portrait,  Betty.  I have 
one  in  my  memory,”  replied  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, graciously.  She  could  not  see  the 
picture  without  her  glasses,  but  she  gazed 
at  the  gilt  frame  with  an  interested  air, 
looking  at  it  with  her  head  now  a little  on 
one  side,  now  on  the  other,  as  if  to  get  the 
right  light,  which  did  quite  as  well. 

“I  have  never  considered  this  portrait 
a faithful  representation  of  our  friend,” 
observed  Dr.  Kirby,  who  could  not  see 
even  the  frame,  but  gazed  at  the  wall  in- 
stead with  sage  disapprobation.  ‘ ‘ It  quite 
fails  to  give  her  vivacity,  which  is  so 
characteristic  a feature.  But  what  paint- 
er’s brush,  what  limner’s  art,  can  fix  upon 
canvas  that  delicate,  that,  I may  say,  in- 
tangible charm  which  belongs  to  the  fair- 
er portion  of  our  humanity  ? It  is,  and 
must  always  be,  a hopeless  task.” 

Mrs.  Rutherford  admired  the  Doctor’s 
way  of  expressing  himself.  It  was  the 
fine  old  style.  She  herself  had  kept  pace 
with  the  new,  as  she  kept  pace  with  every- 
thing. But  the  old  style  was  more  state- 
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ly,  and  she  had  always  preferred  it.  For 
one  thing,  she  understood  it  better.  Mrs. 
Rutherford  liked  conversations  to  have  a 
beginning,  a middle,  and  an  end.  Now 
the  Doctor’s  conversations,  and  even  most 
of  his  sentences,  had  all  three. 

The  increased  glow  now  showed  itself 
through  the  distant  door,  and  Mrs.  Carew 
moved  on ; the  little  company  passed 
down  the  ball  and  into  the  dining-room, 
where  stood  a bountifully  decked  table, 
with  the  astral  lamp  radiant  in  the  centre, 
and  Pompey,  so  dignified  under  his  re- 
sponsibilities that  he  actually  looked  tall, 
in  attendance.  It  was  an  old-fashioned 
repast;  they  were  all  seated  round  the  ta- 
ble as  though  it  had  been  a dinner.  But 
the  hostess  did  not  place  them  in  the  or- 
der in  which  they  had  proceeded  through 
the  hall.  Having  paid  what  she  consider- 
ed due  acknowledgment  to  etiquette,  she 
now  arranged  them  for  the  long  repast  in 
the  way  which  she  thought  would  please 
them  best,  which  is  quite  another  matter, 
Winthrop  found  himself  between  Garda 
and  Mrs.  Harold.  Mrs.  Harold  had  upon 
her  left  hand  Manuel  Ruiz,  and  Garda 
upon  her  right  the  happy  De  Torrez,  who, 
however,  in  spite  of  happiness,  looked  more 
rigid  and  solemn  than  ever  as  the  soft  hori- 
zontal light  of  the  lamp,  shining  above 
the  central  plum-cake,  illumined  his  long 
neck  and  thin  dark  face. 

“ You  remember,  of  course,  that  he  does 
not  speak  English,”  Garda  said  to  Win- 
throp, under  cover  of  an  eloquent  mono- 
logue upon  the  genius  of  Mr.  Addison 
with  which  the  Doctor  was  entertaining 
the  elder  ladies.  She  was  alluding  to  her 
right-hand  neighbor,  De  Torrez. 

^*Does  that  mean  that  you  intend  to 
speak  Spanish  to  him  ?”  said  Winthrop. 
^^He  has  quite  enough  as  it  is  in  being 
next  you.  You  should  not  give  too  much.” 

“I  like  generosity.” 

“That  would  not  be  generosity,  but 
pure  squandering.  You  should  never  be- 
stow at  random.” 

“Poor  Mr.  De  Torrez  isn’t  at  random. 
But  I believe  you  are  trying  to  instruct 
me  ?”  she  said,  looking  at  him  with  sur- 
prise. 

“Would  it  displease  you  if  I were?” 
said  Winthrop,  falling  back  upon  his  age, 
or  rather  upon  hers. 

Garda  paused,  as  if  considering  the 
point.  “You  might  try  it,”  she  answer- 
ed. “It  would  at  least  be  new,  and  I 
generally  like  new  things.” 


“ That  is  bad  for  me;  all  my  things  ai*e 
very,  very  old.” 

Manuel,  meanwhile,  was  bringing  for- 
ward his  finest  powers  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  Mrs.  Harold,  by  whose  side  he 
had  been  placed;  and  if  he  talked  in  a 
somewhat  more  decorated  strain  than  was 
prevalent  in  the  conventional  circles  from 
which  she  had  come,  it  was  carried  off 
easily  by  his  youth,  his  handsome  face, 
his  foreign  name,  his  animated  manner. 
Winthrop  overheard  occasionally  his  fer- 
vid little  speeches.  He  did  not  admire 
them.  But  it  was  only  occasionally,  for 
he  himself  was  fully  occupied.  Garda 
talked  to  him,  or  listened  to  him,  during 
the  entire  time  they  remained  at  the  table. 
And  this  was  over  two  hours.  There  were 
many  delicious  things  to  be  eaten,  or  at 
least  tasted,  for  Mrs.  Carew’s  Cynthy,  hav- 
ing been  one  of  the  good  cooks  of  the  old 
days  before  the  war,  was  still  in  possession 
of  a remnant  of  her  former  skill.  As  these 
‘ ‘ old  days”  lay  but  six  years  back,  it  would 
seem  that  Cynthy  must  have  worked  hard 
to  forget  all  but  a remnant  in  so  short  a 
time.  She  had,  however,  succeeded  per- 
fectly in  her  endeavor,  and  only  upon 
great  occasions,  like  the  present,  would 
she  condescend  to  revert  to  her  ancient 
knowledge,  as  a favor  to  “Miss  Betty,” 
whose  fortunes  were  so  sadly  fallen.  Cyn- 
thy and  Pompey  had  accompanied  their 
young  mistress  from  her  Georgia  home  to 
the  new  one  in  Florida  many  years  be- 
fore; they  now  remained  with  her  for  the 
excellent  reason  that,  owing  to  age  and  in- 
firmities, it  would  have  been  impossible  for 
them  to  have  found  a home  or  employment 
elsewhere.  This,  however,  they  never  ac- 
knowledged, but  spoke  of  their  fidelity  as 
a weakness  of  which  they  were  rather 
ashamed;  but  “dat  poor  Miss  Betty,  she 
nebber  get  ’long  widout  us  nohow.  Pomp, 
dat’s  a fac’.”  In  reality,  they  adored  Miss 
Betty,  and  would  have  pined  and  died  in 
a month  if  taken  from  her  kindly,  indul- 
gent rule,  and  from  the  old  Carew  kitch- 
en, with  its  disorder  and  comfort,  where 
they  had  reigned  so  many  years. 

The  superior  table  manners  of  Mrs. 
Thorne  were  never  more  apparent  than 
upon  this  occasion.  In  this  lady’s  opin- 
ion, when  one  was  required  to  turn  from 
intellectual  occupations  to  the  grosser  em- 
ployment of  supplying  nourishment  to  the 
body,  one  could  at  least  endeavor  to  ethe- 
realize  it  as  much  as  possible  by  confining 
one’s  self  to  that  refined  implement,  the 
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fork.  In  accordance  with  this  theory,  she 
scarcely  touched  her  knife.  Once,  under 
protest  as  it  were,  she  delicately  divided 
with  its  aid  the  wing  of  a wild-duck;  but 
that  was  all.  She  encountered  difficulties : 
slices  of  cold  tongue  evinced  a remarkable 
tenacity  of  fibre,  and  portions  of  broiled 
chicken  evaded  her  wonderfully,  manifest- 
ing a most  embarrassing  slipperiness  of  de- 
meanor under  the  silver  tines  as  she  tried 
to  divide  them  or  roll  them  up.  But  she 
persevered  in  her  efforts  to  the  end,  and 
succeeded,  though  her  small  fingers  be- 
came, toward  the  last,  deeply  dented  by 
the  force  she  was  obliged  to  exert. 

When  the  meal  was  at  length  over,  Mrs. 
Carew,  with  a bow  to  Mrs.  Rutherford  as 
her  most  distinguished  guest,  rose.  Garda 
called  Winthrop’s  attention,  as  they  also 
rose,  to  the  fact  that  she  had  scarcely  spok- 
en six  sentences  of  Spanish  during  its  en- 
tire continuance.  “ See  how  well  I have 
obeyed  you,”  she  said. 

‘ ‘ Surely  I did  not  venture  a command  ?” 

“I  think  you  did.  At  least  you  came 
as  near  it  as  you  dared ; and  you  are  very 
daring.” 

“I?  Never  in  the  world ! You  are  quite 
mistaken,  Miss  Thorne ; I am  the  exact  op- 
posite of  that,”  he  answered,  laughing. 

“But  I should  think  you  would  like  me 
to  at  least  believe  you  so,”  responded  Gar- 
da, looking  at  him  with  wonder. 

‘ ‘ Believe  me  to  be  daring  ? We  proba- 
bly use  the  word  in  a different  sense.  It 
is  not  a word  I am  fond  of,  I confess;  but 
I think  you  would  not  find  me  lacking  in 
any  emergency.” 

“Oh,  emergencies!  They  never  come 
to  Gracias.  Now  please  don’t  say,  like  the 
dear  old  Doctor,  ‘ May  they  never  come  to 
j/ou,  my  dearest  child  1’  ” 

‘ ‘ I will  say,  then,  may  I be  present  when 
they  do !” 

“ But  you  won’t  be,”  responded  Garda, 
her  tone  suddenly  changing.  “ You  will 
go  away,  Mrs.  Harold  will  go  away,  every- 
body will  go  away,  and  we  shall  be  left 
alone  here  again,  mamma  and  I,  upon  this 
desolate  shore!” 

“ But  you  have  seemed  to  me  very  hap- 
py here  upon  your  desolate  shore,”  said 
Winthrop,  in  a tone  which  he  could  not 
keep  himself  from  making  indulgent  as 
well  as  comforting,  she  had  looked  so 
young,  so  like  a child,  as  she  made  her 
complaint. 

“ So  I have  been — until  now.  But  now 
that  I have  seen  you,  now  that  I have  seen 
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Mrs.  Harold,  I — I don’t  know.”  She  look- 
ed at  him  wistfully.  He  thought  he  saw 
a mist  in  her  beautiful  eyes. 

This  little  conversation  had  gone  on 
while  they  were  all  returning  through  the 
hall  to  the  front  drawing-room.  Manuel, 
however,  who  was  with  Mrs.  Harold,  had 
a plan  of  his  own.  He  turned  boldly  aside 
toward  the  closed  door  of  the  back  draw- 
ing-room, his  intention  being  to  establish 
himself  with  the  charming  Northern  lady 
upon  a certain  sofa  which  he  remembered 
at  the  extreme  end  of  that  broad  apart- 
ment. If  isolation  were  a Northern  fash- 
ion, he  would  be  isolated  too.  But  Mrs. 
Carew  (with  the  returning  lamp  on  her 
mind)  saw  his  hand  upon  the  knob,  and 
summoned  him  in  haste:  “ Mr.  Ruiz!  Mr. 
Ruiz !” 

When  he  obeyed  her  call,  she  begged 
him  fervently  to  promise  to  sing  for  them 
that  “sweet  little  air”  which  it  seemed  was 
“such  a favorite”  of  hei*s,  though  when 
he  asked  her  to  define  it  more  clearly,  she 
was  unable  to  recall  its  name,  the  words, 
or  any  characteristic  by  which  he  could 
identify  it.  However,  by  this  effort  of  the 
imagination  the  door  of  the  back  drawing- 
room was  kept  closed,  and  her  guests  were 
piloted  safely  to  the  front  room  by  the 
way  they  had  come.  The  lamp  was  in  po- 
sition ; only  the  retreating  legs  of  Pompey 
were  visible  through  the  dining-room  door. 
The  mistress  of  the  house,  unused  to  strat- 
egy,  sank  into  a chair,  and  furtively  pass- 
ed her  handkerchief  across  her  brow. 

Manuel  was  already  tuning  the  guitar. 

“ Does  he  like  to  sing  so  soon  after — aft- 
er tea  ?”  said  Mrs.  Rutherford. 

But  the  handsome  youth  could  sing  aa 
well  at  one  time  as  another.  He  looked 
about  him,  found  a low  ottoman,  drew  it 
toward  the  sofa  where  Mrs.  Harold  waa 
sitting,  and  thus  placing  himself  as  nearly 
as  possible  at  her  feet,  struck  a chord  or 
two,  and  began.  He  had  a tenor  voice  (aa 
Winthrop  would  have  said,  “of  course”), 
and  the  voice  had  great  sweetness.  Ho 
sang  his  little  love  song  admirably. 

Garda  was  standing  near  one  of  the 
windows  with  Winthrop.  When  the  song 
was  ended,  “How  old  is  Mrs.  Harold 
she  asked,  abruptly;  that  is,  abruptly  as 
regarded  subject;  her  voice  in  itself  had 
no  abrupt  tones. 

“ I don’t  know,”  Winthrop  answered. 

“ Isn’t  she  your  cousin  ?” 

“She  is  my  aunt’s  niece  by  marriage. 
Mr.  Rutherford  was  her  uncle.” 
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“But  if  you  have  always  known  her, 
you  must  know  how  old  she  is.” 

“I  have  not  always  known  her,  and  I 
do  not  know.  I suppose  her  to  be  about 
twenty-seven  or  twenty-eight.” 

“She  is  over  thirty,”  said  Garda,  with 
decision.  “ Do  you  think  her  handsome?” 

“She  is  considered  handsome.” 

“But  do  you  think  her  so  ?” 

“That  is  ratlier  a close  question,  isn’t 
it?” 

“ It  doesn’t  seem  so  to  me.  People  are 
handsome  or  not  handsome ; we  have  no- 
thing to  do  with  it.  It’s  not  a matter  of 
opinion,  but  of  fact.  If  you  persist  in 
denying  the  fact  as  regards  any  particular 
person,  why,  you  have  no  eye  for  beauty, 
that’s  all.  And  that  is  what  I wanted  to 
find  out,  whether  you  have  or  not.  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  for  instance,  is  handsome; 
Mrs.  Carew  is  not.  Manuel  is  handsome; 
Mr.  De  Torrez  is  not.” 

“And  Miss  Thorne?” 

“She  hopes  she  is.  But  she  isn’t  sure,” 
replied  Garda,  laughing  merrily.  “It’s 
not  sure,  to  be  thought  handsome  by  the 
four  persons  about  here.  And  she  can’t 
find  out  fi*om  the  only  stranger  she  knows, 
because  his  eyes  tell  nothing;  they  have 
no  expression  whatever.  It’s  most  unfor- 
tunate.” 

“For  him — yes.  It’s  because  he's  so 
old,  you  know.” 

“ How  old  are  you  ?” 

“I  am  thirty-five.” 

“You  look  younger  than  that,”  said 
Garda,  after  scanning  him  for  a moment. 

“It’s  my  Northern  temperament;  that 
keeps  me  young  and  handsome.” 

“ Oh,  you’re  not  handsome  1 But  in  a 
man  it’s  of  little  consequence,”  she  added, 
consolingly. 

“Very  little.  Or  in  a woman  either. 
Don’t  we  know  that  all  beauty  fades  as 
the  leaf?” 

“The  leaf  fades  when  it  has  had  all 
there  was  of  its  life ; it  doesn’t  fade  before. 
That  is  what  I mean  to  do,  have  all  there 
is  of  my  life,  and  enjoy  it  all  out.  I 
have  told  mamma  so.  It  seems  to  me 
that  its  principally  a question  of  choice. 
Some  people  will  worry;  mamma  has  al- 
ways worried,  for  instance.  But  I never 
shall.  I said  to  mamma  more  than  a year 
ago.  ‘ Mamma,  what  are  our  pleasures  ? 
lit  us  see  if  we  can’t  get  some  more’ ; and 
mamma  answered,  ‘ Edgarda,  pleasures  are 
generally  wrong.’  But  I do  not  agree  with 
mamma:  I do  not  think  them  wrong. 


And  I intend  to  take  mine  wherever  I can 
find  them;  in  fact,  I do  so  now.” 

“ And  do  you  find  many  ?” 

“Oh  yes,”  replied  Garda,  confidently. 
“There  are  our  oranges,  which  are  excel- 
lent; and  Carlos  Mateo,  who  is  so  amus- 
ing; and  the  lovely  breeze  we  have  some- 
times; and  the  hammock  where  I lie  and 
plan  out  all  the  things  I should  like  to  have 
— the  softest  silks,  beautiful  laces,  nothing 
coarse  or  common  to  touch  me ; plenty  of 
roses  in  all  the  rooms,  and  the  garden 
planted  full  of  sweet-bay,  so  that  all  the 
air  should  be  dense  with  perfume.” 

‘ ‘ And  not  books  ? Conversation  ?” 

‘ ‘ I don’t  care  much  about  books.  They 
all  seem  to  have  been  written  by  old  peo- 
ple. I suppose  when  I am  old  myself,  I 
shall  like  them  better.  As  to  conversa- 
tion—yes,  I like  a little  of  it;  but  I like 
action  more — great  deeds,  you  know. 
Don’t  you  like  great  deeds  ?” 

“When  I see  them.  Unfortunately, 
there  are  very  few  of  them  left  nowadays 
walking  about  waiting  to  be  done.” 

“I  don’t  know;  let  me  tell  you  one. 
The  other  day  a young  girl  here — not  one 
of  our  society,  of  course — was  out  sailing 
with  a party  of  friends  in  a fishing-boat. 
This  girl  had  a branch  of  wild-orange 
blossoms  in  her  hand.  Suddenly  she 
threw  it  overboard,  and  challenged  a 
young  man  who  was  with  her  to  get  it  for 
her  again.  He  instantly  jumped  into  the 
water.  There  was  a good  deal  of  sea; 
they  were  at  the  mouth  of  the  harbor,  and 
the  tide  was  going  out.  They  were  run- 
ning before  a fresh  breeze,  and  having  no 
oars  with  them,  they  could  not  get  back 
to  him  except  by  several  long  tacks.  He 
could  not  swim  very  well,  and  the  tide 
was  strong.  They  thought  he  certainly 
would  be  carried  out.  But  he  kept  up, 
and  at  last  they  saw  him  land,  ever  so  far 
down  Patricio;  he  was  only  a black  dot. 
He  walked  back,  came  across  to  Gracias 
in  a negro’s  dug-out,  and  just  as  he  was, 
without  waiting  to  change  his  clothes  or 
rest,  he  brought  her  the  wet  flowers.” 

“ It  is  the  old  story  of  the  Glove.  Did 
he  throw  them  in  her  face  ?” 

“ Throw  them  in  her  face ! — is  that  what 
you  would  have  done  ?”  said  Gkirda,  aston- 
ished. 

“ Oh,  I should  never  have  jumped  over- 
board,’’answered  Winthrop,  laughing. 

During  this  interval,  De  Torrez,  wish- 
ing to  show  himself  a man  of  conversation 
after  his  own  method,  had  propounded  no 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


626 


HAEPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


less  than  three  questions  to  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Moore,  who  understood  something  of 
Spanish.  He  had  first  requested  infor- 
mation as  to  the  various  methods  of  pun- 
ishment, other  than  the  whip,  which  had 
been  in  use  on  the  plantations  in  the  Gra- 
cias-4-Dios  neighborhood  before  the  eman- 
cipation, and  which  of  them  had  been  con- 
sidered the  most  effective.  His  next  in- 
quiry, made  after  a meditative  silence  of 
some  minutes,  was  whether,  in  the  Rever- 
end gentleman’s  opinion,  the  guillotine 
was  not  on  the  whole  a more  dignified  in- 
strument for  the  execution  of  justice  than 
the  noose — one  more  calculated  to  impress 
and  improve  the  minds  of  the  lower  class- 
es. Finally,  he  wished  to  know  whether 
the  clergyman  supposed  that  a person  suf- 
fered more  when  an  arm  was  amputated 
than  he  did  when  a leg  was  taken  off,  the 
arm  being  nearer  the  vital  organs.  And 
whether  either  of  these  operations  could 
be  compared,  as  regarded  the  torture  in- 
flicted, with  that  caused  by  a sabre  wound 
(such  as  one  might  receive  in  a duel  with 
swords)  which  had  cut  diagonally,  say 
across  the  breast. 

“That  is  a very  blood  thirsty  young 
man.  His  style  of  conversation  is  really 
extraordinary,”  said  the  clergyman  to  Dr. 
Kirby,  when  De  Torrez,  having  exhausted 
all  his  topics,  and  not  having  understood 
one  word  of  the  rector’s  Spanish  in  reply, 
returned  gravely  to  his  place  on  the  other 
side  of  the  room. 

‘ ‘ He  is  blood-thirsty  because  he  is  forced 
to  be  so  dumb,”  answered  the  Doctor,  with 
one  of  his  sudden  little  grins — grins  which 
came  and  went  so  quickly  that,  were  it  not 
for  a distinct  remembrance  of  about  twen- 
ty-four very  white  little  teeth  which  he 
had  seen,  the  gazer  would  scarcely  have 
realized  that  it  had  been  there  at  all. 
“ No  one  here  besides  yourself  and  Man- 
uel (of  whom  he  is  probably  dead  tired) 
can  talk  Spanish  with  him  but  G^rda, 
and  Mr.  Winthrop  has  kept  Garda  talk- 
ing English  every  moment  since  he  came. 
I don’t  wonder  the  youth  is  blood-thirsty ; 
I’m  afraid  that  at  his  age  I should  have 
called  the  Northerner  out.” 

But  now  Winthrop  and  Garda  joined 
the  others.  Winthrop  was  addressed  by 
Mrs.  Thorne. 

“I  have  been  begging  Mrs.  Rutherford 
and  Mrs.  Harold  to  pay  us  a visit  at  East 
Angels  some  day  this  week;  I hope,  Mr. 
Winthrop,  that  you  will  accompany  them.  ” 

Winthrop  expressed  his  thanks.  He 


put  forward  a hope  in  return  that  she 
would  join  them  for  an  afternoon  sail, 
before  long,  down  the  Espiritu.  Mrs. 
Thorne  was  sure  that  that  would  be  ex- 
tremely delightful.  She  was  sure  that 
his  yacht  (she  brought  out  the  word  with 
much  clearness:  no  one  had  ventured  to 
call  it  a yacht  until  now)  was  also  de- 
lightful; and  its  name,  the  Empemdora, 
was  so  charming! 

She  was  perched,  by  some  fatality,  on  a 
high-seated,  straight-backed  chair,  so  that 
(Winthrop  suspected)  her  little  feet  did 
not  touch  the  floor.  She  did  not  look 
like  a person  who  would  enjoy  sailing, 
who  would  be  able  to  undulate  easily, 
yield  to  the  motion  of  the  boat,  or  find 
readily  accessible  in  her  store -house  of 
feelings  that  mood  of  serene  indifference 
to  arriving  anywhere,  at  any  x^articular 
time,  which  is  a necessary  accompaniment 
of  the  aquatic  amusement  when  pursued 
in  the  lovely  Florida  waters.  But  “I  en- 
joy sailing  of  all  things,”  this  brave  little 
matron  was  again  declaring. 

“ I am  afraid  there  will  be  little  novel- 
ty in  it  for  you.  You  must  know  all 
these  waters  well,”  observed  Winthrop. 

“It  is  not  the  novelty,  it  is  the  pleasure 
of  congenial  society,”  replied  Mrs. Thome. 
“We  have  lived  somewhat  isolated,  my 
daughter  and  I ; it  will  be  a vridening  for 
us  in  every  way  to  be  with  you — with 
Mrs.  Rutherford,  Mrs.  Harold,  and  your- 
self. I have  sometimes  feared,”  she  went 
on,  looking  at  him  with  her  bright,  anx- 
ious little  eyes,  “that  we  should  become, 
perhaps  have  already  become,  too  motion- 
less, unprogressive,  in  our  intellectual 
life  down  here,  my  daughter  and  myself.” 

‘ ‘ Motionless  things  are  better  than  mov- 
ing ones,  aren’t  they?”  answered  Win- 
throp. “The  people  who  try  to  keep  up 
with  everything  are  apt  to  be  a panting, 
breathless  set.  Besides,  they  lose  all  sense 
of  comparison  in  their  haste,  and  do  not 
distinguish.  Important  things  and  com- 
pletely unimportant  they  talk  about  with 
equal  eagerness;  the  only  point  with  them 
is  that  they  should  be  new.” 

“You  console  me — you  console  me 
greatly,”  responded  Mrs.  Thome.  “Still, 
I feel  sure  that  knowledge,  and  important 
knowledge,  is  advancing  with  giant  strides 
outside,  and  that  we,  my  daughter  and  I, 
who  can  not  stride,  are  left  behind.  I 
have  seen  but  few  of  the  later  publica- 
tions—could  you  not  kindly  give  me  just 
an  outline  ? In  geology,  for  instance,  al- 
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ways  so  absorbing,  what  are  the  latest  dis- 
coveries with  regard  to  the  Swiss  lakes  ? 
And  I should  be  so  grateful,  too,  for  any 
choice  thoughts  you  may  be  able  to  recall 
at  the  moment  from  the  more  recent  es- 
says of  Mr.  Emerson.  I can  say  with 
truth  that  strengthening  sentences  from 
Mr.  Emerson’s  writings  were  my  best  men- 
tal pabulum  during  all  the  early  years  of 
my  residence  at  the  South.” 

“I— I fancy  that  Mrs.  Harold  knows 
morex)f  Emerson  than  I do,”  replied  Win- 
throp,  reflecting  upon  the  picture  of  the 
little  New  England  school-teacher  trans- 
planted to  East  Angels,  and  supporting 
life  as  best  she  could  on  a diet  of  Mr.  Em- 
erson and  “ Paradise  Lost.” 

“An  extremely  intelligent  and  culti- 
vated person,”  replied  Mrs.  Thome,  with 
enthusiasm.  “Do  you  know,  Mr.  Win- 
throp,  that  Mrs.  Harold  quite  'fills  my 
idea — quite— of  a combination  of  our  own 
Margaret  Puller  and  Madame  De  Stael.” 

“Yet  she  can  hardly  be  called  talka- 
tive, can  she  ?”  said  Winthrop,  smiling. 

“ It  is  her  face,  the  language  of  her  eye, 
that  gives  me  my  impression.  Her  silence 
seems  to  me  but  a fullness  of  intellect,  a 
fullness  at  times  almost  throbbing.  She 
is  a Corinne  mute,  a Margaret  dumb.” 

“Were  they  ever  mute,  those  two?” 
asked  Winthrop. 

Mrs.  Thorne  glanced  at  him.  “I  see 
you  do  not  admire  lady  conversational- 
ists,” she  murmui*ed,  relaxing  into  her 
guarded  little  smile. 

Dr.  Kirby,  conversing  with  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, had  brought  forward  General  La- 
fayette. On  the  rare  occasions  of  late 
years  when  the  Doctor  had  found  himself 
called  upon  to  conduct  a conversation  with 
people  from  the  North,  he  was  apt  to  resort 
to  Lafayette. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore,  stimulated  by 
Mrs.  Cai*ew’s  excellent  coffee,  advanced 
the  opinion  that  Lafayette  was,  after  all, 
“very  French.” 

“Ah ! but  Frenchmen  can  be  80  agree- 
able,” said  Mrs.  Carew.  “ There  was  Tal- 
leyrand, you  know;  when  he  was  over 
here  he  wrote  a sonnet  to  my  aunt,  begin- 
ning * Aimable  Anne.’  And  then  there 
was  little  Dumont,  Katrina;  you  remem- 
ber him  ? How  well  he  danced  I As  for 
Lafayette,  when  he  made  his  triumphal 
tour  thi-ough  the  country  afterward  he 
grew  so  tired,  they  say,  of  the  satin  sheets 
which  Gh*atitude  had  provided  for  him  at 
every  town  that  he  was  heard  to  exclaim. 


^ Satan  de  satin!’  Not  that  I believe  it, 
because  there  are  all  those  beautiful  mem- 
oirs and  biographies  of  all  his  lady  rel- 
atives who  were  guillotined,  you  know, 
poor  things!  though,  come  to  think  of  it, 
one  of  them  must  have  been  saved,  of 
course,  to  write  the  memoirs,  since  natu- 
rally they  couldn’t  have  written  them 
beforehand  themselves,  with  all  those 
touching  descriptions  of  their  own  dying 
moments  and  last  thoughts  thrown  in. 
Well,  they  are  all  so  extremely  pious, 
those  memoirs,  that  I don’t  believe  he  ever 
swore  in  the  least;  he  simply  couldrCt  in 
that  atmosphere.  What  a singular  thing 
it  is  that  when  the  French  do  take  to  pi- 
ety they  out-Herod  Herod  himself!  And 
I reckon  the  reason  is  that  it’s  such  a 
novelty  to  them  that  they’re  like  the  bull 
in  the  china  shop,  or  rather  like  the  new 
boy  at  the  grocer’s,  who  is  not  accustom- 
ed to  raisins,  and  eats  so  many  the  first 
day  that  he  is  made  seriously  ill  in  con- 
sequence. Clear  raisins  are  very  try- 
ing.” 

“The  French,”  remarked  Dr.  Kirby, 
“in  spite  of  their  worldliness,  have  often 
at  the  same  time  a preponderance  of  en- 
thusiasm in  other  directions  which  takes 
them  far,  very  far  indeed.  It  was  an  en- 
thusiasm, and  a noble  one,  that  brought 
Lafayette  to  our  shores.” 

“/Smc/i  a number  of  children  as  were 
named  after  him,  too,”  said  Mrs.  Carew, 
starting  off  again.  “ I remember  one  of 
them.  He  h^  been  baptized  Marquis  de 
Lafayette  (Marquis  de  Lafayette  Green 
was  his  full  name),  and  I didn’t  for  a long 
time  comprehend  what  it  was,  for  his  mo- 
ther always  called  him  ^Marquisdee,’  and 
I thought  perhaps  it  was  an  Indian  name, 
like  Manatee,  you  know;  for  some  peoplo 
do  like  Indian  names  so  much,  though  I 
can’t  say  I care  for  them,  but  it’s  a matter 
of  taste,  of  course,  like  everything  else, 
and  I once  knew  a dear  sweet  girl  who  had 
been  named  Ogeechee,  after  our  Southern 
river,  you  remember;  Ogeechee— do  you 
like  that,  Katrina  ?” 

“Heavens!  no,”  said  Mrs.  Rutherford, 
lifting  her  beautiful  hands  in  protest 
against  such  barbarism. 

“Yet  why,  after  all,  is  it  not  as  melo- 
dious as  Beatrice?”  remarked  Mr.  Moore, 
meditatively,  his  eyes  on  the  ceiling. 

Gracias  society  was  proud  of  Mr.  Moore ; 
his  linguistic  accomplishments  it  regarded 
with  much  respect.  Mrs.  Carew,  divin- 
ing the  Italian  pronunciation  of  Beatrice, 
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glanced  at  her  dear  Katrina  to  see  if  she 
were  properly  impressed. 

Garda,  upon  leaving  Evert  Winthrop, 
had  joined  Mrs.  Harold,  at  whose  feet 
Manuel  still  remained,  guitar  in  hand. 
“Do  you  sing,  Mrs.  Haix)ld  ?”  the  young 
girl  said,  seating  herself  beside  the  North- 
ern lady,  and  looking  at  her  with  her  usu- 
al interest  — an  interest  which  appeared 
to  consist,  in  part,  of  a sort  of  expectancy 
that  she  would  do  or  say  something  be- 
fore long  which  would  be  a surprise.  No- 
thing could  be  more  quiet,  more  unsur- 
prising, so  most  persons  would  have  said, 
than  Margaret  droid’s  words  and  man- 
ner. But  Garda  had  her  own  stand-point ; 
to  her,  Mrs.  Harold  was  a perpetual  nov- 
elty. She  admired  her  extremely.  But 
even  more  than  she  admired,  she  won- 
dered. 

“No,”  Mrs.  Harold  had  answered,  “I 
do  not  sing;  I know  something  of  instru- 
mental music.” 

“I  am  afraid  we  have  no  good  pianos 
here,” pursued  Garda;  “that  is,  none  that 
you  would  call  good. — I wish  you  would 
go  and  talk  to  Mr.  De  Torrez,”  she  con- 
tinued, turning  to  Manuel. 

The  young  Cuban  occupied  a solitary 
chair  on  the  other  side  of  the  room,  his 
method  apparently  having  allowed  him 
to  seat  himself  for  a while;  he  had  not 
even  his  ivory  puzzle,  but  sat  with  his 
hands  folded,  his  eyes  downcast. 

“You  ask  impossibilities,”  said  Manuel. 
^ ‘ What ! leave  this  heavenly  place  at  Mrs. 
Harold’s  feet  — and  yours  — for  the  pur- 
pose of  going  to  talk  to  that  tiresome  Er- 
nesto ? Never  I” 

“ But  I wish  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Harold  my- 
self; you  have  already  had  that  pleasure 
quite  too  long.  Besides,  if  you  are  very 
good,  I will  tell  you  what  you  can  do; 
cards  will  be  brought  out  presently,  and 
then  it  will  be  seen  that  there  are  ten  per- 
sons present,  and  as  but  eight  are  required 
for  the  two  tables,  I shall  be  the  one  left 
out  to  talk  to  Mr.  De  Torrez,  as  he  can 
neither  i)lay  nor  speak  English.  In  this 
state  of  things  you  can,  if  you  are  watch- 
ful, arrange  matters  so  as  to  be  at  the  same 
table  with  Mrs.  Harold;  perhaps  even  her 
partner.” 

“I  will  be  more  than  watchful,”  Man- 
uel declared ; “I  will  be  determined !” 

‘ ‘ I play  a wretched  game,  ” said  the 
Northern  lady,  warningly. 

“ And  if  you  should  play  the  best  in  the 
world,  I should  never  know  it,  absorbed 


as  I should  be  in  your  personal  presence,  ” 
replied  the  youth,  with  ardor. 

Mrs.  Harold  laughed.  Winthrop  (list- 
ening to  Mrs.  Thorne’s  remarks  upon  Em- 
erson) glanced  toward  their  little  group. 

“ People  do  not  talk  in  that  way  at  the 
North.  That  is  why  she  laughs,”  said 
Garda,  explanatorily. 

“And  do  I care  how  they  talk  at  their 
frozen  North !”  cried  Manuel.  “ I talk  as 
my  heart  dictates.” 

“Do  so,”  said  Garda,  “but  later.  At 
present,  go  and  cheer  up  poor  Mr.  De  Tor- 
rez. He  is  fairly  shivering  with  loneli- 
ness over  there  in  his  corner.” 

Manuel,  who,  in  spite  of  his  studied  at- 
titude at  the  feet  of  Mrs.  Harold,  was  evi- 
dently the  slave  of  whatever  whim  Garda 
chose  to  express,  rose  to  obey.  “ But  do 
not  in  the  least  imagine  that  Ernesto  needs 
cheering,”  he  explained,  still  posing  a lit- 
tle as  he  stood  before  them  with  his  guitar. 
“ He  entertains  himself  perfectly,  always. 
He  is  never  lonely.  He  has  only  to  think 
of  his  ancestors,  and  as  they  are  numer- 
ous, and  he  considers  them  his  equals,  he 
is  immediately  surrounded  by  a large 
company.  Ernesto  is,  in  fact,  a very  good 
ancestor  himself  already ; he’s  very  ances- 
tral. As  to  his  shivering,  that  shows 
how  little  you  know  him.  He  is  a verita- 
ble volcano,  that  silent  one  I Still,  I obey 
your  bidding,  and  go.” 

“What  do  you  think  of  him  ?”  said 
Garda,  as  he  crossed  the  room  toward  the 
solitary  Ernesto. 

“Mr.  De  Torrez  ?” 

“No;  Mr.  Ruiz?” 

“ I know  him  so  slightly,  I can  not  say 
I have  formed  an  opinion.” 

Gaj'da  looked  at  the  two  young  men  for 
a moment.  Then,  “ They  are  both  boys,” 
she  said,  dismissing  them  with  a little 
wave  of  her  hand. 

“ But  Mr.  Winthrop  is  not  a boy,”  she 
went  on,  her  eyes  returning  to  the  North- 
ern lady’s  face.  “How  old  is  Mr.  Win- 
throp ?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“ Isn’t  he  your  cousin  ?” 

“ Mr.  Winthrop  is  the  nephew  of  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  who  is  only  my  aunt  by  mar- 
riage.” 

“But  if  you  have  always  known  him 
you  must  know  how  old  he  is.” 

“I  have  not  always  known  him.  I 
suppose  he  is  thirty-f<tur  or  five.” 

“That  is  just  what  he  said,”  remarked 
Garda,  refiectively. 
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“That  I was  thirty-four  or  five  ?” 

“No;  but  he  began  in  the  same  way. 
He  said  that  he  did  not  know ; that  you 
were  not  his  cousin;  that  you  were  the 
niece  of  Mr.  Rutherford ; that  he  supposed 
you  to  be  about  twenty-seven  or  eight.” 

“I  am  twenty-six,” said  Margaret. 

“And  he  is  thirty-five,”  added  Garda. 

“ I suppose  they  both  seem  great  ages 
to  you,”  observed  Margaret,  smiling. 

“It’s  of  very  little  consequence  in  a 
man,  his  age,”  replied  the  young  girl. 
“ I confess  that  I thought  you  older  than 
twenty-six ; but  it’s  not  because  you  look 
old,  it’s  because  you  look  as  if  you  did  not 
care  whether  people  thought  you  old  or 
not,  as  if  you  were  indifferent  about  it, 
and  generally  it’s  only  women  who  are 
really  old,  you  know,  over  thirty,  like 
mamma  and  Mrs.  Carew,  who  have  that 
expression.  Don’t  you  think  so  ? And  I 
fancy  you  don’t  care  much  about  dress,  ei- 
ther,” she  went  on.  “Everything  you 
wear  is  very  delicate  and  beautiful,  ^ill, 
I don’t  believe  you  really  care  about  it. 
Yet  you  would  carry  it  off  well,  any 
amount  of  it,  you  are  so  tall.” 

“ I think  you  are  as  tall  as  I am,”  said 
Margaret,  amused  by  these  unconvention- 
al utterances. 

“Come  and  see,”  replied  Garda,  sud- 
denly. She  took  Mar^ret’s  hand  and 
rose.  • 

“What  is  it  wo  are  to  do  ?”  inquired 
Margaret,  obeying  the  motion  without 
comprehending  its  object. 

“ Come,”  repeated  Garda. 

They  passed  into  the  back  drawing- 
room, and  Garda  led  the  way  toward  a 
large  mirror. 

“But  we  do  not  wish  to  survey  our- 
selves in  the  presence  of  all  this  company,” 
said  Margaret,  pausing. 

“ Yes,  we  do.  They  will  not  notice  us, 
they  are  talking;  it’s  about  our  height, 
you  know,”  answered  the  girl.  She  held 
Margarets  hand  tightly,  and  drew  her  on- 
ward until  they  both  stood  together  before 
the  long  glass. 

Two  images  gazed  back  at  them.  One 
was  that  of  a young  girl  with  bright 
brown  hair  curling  low  down  over  won- 
derful dark  eyes.  A white  rose  was 
placed,  in  the  Spanish  fashion,  on  one  side 
above  the  little  ear.  This  image  in  the 
mirror  had  a soft  warm  color  in  its  cheeks, 
and  a deeper  one  stilkon  its  slightly  part- 
ed lips,  which  were  very  lovely  in  out- 
line, with  short,  full,  upward  - arching 
VoL.  LXX.~No.  418.-41 


curves  and  a little  downward  droop  at  the 
corners.  The  rich  beauty  of  this  face,  and, 
indeed,  of  the  whole  figure,  was  held  some- 
what apart  from  indiscriminate  appropri- 
ation by  all  gazers’  eyes  by  the  expression 
of  indifference  which  accompanied  it.  It 
was  not  the  indifference  of  experience; 
there  was  no  weariness  in  it,  no  know- 
ledge of  life;  it  was  the  fresh  indifference 
rather  of  inexperience,  like  the  indiffer- 
ence of  a child.  Yet  it  seemed,  too,  as  if 
it  would  always  be  there,  as  if  that  face 
would  never  grow  eager  or  anxious,  no 
matter  how  much  expansion  of  knowledge 
the  years  might  bring  to  it;  but  though 
very  possibly  demanding  more  of  life  in 
every  way  as  it  passed,  \rould  yet  always 
remain  serenely  careless  and  unconcerned. 

The  mirrmr  gave  back,  also^  the  second 
image.  It  was  that  of  a woman  older — 
older  by  the  difference  that  lies  between 
sixteen  years  and  twenty-six.  This  sec- 
ond image  was  tall  and  slender.  It  had 
hair  of  the  darkest  brown  which  is  not 
black— hair  straight  and  fine,  its  soft  abun- 
dance making  little  display.  This  hair 
was  arranged  with  great  simplicity,  too 
great,  perhaps,  for,  brushed  smoothly  back 
and  closely  coiled  behind,  it  had  an  air  of 
almost  severe  plainness — a plainness,  how- 
ever, which  the  perfect  oval  of  the  face, 
and  the  beautiful  forehead,  full  and  low, 
marked  by  the  slender  line  of  the  dark 
eyebrows,  with  the  additional  contrast  of 
the  long  dark  eyelaslies  beneath,  could 
bear.  The  features  were  regular,  delicate. 
The  complexion  a clear  white,  of  the 
finest,  purest  grain  imaginable;  the  sort 
of  texture  which  gives  the  idea  that  the 
bright  color  will  come  and  go  through  its 
fairness.  This  expectation  was  not  ful- 
filled; the  same  controlled  calm  seemed 
to  hold  sway  there  which  one  perceived 
in  the  blue  eyes  and  round  the  mouth. 

As  Winthrop  had  said,  Margaret  Harold 
was  considered  handsome.  By  that  was 
meant  that  she  was  in  possession  of  a gen- 
eral acknowledgment  that  the  shape  and 
poise  of  her  head  were  fine,  that  her  fea- 
tures were  well  cut,  that  her  tall,  slender 
form  was  charmingly  proportioned,  her 
movements  graceful.  Winthrop  himself 
would  have  said  (but  only  to  one  or  two 
persons)  that  he  did  not  admire  her;  she 
was  too  cold  and  formal,  too  restricted. 
It  was  true  that  in  one  thing  she  was  not 
restricted,  namely,  her  good  opinion  of 
herself. 

She  had  undoubtedly  a quiet,  reserved 
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sort  of  beauty.  But  other  women  were 
not  made  jealous  by  any  especial  interest 
in  her,  by  discussions  concerning  her,  by 
frequent  inti’oduction  of  her  name.  She 
was  thought  cool,  unsympathetic;  but  as 
she  never  said  the  clever,  cutting  things 
that  unsympathetic  women  sometimes 
know  how  to  say  so  admirably,  she  was 
not  thought  entertaining  as  well— as  they 
often  are.  Opinion  varied  as  to  whether 
she  could  say  these  things,  but  would  not, 
or  whether  it  was  the  contrary,  that  she 
would  have  said  them  if  she  had  been 
able,  but  simply  could  not,  having  no  en- 
dowment of  that  kind  of  wit.  One  thing 
alone  was  certain,  namely,  that  she  con- 
tinued to  not  say  them. 

Her  dress,  as  seen  in  the  mirror,  had 
much  simplicity  of  aspect.  But  this  was 
owing  to  the  way  she  wore  it,  and  the  way 
in  which  it  was  made,  rather  than  to  the 
materials,  which  were  ample  and  rich. 
The  soft  silk,  gray  in  hue,  lay  in  folds 
over  the  carpet  which  Garda's  scanty  skirt 
barely  touched;  it  followed  the  lines  of 
the  slender  figure  closely,  while  Garda's 
old  muslin,  which  had  been  many  times 
washed,  was  clumsy  and  ill-fitting.  The 
gray  robe  came  up  smoothly  round  the 
throat,  where  it  was  finished  by  a little 
ruff  of  precious  old  lace,  while  the  poor 
Florida  gown,  its  fashion  a reminiscence 
of  Mrs.  Thorne's  youth,  ended  at  that  awk- 
ward angle  which  is  neither  high  nor 
low. 

But  all  this  made  no  difference  as  re- 
garded the  beauty  of  Garda.  Of  most 
young  girls  it  can  be  said  that  richness  of 
attire  spoils  them,  takes  from  their  youth- 
fulness its  chief  charm.  But  of  Garda 
Thorne  it  could  easily  be  believed  that  no 
matter  in  what  she  might  be  clad,  poor 
garb,  as  at  present,  or  the  most  sumptu- 
ous, she  herself  would  so  far  outshine 
whichever  it  happened  to  be,  that  it  would 
scarcely  be  observed. 

“You  are  the  taller,”  said  Garda.  “I 
knew  itl”  The  outline  of  the  head  with 
the  smooth  dark  hair  was  clearly  above 
that  crowned  by  the  curling  locks. 

“You  are  deceptive,”  said  Margaret. 
“You  look  tall,  yet  I see  now  that  you 
are  not.  Are  there  many  more  such  sur- 
prises about  you  ?” 

‘ ‘ I hope  so,  ” answered  Garda.  * ‘ I love 
surprises.  That  is,  short  ones.  I don't 
like  surprises  when  one  has  to  be  aston- 
ished for  ever  so  long,  and  keep  on  saying 
‘ oh  1’  and  ‘ dear  me  V and  * is  it  possible  1’ 


over  and  over  again.  Everything  long 
is  tiresome;  I found  that  out  some  lime 
ago.” 

Winthrop  had  watched  them  pass  into 
the  second  room.  He  now  left  his  place, 
and  joined  them. 

“We  came  to  see  which  was  the  taller,” 
said  Garda,  as  his  face  appeared  in  the 
mirror  behind  them.  Margaret  moved 
aside ; but  as  Garda  still  held  her  baud,  she 
could  not  move  far.  Winthrop,  however, 
was  not  looking  at  her,  his  eyes  were  upon 
the  reflection  of  the  younger  face;  per- 
ceiving this,  her  own  also  came  back  to  it 

“You  two  always  look  so  solemn,”  said 
Garda,  breaking  into  one  of  her  sweet 
laughs.  “ Standing  between  you,  as  I do 
in  the  glass,  I appear  like  Folly  itself. 
There  was  an  old  song  of  Miss  Pamela's: 

* Reason  and  Folly  and  Beauty,  they  say, 
Went  on  a party  of  pleasure  one  day.* 

Here  they  are  in  the  glass,  all  three  of 
them.  Mrs.  Harold  is  Beauty.” 

“I  suppose  that  means  that  I am 
that  dull  thing  Reason,”  said  Winthrop. 
“ Didn't  he  fare  rather  badly  in  the  song  ? 
He  generally  does  in  real  life,  I know, 
poor  old  fellow  I” 

Garda  had  now  released  Mrs.  Harold's 
hand,  and  that  lady  turned  away.  She 
found  herself  opposite  an  interesting  col- 
lection of  Florida  paroquets,  perched  upon 
a bough  fastened  to  the  wall.  She  de- 
voted her  attention  to  ornithology  for  a 
while,  the  birds,  in  their  various  attitudes, 
returning  her  gaze  with  the  candid  eyes 
contributed  by  the  taxidermist. 

Dr.  Reginald  now  came  in  search  of 
her,  to  conduct  her  to  the  whist  table. 
Porapey  had  arranged  these  tables  with 
careful  precision  upon  the  exact  figures 
of  the  old  carpet  which  his  mistress  had 
pointed  out  beforehand.  But  though  Pom- 
pey  had  thus  arranged  the  tables,  the  play- 
ers were  not  arranged  as  Garda  had  pre- 
dicted. Mrs.  Rutherford,  Dr.  Kirby,  Mrs. 
Thome,  and  the  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  form- 
ed one  greup.  At  the  other  table  were 
Mrs.  Harold,  Manuel  Ruiz,  and  Mrs,  Carew, 
with  a dummy.  Evert  Winthrop  did  not 
play. 

This  left  him  with  Garda.  But  De  Tor- 
rez was  also  left.  The  three  walked  up 
and  down  in  the  broad  hall  for  a while, 
and  then  went  out  on  the  piazza.  Here 
there  was  a hammock,  toward  which  Gar- 
da declared  herself  irresistibly  attracted. 
She  arranged  it  as  a swing,  and  seated  ber- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


SEVEN  GOLD  REEDS. 


631 


self.  Winthrop  found  a camp  chair,  and 
placed  it  near  her  as  she  slowly  swayed 
in  her  hanging  seat  to  and  fro.  De  Tor- 
rez remained  standing — according  to  his 
method.  He  stood  with  folded  arras  in 
the  shadow,  close  to  the  side  of  the  house, 
but  without  touching  it.  He  stood  there 
one  hour.  It  is  possible  that  he  found  the 
occupation  somewhat  tedious,  unless,  in- 
deed, the  picture  of  Garda  in  the  moon- 
light was  sufficient  for  his  entertainment. 
Certainly  there  was  very  little  else  to  en- 
tertain him.  Garda  and  Winthrop  talk- 
ed English  during  the  entire  hour. 

“Ernesto,”  said  Manuel,  on  their  way 
home,  giving  a rapier-like  thrust  in  the 
air  with  his  cane,  “that  Northerner,  Win- 
tup,  is  simply  unendurable.” 

“ He  is  a matter  of  indifference  to  me,” 
replied  De  Torrez. 


“What,  when  he  keeps  you  out  there 
on  the  piazza  for  two  hours  in  perfect  si- 
lence ? I listened,  and  you  never  spoke 
one  word.  He  talked  to  Garda  himself  all 
the  time.” 

“TTiaf — I suffered,”  said  De  Torrez,  with 
dignity. 

“Suffered?  I should  think  you  did  I 
Are  you  going  to  ‘suffer’  him  to  buy  East 
Angels  too  ?” 

‘ ‘ He  may  buy  what  he  pleases.  He  can 
not  make  himself  a Spaniard.” 

“The  mother,  you  remember,  is  a North- 
erner,” said  Manuel ; “ that  makes  a great 
difference.” 

“I  remember  perfectly,”  replied  the 
Cuban.  “ The  sefiorita  will  always  do — ” 

“ What  her  mother  wishes  ?” 

“What  she  pleases,” answered  De  Tor- 
rez, serenely. 


SEVEN  GOLD  REEDS. 

SEVEN  gold  reeds  grew  tall  and  slim, 

Close  by  the  river’s  beaded  brim. 

Syrinx,  the  naYad.  flitted  past; 

Pan,  the  goat-hoofed,  followed  fast. 

Oh,  such  a race  was  joy  to  see, 

Swift  as  the  flight  of  bird  or  bee. 

As  lightly  beat  the  girl’s  white  feet 
They  made  strange  music  low  and  sweet; 

So  heavily  trod  the  lusty  Pan 
His  hoofs  clashed  loudly  as  he  ran. 

He  spread  his  arms  to  clasp  her  there 
(Just  as  she  vanished  into  air), 

And  to  his  bosom,  warm  and  rough, 

Drew  the  gold  reeds  close  enough. 

Then  the  wind’s  low  voice  began 
To  hum  in  the  funy  ears  of  Pan. 

Out  of  green  bark  he  made  a tether, 

And  bound  seven  joints  of  the  reeds  together. 

And  blew  a tune  so  sweet  and  clear 
That  all  the  wild  things  came  to  hear. 

♦ ♦ * * * 

So,  to  this  day,  the  poet’s  fire 
Springs  out  of  his  unslakecj  desire. 

When  Love  on  winged  feet  has  fled, 

And  seven  gold  reeds  are  clasped  instead! 
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SOME  thirty-sLx  years  ago,  by  a prema- 
ture explosion  of  gunpowder,  an  iron 
bar  three  and  a half  feet  long,  one  and  a 
quarter  inches  in  diameter,  and  weighing 
thirteen  and  a quarter  pounds,  was  shot 
completely  through  a man’s  head  and  per- 
forated his  brain.  This  man  walked  up  a 
flight  of  stairs  after  the  accident,  and  gave 
his  account  of  how  it  happened.  Al- 
though his  life  was  despaired  of  for  some 
time,  he  developed  no  paralysis,  nor  did 
marked  impairment  of  his  intellectual  fac- 
ulties follow  convalescence.  Eventually 
he  recovered  his  health.  Twelve  years 
elapsed  before  his  death,  during  which 
time  he  worked  as  a laborer  on  a farm. 

The  “American  crowbar  case”  at  once 
became  famous.  It  startled  the  minds  of 
the  reading  public,  and  confounded  the 
medical  fraternity.  No  satisfactory  ex- 
planation of  the  remarkable  features  of 
the  case  could  be  given.  Some  promi- 
nent medical  men  pronounced  it  “an 
American  invention,”  and  laughed  at  the 
possibility  of  such  an  occurrence.  The 
skull  was  exhumed,  however,  after  death, 
and  is  to-day  in  the  medical  museum  of 
Harvard  University. 

This  case  may  be  said  to  have  been  the 
starting-point  of  a new  epoch  in  medical 
science.  It  rendered  untenable  all  pre- 
vious hypotheses  that  had  been  advanced 
regarding  the  organ  of  the  mind.  It 
proved  conclusively  that  little,  if  any- 
thing, was  known  at  that  time  respecting 
the  architecture  of  the  hrain  of  man,  and 
the  functions  of  its  component  imrts. 

Since  then  a large  number  of  observers 
have  published  the  results  of  various  forms 
of  experiments  upon  animals,  made  with 
a view  of  determining  the  physiology  of 
the  brain ; but  for  some  years  the  conclu- 
sions drawn  from  such  investigations  were 
contradictory,  and  nothing  was  definitely 
established.  We  now  are  aware  that  seri- 
ous defects  existed  in  the  early  metliods  of 
research.  By  great  ingenuity  these  have 
been  gradually  eliminated.  We  owe,  how- 
ever, to  the  discoveries  of  Tiirck,  Fritsch 
and  Hitsig,  Waller,  Flechsig,  and  Gud- 
den  most  of  our  knowledge  of  new  meth- 
ods of  research  which  have  simplified  the 
study  of  the  nervous  system  during  life 
and  after  death.  These  have  settled  many 
points  in  dispute.  Tliey  have  also  made 
our  knowledge  more  accurate,  and  in  ac- 
cord with  clinical  observations. 


The  last  decade  has  enabled  us  to  bring 
most  of  the  results  obtained  by  vivisection 
into  perfect  harmony  w'ith  pathological 
data.  Those  who  have  claimed  that  con- 
clusions drawn  fix)m  experiments  upon 
animals  are  not  applicable  to  man  are  to- 
day confronted  with  unanswerable  facts  to 
the  contrary.  Nature,  through  the  agen- 
cy of  disease  processes,  is  constantly  per- 
forming experiments  upon  human  brains, 
and  the  symptoms  so  produced  may  be  re- 
corded during  life,  and  compared  with  the 
changes  found  in  the  brain  after  death. 
Physiology  and  pathology  have  thus  add- 
ed much  to  our  knowledge  in  this  field. 

To-day  the  “crowbar  case”  is  no  longer 
a mystery  to  specialists  i n neurology.  Bul- 
lets have  been  shot  through  the  brain 
since  then  without  loss  of  motion,  sensa- 
tion, or  intellect;  and  in  some  cases  they 
have  been  known  to  remain  buried  in  the 
brain  substance  for  months  without  ap- 
parent ill  effects.  Three  years  ago  a 
breech-pin  of  a gun,  four  and  three-quar- 
ter inches  long,  was  forced  into  the  brain 
of  a boy  nineteen  years  old,  through  the 
orbit,  and  its  presence  was  not  suspected 
for  some  five  months.  It  was  discovered 
during  a surgical  attempt  to  repair  the 
facial  deformity  that  resulted  from  the  ac- 
cident. Death  followed  the  removal  of 
the  foreign  body  from  the  brain,  in  conse- 
quence of  inflammation,  created  apparent- 
ly by  its  extraction.  This  case  is  quite  as 
remarkable  as  the  crowbar  case,  but  it  ex- 
cited less  interest  in  neurological  circles 
because  we  are  in  possession  of  new  facts. 

We  know  to-day  that  if  even  a needle 
be  thrust  into  one  region  of  the  brain  (the 
medulla  oblon gata.  Fig.  1),  immediate  death 
may  follow,  while  a crowbar  may  traverse 
another  portion  of  the  organ  and  recovery 
be  possible.  The  effects  of  injury  to  the 
brain  depend  rather  upon  its  situation 
than  its  severity. 

In  the  light  of  our  present  knowledge 
the  brain  must  be  regarded  as  a composite 
organ,  whose  parts  have  each  some  spe- 
cial function,  and  are  to  a certain  extent 
independent  of  each  otlier.  One  limited 
part  is  essential  to  vital  processes;  hence 
its  destruction  causes  death.  Another 
part  presides  over  the  various  movements 
of  the  body ; hence  paralysis  of  motion  is 
the  result  of  destruction  of  any  portion 
of  this  area.  A third  part  enables  us  to 
appreciate  touch,  temperature,  and  pain; 
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and  some  disturbance  of  these  functions 
will  be  apparent  when  this  region  is  in- 
jured or  diseased.  A fourth  region  pre- 
sides over  sight;  blindness  may  follow 
disease  or  destruction  of  this  area,  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  the  eyes  escape.  In  the 
same  way  smell  and  hearing  are  govern- 
ed by  distinct  portions  of  the  brain,  and 
also  the  sense  of  taste.  When  a com- 
bined action  of  different  parts  is  demand- 
ed— as  in  the  exercise  of  the  reason,  judg- 
ment, will,  etc. — ^the  knowledge  gained  by 
means  of  the  special  senses  can  be  con- 
trasted and  become  food  for  thought. 

The  skilled  neurologist  can  often  tell 
to-day,  by  the  symptoms  exhibited  during 
life,  the  situation  and  extent  of  disease 
processes  that  are  interfering  with  the  ac- 
tion of  certain  parts  of  the  brain.  So  pos- 
itive is  the  information  thus  afforded  in 
many  cases  that  surgical  operations  are 
now  performed  for  the  relief  of  the  organ. 
A patient  who  had  lost  the  power  of 
speech  from  an  accumulation  of  pus  with- 
in the  brain  was  lately  cured  by  the  re- 
moval of  a button  of  bone  from  the  skull 
over  the  seat  of  the  pus,  and  its  prompt 
evacuation.  Epileptics  who  suffer  in  con- 
sequence of  brain  irritation  may  some- 
times be  cured  of  their  fits  by  the  me- 
chanical removal  of  the  cause.  Paraly- 
sis can  occasionally  be  cured  by  a remov- 
al of  a clot  of  blood  from  the  surface  of 
the  brain  through  a hole  in  the  skull. 
Only  a few  months  ago  a bullet,  which 
had  been  shot  into  the  head  during  an  at- 
tempt at  suicide,  was  removed  from  the 
skull,  in  one  of  our  hospitals,  by  means  of 
a counter-opening.  The  labors  of  such 
men  as  Meynert,  Charcot,  Nothnagel, 
Ferrier,  Wernicke,  and  others,  have  made 
neurology  a science  that  would  exceed  the 
comprehension  of  its  founders.  Our  abil- 
ity to  localize  disease  within  the  substance 
of  the  spinal  cord  is  even  more  remarka- 
ble than  in  the  case  of  the  brain.  This 
important  organ  can  not,  however,  be  dis- 
cussed here. 

The  theme  of  this  article  is  one  upon 
which  it  is  proper  as  well  as  important 
that  all  should  be  generally  informed. 
When  we  consider  that  it  is  by  means  of 
our  nervous  systems  that  we  move,  feel, 
see,  hear,  smell,  taste,  talk,  and  swallow; 
that  in  our  brains  are  stored  all  the  mem- 
ories of  past  events;  that  we  digest  and 
assimilate  our  food  partly  by  the  aid  of 
nerves;  and  that,  in  fact,  we  perform  ev- 
ery act  of  animal  life  by  the  same  agency. 


the  utility  of  such  information  becomes 
apparent  at  once. 

The  nerves  are  but  telegraphic  wires 
that  put  the  brain  and  spinal  cord  in  di- 
rect communication  with  the  muscles,  the 
skin,  and  the  various  organs  and  tissues. 
The  nervous  centres  are  therefore  to  be 
compared  to  the  main  ofiSces  of  a tele- 
graphic system,  where  messages  are  being 
constantly  received  and  dispatched.  Ev- 
ery message  sent  out  is  more  or  less  di- 
rectly the  result  of  some  message  received. 
So  it  is  with  our  nerve-centres.  We  are 
constantly  in  receipt  of  impressions  of 
sight,  smell,  taste,  hearing,  and  touch. 
These  are  called  afferent  impulses.  As 
the  result  of  the  information  so  gained 
we  are  constantly  sending  out  efferent  or 
motor  impulses  to  the  muscles.  These 
create  movements  of  different  parts  of  the 
body.  Respecting  this  view,  Michael  Fos- 
ter expresses  himself  as  follows:  “ All  day 
long  and  every  day  multitudinous  affer- 
ent impulses  from  eye,  and  ear,  and  skin, 
and  muscle,  and  other  tissues  and  organs, 
ai’e  streaming  into  our  nervous  system; 
and  did  each  afferent  impulse  issue  as  its 
correlative  motor  impulse,  our  life  would 
be  a prolonged  convulsion.  As  it  is,  by 
the  checks  and  counter-checks  of  cerebral 
and  spinal  activities,  all  these  impulses 
are  drilled  and  marshalled  and  kept  in 
hand  in  orderly  array  till  a movefnent  is 
called  for;  and  thus  we  are  able  to  exe- 
cute at  will  the  most  complex  bodily  ma- 
noeuvres, knowing  only  why,  and  uncon- 
scious or  but  dimly  conscious  /lou?,  we  car- 
ry them  out.” 

Sometimes,  however,  the  motor  impulses 
sent  out  by  the  brain  in  response  to  sen- 
sory impressions  take  place  in  spite  of  our 
volition.  Let  us  cite  an  instance  in  the 
way  of  illustratipn : a timid  person  sees, 
perchance,  some  accident  in  which  human 
life  is  possibly  sacrificed,  or  the  sensibili- 
ties are  otherwise  shocked.  His  feelings 
overcome  him,  and  he  faints.  How  are 
we  to  explain  it  ? Let  us  see  what  takes 
place.  The  impression  upon  the  brain 
made  by  the  organ  of  sight  creates  (through 
the  agency  of  special  centres  in  the  organ 
of  the  mind)  an  influence  upon  the  heart 
and  the  blood-vessels  of  the  brain.  This 
results  in  a decrease  in  the  amount  of 
blood  sent  to  the  brain,  and  causes  a loss  of 
consciousness.  In  the  same  way  persons 
become  dizzy  when  looking  at  a water- fall, 
or  from  a height,  through  the  effects  of 
the  organs  of  sight  upon  the  brain. 
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integration ; blood  may  escape  into  the 
brain  substance,  and  plough  up  the  deli- 
cate fibres  that  convey  the  impulses  to 
the  muscles  (the  condition  known  as  “ap- 
oplexy”) ; and  many  other  pathological 
conditions  may  derange  or  destroy  this 
elaborate  system  of  wires  and  batteries. 
Let  me  impress  upon  the  reader  that  pa- 
ralysis of  motion  is  not  a disease,  as  most 
people  suppose.  It  is  but  one  of  the  man- 
ifestations of  disease. 

3.  Some  cells  of  the  cerebral  cortex 
serve  as  receptacles  for  nervous  impres^ 
sions.  Let  us  cite  some  examples.  At 
birth  the  brain  may  be  likened  to  the  sen- 
sitized photographic  plate  before  it  has 
been  exposed  to  the  action  of  the  lenses 
of  the  camera.  Nothing  has  yet  been 
recorded  upon  it.  It  may  subsequently 
be  beautified  or  disfigured  by  the  impres- 
sions that  are  to  be  made  upon  it  from 
without.  At  first  the  child  stares  stupid- 
ly about,  unable  to  appreciate  or  properly 
interpret  the  pictures  that  are  constantly 
being  formed  upon  the  retina  by  light. 
Loud  noises  frighten  it,  and  softer  sounds 
fail  to  attract  its  attention.  It  has  not 
yet  learned  to  determine  the  direction 
from  which  a sound  comes.  The  appi*e- 
ciation  of  distance  has  not  yet  been  ac- 
quired. The  tiny  hands  are  stretched  out 
alike  at  remote  and  near  objects. 

Now  mark  the  change  that  occurs  when 
sufficient  time  has  elapsed  to  allow  the 
brain  cells  to  accumulate  memories  of  past 
events  in  numbers  sufficient  to  admit  of 
comparison  with  each  other,  and  to  form 
the  basis  of  judgment.  The  child  soon  be- 
gins to  recognize  familiar  faces.  It  learns 
to  discriminate  between  the  voice  and  touch 
of  the  mother  or  nurse  and  that  of  a stran- 
ger. When  only  a few  weeks  old  it  begins 
to  estimate  distance,  and  to  make  volun- 
tary efforts  to  grasp  surrounding  objects. 
Gradually  its  brain  learns  the  meaning  of 
articulate  sounds,  and  by  associating  such 
sounds  with  definite  objects  it  acquires  a 
knowledge  of  language.  The  power  of 
speech  is  developed  later  than  the  know- 
ledge of  language,  because  the  complicated 
movements  of  the  tongue,  lips,  and  palate 
are  difficult  to  perform  properly,  and  also 
because  articulation  must  of  necessity  be 
based  upon  a memory  of  the  various  sounds 
employed.  Thus  for  many  months  the 
brain  of  a child  is  simply  receiving  and 
storing  up  in  these  wonderful  receptacles, 
the  brain  cells,  the  impressions  of  the 
external  world  that  reach  it  chiefiy  by 


means  of  the  organs  of  sight,  smell,  hear- 
ing, taste,  and  touch. 

These  facts  become  even  more  mysteri- 
ous than  they  might  at  first  appear  to  the 
reader  when  we  reflect  that  the  eye,  for 
example,  telegraphs  the  outline,  coloring, 
and  other  details  of  every  picture  focussed 
by  its  lenses  upon  the  retina  to  the  cells  in 
the  cortex  of  the  occipital  lobes  of  the  ce- 
rebral hemispheres,  and  that  these  cells 
retain  these  impressions  in  such  a manner 
that  they  can  be  recalled  by  a voluntary 
effort  again  and  again  as  memories  of  what 
we  have  seen.  The  eye  can  thus  go  on 
taking  photographs  of  external  objects  for- 
ever without  fear  of  losing  what  it  so  elab- 
orately duplicates.  We  have  positive  evi- 
dence to  prove  the  accuracy  of  these  state- 
ments. If  the  occipital  lobes  of  animals 
be  destroyed,  the  sense  of  sight  is  lost  im- 
mediately, in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  eyes 
have  not  been  injured  by  the  operation. 
I have  to-day  under  my  care  two  patients 
who  have  been  rendered  totally  blind  in  a 
lateral  half  of  each  eye  by  brain-disease, 
the  other  half  retaining  ite  normal  power 
of  vision.  It  is  equally  well  proven  that 
the  memories  of  our  conscious  percep- 
tions of  odors,  sounds,  taste,  and  touch  are 
stored  within  the  cells  of  different  areas 
of  the  cerebml  cortex,  who.se  limits  are  al- 
ready determined  with  approximate  accu- 
racy. These  memories,  as  we  all  know, 
can  be  recalled  at  will  with  unimpaired 
vividness,  just  as  picture  after  picture  can 
be  struck  off  the  same  negative  when  once 
made  indelible  upon  a glass  plate. 

Professor  Ferrier,  of  London,  has  mapped 
out,  by  means  of  a series  of  experiments 
upon  the  monkey  tribe  (the  nearest  ap- 
proach to  the  type  of  man),  a chart  of  tlie 
brain,  which  shows  the  situation  of  certain 
groups  of  cells  or  “centres”  in  the  cortex 
that  preside  over  particular  functions.  The 
cut  introduced  and  i6  descriptive  text  will 
make  some  of  the  conclusions  of  this  au- 
thor intelligible  to  the  reader. 

Most  of  the  conclusions  of  this  investi- 
gator (excepting  those  relating  to  the  vis- 
ual centres,  in  which  I think  ho  is  in  er- 
ror) have  been  verified  upon  man.  It  may 
interest  the  reader  to  know  how  these 
conclusions  have  been  verified,  since  vivi- 
section upon  the  human  race  is  imprac- 
ticable. 

In  the  first  place,  a careful  study  has 
been  made  of  cases  where  Nature  has  per- 
formed the  experiment  of  destroying  lim- 
ited portions  of  the  cortex  of  man,  and 
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of  the  cells  in  the  cortex  of  these  lobes. 
Hallucinations  of  vision  point  strongly  to- 
ward a disturbance  of  the  function  of 
these  cells.  An  inability  to  recognize  fa- 
miliar objects,  such  as  faces,  letters,  words, 
etc.,  is  one  of  the  prominent  symptoms  of 
disease  of  the  occipital  region,  provided  the 
eyes  are  capable  of  performing  their  nor- 
mal functions.  Colored  perceptions  of  ob- 
jects and  other  ocular  spectra  often  ac- 
company irritation  of  these  lobes.  If  the 
whole  of  the  occipital  lobe  be  not  destroy- 
ed, the  unimpaired  part  may  slowly  ac- 
cumulate new  sight  memories,  and  the 
sense  of  vision  may  thus  be  slowly  regain- 
ed. This  has  been  proven  upon  the  dog 
by  Professor  Munk. 

5.  That  part  of  the  parietal  lobes  which 
is  not  occupied  by  special  centres  of  motion 
is  probably  associated  with  the  conscious 
perceptions  of  various  tactile  impressions, 
and  the  associated  memories  of  touch,  tem- 
perature, degrees  of  pressure,  and  pain. 

6.  The  temporal  lobes  are  the  seat  of 
our  conscious  appreciation  of  sounds, 
odors,  and  taste.  When  these  lobes  are 
diseased,  the  memory  of  spoken  words  may 
be  obliterated,  and  hallucinations  of  hear- 
ing, or  deafness,  may  be  developed.  I once 
encountered  an  interesting  case  where 
hallucinations  of  smell  (imaginary  odors) 
existed  in  consequence  of  disease  involv- 
ing the  apex  of  this  lobe.  Cases  of  persons 
who  were  suddenly  deprived  of  their  abil- 
ity to  appreciate  a question  when  spoken, 
but  wlio  would  reply  promptly  to  the 
same  question  if  written  before  their  eyes, 
have  been  reported.  In  such  the  memo- 
ries of  sound  have  been  obliterated  by  dis- 
ease of  the  temporal  lobe,  but  the  memo- 
ries of  the  form  and  meaning  of  letters 
have  remained  intact,  because  the  occipital 
lobes  vrere  not  involved.  These  patients 
can  often  be  made  to  repeat  mechanically 
word  upon  word,  in  a parrot-like  way,  but 
the  memory  of  their  meaning  has  gone 
forever. 

7.  The  power  of  speech  (when  regard- 
ed as  a merely  mechanical  performance) 
seems  to  be  governed  by  the  inferior  front- 
al convolution  and  the  area  adjacent  to  it 
around  the  lower  part  of  the  fissure  of 
Sylvius.  But  it  must  be  remembered  that 
our  remarks  are  usuallj’^  called  forth  by 
some  form  of  excitation,  such  as  a spok- 
en question,  an  impression  upon  the  eye, 
or  some  form  of  irritation  of  the  sensory 
nerves,  as  in  the  case  of  pain,  tickling,  etc., 
for  example.  Disease  of  this  limit^  area 


of  the  brain  surface  causes  patients  to  fre- 
quently interpolate  wrong  words  in  con- 
versation, in  spite  of  the  fact  that  they 
grasp  the  meaning  of  all  that  transpires 
about  them,  and  have  the  memories  of 
past  events  perfectly  at  their  command. 
Such  a subject  could  write  a reply  to  any 
spoken  or  written  question  with  perfect 
accuracy,  although  he  might  speak  it  in- 
correctly. If  he  were  asked  to  repeat 
words  selected  as  a test  of  co-ordinate 
movements  of  the  tongue  and  lips,  he 
would  probably  fail  to  do  so  with  his  ac- 
customed facility. 

8.  That  we  are  endowed  with  memories 
of  muscular  movements  is  well  illustrated 
by  a case  observed  by  Professor  Charcot, 
of  a gentleman  who  was  rendered  incapa- 
ble, by  disease  of  his  brain,  of  recognizing 
either  printed  or  written  language,  but 
who  could  grasp  the  meaning  of  both 
with  ease  by  tracing  out  the  curves  with 
his  fingers.  The  habit  of  writing  had  im- 
pressed the  mind  with  the  symbols  of 
thought,  through  the  agency  of  the  mus- 
cles. 

9.  Some  collections  of  cells  within  the 
deeper  parts  of  the  brain  (the  corpus  stria- 
tum and  optic  thalamus  of  each  cerebral 
hemisphere)  are  probably  distributing 
centres  for  all  impulses  that  pass  either 
to  or  from  the  cerebral  cortex.  They  act 
as  middle-men,  as  it  were.  They  are  ca- 
pable, as  illustrated  in  the  case  of  the  mu- 
tilated frog  previously  referred  to,  of  an 
automatic  control  over  movements;  but, 
as  far  as  w'e  know,  there  is  no  reason  to 
think  that  they  are  associated  in  any  way 
with  the  attribute  of  consciousness. 

10.  The  functions  of  the  cerebellum, 
the  pons  Varolii,  and  the  medulla  oblon- 
gata (see  Fig.  1)  are  too  complex  to  be  dis- 
cussed here.  Their  cells  are  called  into 
action  in  a reflex  manner,  rather  than  by 
volition.  There  is  I'easoii  to  believe  that 
the  cerebellum  is  an  “informing  depot” 
for  the  cerebrum,  and  a “store  house  for 
nerve  force.”  The  medulla  oblongata  pre- 
sides over  acts  that  are  chiefly  outside  of 
the  domain  of  the  will,  such  as  the  beat- 
ing of  the  heart,  the  worm-like  movement 
of  the  intestine,  the  regulation  of  the  cali- 
bre of  the  blood-vessels  to  the  wants  of 
the  different  organs,  the  modifications  of 
blood-pressure,  and  other  functions  that 
are  essentially  vital. 

We  now  come  to  the  second  anatomic- 
al element  of  nervous  tissues— the  nerve 
fibres.  If  wo  pull  a brain  apart  so  as  to 
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expose  its  central  portions,  we  shall  be 
able  to  see  that  distinct  bundles  of  ex- 
tremely delicate  white  threads  compose 
each  “crus  cerebri,”  or  the  legs  of  the 
brain  (Fig.  1),  and  that  the  thousand  fila- 
ments which  form  each  bundle  diverge 
within  the  hemisphere  and  pass  to  its  sur- 
face. There  each  of  these  threads  becomes 
united  to  a cell  of  the  cortex.  These  are 
the  nerve  fibres.  Each  of  these  threads  is 
insulated  by  a protective  covering  so  as 
to  prevent  the  diffusion  of  its  currents  to 
other  fibres.  The  white  substance  of  the 
brain  is  composed  exclusively  of  fibres. 

Of  those  that  constitute  the  central 
portion  of  the  cerebrum,  one  set  serves 
to  connect  the  cells  of  different  areas  of 
the  cortex  (the  associating  fibres'"). 
These  do  not  cross  the  mesial  line  of  the 
skull.  They  allow  of  comparison  of  dif- 
ferent memories,  etc.,  and  are  probably 
essential  to  the  higher  mental  faculties. 
The  ai*eas  of  sight,  hearing,  smell,  motion, 
general  sensibility,  and  taste  of  each  cere- 
bral hemisphere  are  thus  brought  into 
communication  with  each  other. 

A second  set  serves  to  join  the  cortical 
cells  of  homologous  parts  of  the  two  hem- 
ispheres of  the  cerebrum.  They  are  evi- 
dently designed  to  promote  a simultane- 
ous action  of  the  two  hemispheres  upon 
corresponding  parts  of  the  body,  as  illus- 
trated in  rowing  a boat  with  two  hands, 
swimming,  etc.  These  are  called  “com- 
missural  fibres."" 

A third  set  comprises  those  fibres  that 
pass  from  each  hemisphere  into  the  spinal 
cord.  These  are  known  as  the  ^'peduncu- 
lar fibres""  because  they  help  to  form  the 
stem  of  the  brain,  or  the  crus  cerebri  (see 
Fig.  1). 

A fourth  set  may  be  said  to  comprise 
those  fibres  that  are  associated  directly 
with  the  organs  of  special  sense,  the  nose, 
eye,  ear,  tongue,  and  skin. 

Finally,  a fifth  set,  known  as  the  fornix, 
serves  to  connect  the  cortical  cells  of  the 
temporal  lobe  of  each  cerebral  hemisphere 
with  a mass  of  cells  buried  deeply  within 
the  corresponding  hemisphere,  known  as 
the  optic  thalamus  (shown  in  Fig.  1).  The 
function  of  these  peculiarly  arranged  fibres 
is  not  yet  determined  with  positiveness. 

We  have  already  discussed  the  r6le 
which  the  nerve  fibres  play  in  connection 
with  the  brain  cells.  They  are  the  chan- 
nels of  transmission  of  nerve  impulses. 
Some  carry  impressions  of  a sensory  char- 
acter; hence  their  currents  travel  from 


peripheral  parts  to  the  cells  of  the  brain. 
Others  convey  motor  impulses  from  the 
brain  cells  to  the  muscles. 

We  have  been  able  to  trace  the  course 
and  terminations  of  the  separate  bundles 
with  exactness  by  means  of  methods  lately 
discovered.  Nature,  under  certain  condi- 
tions, makes  the  dissections  during  life, 
and  we,  after  death,  can  study  out  the  de- 
tails of  her  work.  In  this  way  we  have 
learned  facts  that  no  human  dissection 
could  have  determined.  The  discovery 
of  Turck  that  nerve  fibres  degenerated 
throughout  their  entire  length  when  sev- 
ered from  the  nerve  cells  enables  us  to 
investigate  the  results  that  follow  destruc- 
tion of  limited  areas  of  the  cortex  of  man 
by  disease  or  mechanical  injury.  Wh,en 
sections  across  such  a brain  are  made  and 
examined  under  a glass  (proper  staining  re- 
agents being  employed),  the  area  of  the  de- 
generated fibres  becomes  as  clearly  depict- 
ed from  that  of  healthy  brain*  fibres  as 
would  an  ink  spot  upon  a table-cloth.  An 
examination  of  continuous  sections  en- 
ables us  to  trace  the  course  of  the  fibres 
that  were  originally  connected  with  the 
cells  of  the  diseased  area  to  their  peripher- 
al connections.  Some  years  after  Tiirck’s 
original  paper,  Flechsig  opened  another 
field  of  investigation.  He  showed  that 
during  the  development  of  the  embryo 
certain  bundles  of  nerve  fibres  in  the  brain 
and  spinal  cord  became  completely  form- 
ed before  others.  By  sections  of  embry- 
otic  brains  he  and  his  followers  have  been 
able  to  confirm  many  of  the  facts  made 
known  to  us  by  Tiirck’s  method.  Final- 
ly, Gudden  has  lately  proven  that  extirpa- 
tion of  the  eye  and  some  other  organs,  as 
well  as  division  of  some  nerve  tracts,  in 
the  newly  born  animal,  is  followed  by  a 
proximal  degeneration  of  the  fibres  con- 
nected with  the  organs  affected. 

Let  me  remark  here  that  every  nerve 
impulse  sent  to  the  brain  does  not  travel 
along  a continuous  wire  to  reach  the  cell 
of  the  cortex  that  is  capable  of  receiving 
it,  and  the  same  holds  true  of  all  motor 
impulses  dispatched  from  the  brain  to  the 
muscles.  All  impulses  are  passed  from  cell 
to  cell  by  means  of  connecting  fibres.  In 
this  way  they  eventually  reach  the  cerebral 
cortex,  just  as  water  buckets  are  passed  up 
a ladder  in  case  of  fire,  to  use  an  illustration 
borrowed  on  account  of  its  aptness.  The 
object  of  this  arrangement  is  to  allow  of 
an  independent  action  of  certain  collec- 
tions of  cells  (that  are  subservient  to  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


THE  BRAIN  OP  MAN,  ITS  ARCHITECTURE  AND  REQUIREMENTS.  641 


cortical  cells  of  the  cerebrum),  in  case  the 
required  response  does  not  necessitate  vo- 
lition or  consciousness.  Many  of  the  vi- 
tal processes  (such  as  the  beating  of  the 
heart)  are  governed  by  what  is  known  as 
“ reflex  action.”  We  can  not  check  them 
by  the  will,  and,  as  a rule,  we  are  uncon- 
scious that  they  are  constantly  going  on. 

There  are  a few  practical  remarks  that 
might  be  made  to  the  reader  with  benefit 
in  the  light  of  what  has  been  already  stated 
concerning  the  organ  of  the  mind. 

1.  This  wonderful  organ,  although  deli- 
cately constructed,  will  bear  abuse  only 
for  a longer  or  shorter  period.  Eventual- 
ly, when  overtaxed,  it  will  break  down 
beyond  recovery.  Mental  efforts  should 
not  be  too  long  concentrated  upon  any 
special  line  of  thought  during  each  day, 
because  it  calls  into  play  one  group  of 
brain  cells  to  the  neglect  of  others.  It  is 
the  habit  of  some  of  our  greatest  scholars 
to  seek  recreation  and  rest  of  the  mind  by 
changing  to  some  form  of  mental  exercise 
out  of  their  regular  line,  such  as  an  hour 
of  mathematics,  the  translation  of  a chap- 
ter in  the  Greek  Testament,  etc.  A horse 
will  travel  over  a rolling  country  longer 
than  over  a plain,  because  different  sets 
of  muscles  are  employed  in  going  up  and 
down  hills. 

2.  Sleep  is  essential  to  health  of  the 
brain,  as  well  as  of  the  body.  Normal 
sleep  should  not  be  disturbed  by  dreams, 
and  should  afford  a sense  of  fitness  for 
the  day’s  work.  In  these  days  business 
anxieties,  that  have  deprived  many  a man 
of  sleep  for  months,  are  too  often  the  ex- 
citing cause  of  an  attack  of  paralysis,  or 
of  some  incurable  disease  of  the  brain.  I 
regard  anxiety  as  perhaps  the  most  pro- 
lific cause  of  brain  troubles  in  our  large 
cities.  Eight  hours  of  healthy  sleep  each 
night  will  do  more  to  guard  against  nerv- 
ous derangements  than  medicines  will  to 
relieve  them. 

3.  There  is  a close  relationship  between 
the  thoracic  and  abdominal  viscera  and 
the  nerve  centres.  Daily  physical  exer- 
cise, care  in  respect  to  diet,  and  good 
hygienic  surroundings  conduce  toward 
health  of  mind  as  well  as  of  the  body. 
Nothing  is  more  common  than  to  see  a 
well-formed  head  (with  every  indication 
of  mental  acumen)  poised  upon  a puny  or 
bent  frame,  with  small  muscles,  a con- 
tracted chest,  and  a complexion  that  indi- 
cates a disordered  state  of  the  visceral  func- 
tions. I have  patients  say  to  me  con- 


stantly, “It  is  useless  to  talk  about  two 
hours  of  exercise  and  recreation  each  day, 
as  my  business  will  not  admit  of  it.”  To 
such  I would  say  here,  “Remember  that 
the  time  may  come  when  your  health  will 
not  admit  of  business.” 

4.  I would  urge  upon  my  readers  the 
importance  of  sunlight  in  their  oflBces, 
and  of  pure  air.  Who  can  expect  to  have 
a healthy  brain  or  body  when  the  blood 
that  feeds  both  is  daily  poisoned  by  car- 
bonic acid  gas  and  foul  vapors  in  the  air 
they  breathe  for  eight  or  ten  hours  a day, 
and  when  sunlight  never  enters  the  win- 
dows of  their  counting-rooms  or  offices? 
Do  the  heads  of  large  houses  count  the 
sacrifice  of  health  that  they  impose  upon 
their  clerks  when  they  oblige  them  to 
write  all  day  in  close  rooms  by  gas-light, 
day  after  day  and  year  after  year  ? Some 
of  the  illuminating  gases  consumed  in  our 
own  city  produce,  during  the  process  of 
consumption,  products  that  are  extremely 
detrimental  to  health.  The  eyes  also  are 
liable  to  be  seriously  injured  by  the  flick- 
er of  the  light,  and  the  brain  may  be  indi- 
rectly affected  by  the  eye  trouble. 

5.  The  abuse  of  stimulants,  in  the  form 
of  alcohol,  tobacco,  tea,  and  coffee,  is  a 
prominent  factor  in  producing  many  of 
the  nervous  diseases  that  are  so  frequent 
in  large  cities.  Some  men  can  smoke  con- 
stantly without  bad  results,  while  oth- 
ers can  not  use  the  weed  at  all  without 
feeling  ill  effects.  Alcohol  tends  to  slow- 
ly produce  a brittle  condition  of  the  arte- 
ries, especially  when  taken  between  meals 
or  in  excess.  The  arteries  of  the  brain 
are  thus  rendered  liable  to  rupture,  and 
the  blood  that  escapes  may  terminate  life 
instantly,  or  in  milder  cases  render  the  sub- 
ject a paralytic, and  possibly  destroy  his  in- 
tellectual faculties.  An  out-of-door  life  un- 
questionably tends  to  counteract,  to  some 
extent,  these  deleterious  results,  but  it  is 
far  better  to  shun  a danger  than  to  court 
it.  I do  not  take  tlie  stand  that  total  ab- 
stinence is  essential  to  health,  but  I would 
caution  my  readers  against  habits  of  ex- 
cess in  stimulants  that  are  to-day  very 
common  and  deplorable. 

6.  The  habitual  use  of  drugs  should  be 
avoided.  Our  insane  asylums  draw  many 
of  their  inmates  from  devotees  to  the  opi- 
um and  chloral  habit.  When  the  system 
demands  medicinal  agents,  advise  with 
your  physician,  and  rely  upon  his  judg- 
ment respecting  the  drugs  employed  and 
the  frequency  of  the  dose. 
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The  chief  told  the  story.  He  said  it 
was  true;  and  whatever  else  might  be 
said  of  him,  no  one  had  ever  accused  him 
of  telling  a falsehood  willfully  in  his  life. 
A rigid  disciplinarian,  and  something  of  a 
martinet  in  the  service  of  the  great  trad- 
ing company  at  whose  head  he  stood  in 
America,  in  his  own  house  he  was  sim- 
ply the  perfect  host,  the  most  courteous 
and  the  most  hospitable  of  men.  When 
his  subordinate  officers  came  from  the  in- 
terior to  the  capita],  his  residence  was 
their  natural  resort  of  an  evening  when 
the  business  of  the  day  was  done.  Twice 
I heard  him  tell  the  story  that  I am  about 
to  narrate  here,  each  time  with  the  same 
words  and  with  the  same  gestures.  I be- 
lieve it  to  be  true,  and  when  he  said  he 
witnessed  the  incident  which  is  the  centre 
of  it,  I have  no  doubt  whatever  but  that 
he  did  see  it.  It  is  a story  finely  touched 
with  that  human  interest  which  appeals 
to  all  hearts.  I have  never  thought  of  it 
without  feeling  that  there  is  a grandeur 
and  a dignity  in  life  that  go  far  to  counter- 
balance its  too  apparent  meannesses  and 
its  too  evident  sins. 

The  story  itself  takes  us  back  about  a 
dozen  years  or  more,  to  somewhere  about 
1870,  when  the  Northwestern  States  and 
provinces  of  this  continent  were  in  the  first 
dawn  of  the  day  of  that  amazing  vigor 
which  has  surprised  and  astonished  the 
world.  Chicago,  standing  on  the  eastern 
edge  of  this  vast  territory,  had  not  yet 
triumphantly  emerged  from  its  baptism 
of  fire.  The  smoke  of  Milwaukee  hung 
like  a cloud  over  the  western  shores  of 
Lake  Michigan.  St.  Paul  and  Minneapo- 
lis, young  twin  giants  of  lusty  growth, 
were  rapidly  rising  into  importance  in 
the  higher  waters  of  the  Mississippi,  while 
four  hundred  and  fifty  miles  north  of 
them,  Fort  Garry,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Red  River,  had  haidly  as  yet  begun  to 
show  the  promise  that  its  descendant,  Win- 
nipeg, more  than  fulfills  of  being  the  capi- 
tal of  Central  Canada. 

That  day  of  beginnings  had  features  of 
its  own,  some  of  which  have  disappeared 
already,  and  all  of  which  are  fated  event- 
ually to  pass  away.  For  one  thing,  the 
“Western  man”  is  fast  dying  out:  the 
railways,  rather  than  the  saloons,  have 
killed  him.  To  some  extent  he  still  sur- 
vives in  the  cow-boy  of  Montana  and  the 


Rocky  Mountains ; but  no  writer  has  so 
far  had  either  the  temerity  or  the  sti*ength 
of  imagination  to  invest  him  with  the  pic- 
turesque and  sometimes  tender  coloring 
of  that  romance  in  which  the  Westerner 
has  been  painted  for  us. 

Among  these  features  so  rapidly  pass- 
ing away  none  was  more  constantly  a 
part  of  the  scene,  and  none  more  charac- 
teristic and  noticeable,  than  the  fiat-bot- 
tomed, heavy-looking,  stern- wheel  propel- 
ler— the  true  pioneer  in  the  West  of  civ- 
ilization when  as  yet  railways  were  not. 
Creeping  up  the  shallow  waters  of  some 
stream  hardly  broader  than  the  steamer 
itself,  crashing  through  the  overhanging 
branches,  shooting  rapids  and  jumping 
sand  banks,  never  safe  from  “snags,”  with 
its  driving-wheel  gashed  and  mangled  by 
the  floating  drift-timber,  it  held  bravely 
on  its  way,  carrying  supplies  for  the  dis- 
tant settlements.  Time  was  no  great  ob- 
ject, so  long  as  it  got  thar.  The  present 
writer  well  remembers  in  1874  spending 
three  days  in  getting  over  sixty  miles  of 
the  snaky  bedds  and  tortuous  twists  of 
the  Red  Lake  River  from  Crookston  to 
Grand  Forks,  in  northern  Dakota,  in  just 
such  a steamer.  Now  the  railways  have 
driven  it  away  far  northward  and  west- 
ward, north  as  fai*  as  the  Saskatchewan 
and  the  ]^eace  River,  and  west  as  far  as 
the  smaller  tributaries  of  the  Yellowstone 
and  the  Missouri. 

During  the  summer  of  1870,  we  will 
say,  one  of  these  steamers  was  making  its 
way  down  the  Red  River  of  the  North 
for  Fargo.  In  design  and  appearance  it 
was  of  the  usual  Western  type.  And  the 
Red  River  is  of  the  same  general  order 
as  most  streams  of  the  West — a shallow 
zigzag  of  a stream,  apparently  going  no- 
where in  particular,  but,  for  all  that,  in 
its  own  leisurely  fashion,  knowing  its 
own  business  very  well  as  it  heads  north- 
ward for  Lake  Winnepeg,  now  wide,  now 
narrow,  with  here  a bluff  of  poplar  or 
oak  upon  its  banks,  and  there  a belt  of 
willows  bending  down  into  the  yellow- 
Ijrown  waters,  while  a few  solitary  log 
shanties  at  wide  intervals  tell  of  the  set- 
tler’s presence. 

There  are  but  few  passengers  on  the 
cabin  deck  of  the  steamer — one  or  two 
officei*s  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Company  go- 
ing on  to  their  posts  in  the  wilderness,  a 
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number  of  farmers  and  emigrants  intend- 
ing to  take  up  homesteads  in  Manitoba. 
One  of  the  Hudson  Bay  Company’s  of- 
ficers has  with  him  his  young  wife  and  a 
child,  a tiny  girl  three  years  old— a pret- 
ty, prattling,  fearless,  fascinating  young 
woman.  She  is  everybody’s  pet,  from  the 
rather  dandy  wheelsman,  who  tries  to  en- 
tice her  up  to  his  julot-box,  which  towei*s 
above  the  vessel,  down  to  the  grizzled, 
grimy  deck  hands,  whose  acquaintance  she 
has  somehow  or  other  made  on  the  lower 
deck. 

On  the  fioor  of  this  lower  deck,  whither 
she  has  been  taken  by  her  nui*se,  she  has 
seen  three  men  lying  bound,  chained 
hand  and  foot.  They  are  on  their  way  to 
be  tried  at  Fargo,  and  the  sheriff,  who  has 
effected  their  capture,  never  leaves  them, 
for  they  are  known  to  be  desperate.  Cer- 
tainly there  is  no  lamb-like  innocence 
about  them.  They  constantly  talk  to  one 
another,  and  to  the  sheriff,  whom  they  call 
Bill,  and  who,  to  do  him  justice,  enters 
fully  and  sympathetically  into  all  the  ex- 
ploits of  the  “ boys.”  They  are  confessed 
rufBans  and  bullies,  and  they  don’t  seem 
ashamed  of  it.  They  guess  the  game  is 
up,  and  they  accept  their  fate,  not  cheer- 
fully, but  as  a matter  of  course.  They 
swear,  in  a copious  and  characteristic 
vocabulary  of  their  own,  against  their  ill 
luck ; but  they  have  got  thar  at  last,  and 
they  know  it. 

The  little  child  came  to  them  and  look- 
ed at  them  curiously;  they  looked  silent- 
ly at  her.  They  had  probably  never  seen 
anything  so  dainty  or  so  sweet  before. 
She  saw  nothing  in  them  to  frighten  her. 
So  she  advanced  and  spoke  to  them  in  her 
broken  words ; she  even  touched  the  fet- 
ters on  the  hands  of  one  of  them,  and 
smiled  in  his  face,  and  asked  him  what 
they  were.  The  man  smiled  too,  without 
replying,  and  the  child  moved  away.  As 
she  walked  there  was  a sudden  quick  jerk 


of  the  whole  ship,  its  farther  side  ground 
jarringly  against  some  unyielding  sub- 
stance hidden  in  the  water;  it  tilted  over 
slightly,  the  child  lost  her  balance,  and, 
with  a scream,  fell  over  the  side  into  the 
water.  The  vessel  for  an  instant  was  sta- 
tionary. The  three  prisoners  saw  her  dis- 
appear. The  prisoner  to  whom  she  had 
spoken,  and  whose  handcuffs  she  had  for 
a moipent  touched,  exclaimed,  “God I 
don't  ye  shoot.  Bill !”  Then  quickly  roll- 
ing himself  over  and  over,  he  dropped 
into  the  water  beside  the  child.  As  his 
hands  were  bound  behind  him,  he  caught 
the  child’s  dress  in  his  teeth,  and  treading 
the  water  with  his  fettered  feet^  kept  the 
child  above-water  until  help  came.  As 
everybody’s  attention  was  diverted  to  the 
opposite  side  of  the  steamer,  it  was  some 
time  before  the  boat  from  the  vessel  reach- 
ed them.  But  the  child  was  saved. 

“Splendid,”  said  the  chief,  with  flash- 
ing eyes. 

Yes,  it  was  splendid,  magnificent,  noble. 
Needless  to  relate  the  thankfulness  of  the 
poor  young  mother  or  the  gratitude  of  the 
father. 

“I  guess  you  air  a white  man,  Eik, 
after  all,”  said  the  sheriff. 

A purse  was  made  up  among  the  pas- 
sengers for  the  man,  whose  name  was 
Erikir,  a Scandinavian  by  birth. 

It  was  afterward  learned  that  the  sher- 
iff told  the  story  to  the  “jedge,”and  the 
judge,  with  Western  freedom,  and  that  ad- 
miration for  a gallant  act  which  covers  a 
multitude  of  sins,  so  arranged  that  when 
it  was  found  that  Erikir  had  mysteriously 
disappeared,  nothing  was  done  beyond  a 
little  oflBcial  bluster,  and  he  escaped. 

It  would  bo  interesting  to  know  what 
was  the  result  of  the  episode  upon  the 
man.  Was  the  mission  of  the  child  to 
reclaim  the  man  ? It  often  is  so.  But 
nothing  has  ever  since  been  heard  of  the 
fate  of  Erikir. 


THE  LOST 

rpO  his  heart  it  struck  such  terror 
1 That  he  laughed  a laugh  of  scorn — 
The  man  in  the  soldier’s  doublet, 

With  the  sword  so  bravely  worn. 

It  struck  his  heart  like  the  frost-wind 
To  find  his  comrades  fled, 

While  the  battle-field  was  guarded 
By  the  heroes  who  lay  dead. 

He  drew  his  sword  in  the  sunlight, 

And  called  with  a long  halloo, 


BATTLE. 

‘‘Dead  men,  there  is  one  living 
Shall  stay  it  out  with  youl” 

He  raised  a ragged  standard. 

This  lonely  soul  in  war. 

And  called  the  foe  to  onset 
By  shouts  they  heard  afar. 

They  galloped  swiftly  toward  him. 

The  banner  floated  wide; 

It  sank;  he  sank  beside  it 
Upon  his  sword,  and  died. 
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SIR  HENRY  WOTTON’S  familiar  descrip- 
tion of  an  ambassador  as  on  honest  man 
sent  to  lie  abroad  for  the  commonwealth  has 
certainly  not  been  illustrated  by  Mr.  Lowell 
in  England.  Instead  of  lying  abroad,  no  man 
has  ever  shown  himself  more  vigilant  in  truth- 
telling for  his  native  land,  and  he  has  been  in 
. the  best  sense  her  Minister  by  showing  wdiat 
^ is  best  in  her  thought,  her  character,  and  her 
patriotism.  There  w^as,  indeed,  at  one  time 
some  apparent  misapprehension  concerning 
him.  It  seemed  to  be  supposed  that  he  some- 
how represented  the  Irish  and  not  the  Ameri- 
can republic.  But  this  illusion  has  been  dis- 
pelled, and  how  distinctively  it  is  the  American 
republic  that  he  represents  has  been  demon- 
strated in  nothing  more  clearly  and  more  nobly 
than  in  his  address  upon  Democracy  at  the 
Midland  Institute  in  Birmingham  last  October. 

An  American  sees  with  great  satisfaction 
that  the  names  of  American  literary  men  are 
among  the  most  justly  noted  upon  the  diplo- 
matic roll.  That  of  Joel  Barlow  first  catches 
the  eye,  and  Washington  Irving,  Edward  Ev- 
erett, Bancroft,  Motley,  Bayard  Taylor,  and 
Lowell  follow,  with  others  of  less  distinction 
in  the  literary  guild.  As  Emerson  said  that 
our  college  holidays  are  simply  friendly  signs 
of  the  survival  of  the  love  of  letters  among  a 
people  too  busy  to  give  to  letters  any  more,  so 
it  may  be  said  that  diplomatic  honors  are  paid 
to  literary  men  in  the  republic  which  has  no 
peerages  or  pensions  and  no  other  public  re- 
wards so  fitting  for  them. 

Sir  Henry  Wotton’s  description  was  not 
merely  an  epigram.  Diplomacy  in  his  time 
and  long  afterward,  possibly  even  to-day  in 
some  quarters,  was  a system  of  smooth  lying 
and  overreaching.  The  diplomatic  cabinet, 
or  council,  or  congress,  was  another  form  of 
the  gambler’s  table,  at  which  the  welfare  of 
nations  was  the  stake.  Or  if  Louis  the  Four- 
teenth wdthoiit  his  magnificent  periwig  and 
ample  robes  and  crown  and  sceptre  was  but 
a puny  manikin,  how  often  the  laced  and  com- 
plaisant ambassador  seems  but  a highly  dec- 
orated sharper,  and  his  business  really  fraud  I 
Mr.  Jay’s  recent  admirable  address  at  the  His- 
torical Society’s  centennial  celebration  of  the 
peace  negotiations  of  1782-3  reveals,  from  re- 
cently disclosed  documents,  the  double-deal- 
ing of  Vergennes;  and  Parkman’s  glance  at 
political  Europe,  in  the  opening  of  his  lately 
published  Montcalm  and  Wolfe^  shows  an  eager 
game  of  unprincipled  intrigue. 

And  if  the  negotiation  of  a treaty  is  still 
but  a courteous  trial  of  wits  between  clever 
agents,  each  striving  to  secure  the  chief  ad- 
vantage for  his  principal  under  pretense  of  a 
common  benefit,  there  is  a higher  function  of 
the  ambassador  which  sharp  and  clever  agents 
do  not  always,  or  generally,  fulfill.  There  is 
a common  saying  that  all  international  busi- 
ness can  be  now  transacted  by  mail  and  tele- 


graph, and  undoubtedljr  there  is  much  busi- 
ness that  can  be  readily  transacted  in  that 
way.  But  for  the  constant  amicable  common 
understanding  which  ought  to  be  maintained 
among  great  nations,  personal  intercourse 
among  the  high  oflicers  who  represent  and 
administer  the  governments  of  such  nations  is 
most  desirable.  Such  intercoui’se  is  the  sensi- 
tive conductor  which  dispemes  accumulating 
electricity  without  a shock.  A personal  rep- 
resentation of  another  government,  of  fitting 
character  and  invested  with  adequate  dignity, 
is  one  of  the  best  peace-makers  in  the  world. 
Besides,  it  is  much  cheaper  for  any  people  to 
maintain  an  envoy  than  an  army  or  a navy. 

It  is  seldom,  however,  that  an  envoy  can  do 
what  Mr.  Lowell  did  at  Birmingham.  Last 
year,  when  he  delivered  the  address  at  the 
unveiling  of  Fielding’s  bust  at  Taunton,  it 
was  remarked  by  the  English  papers  that  no 
Englishman  could  have  discharged  the  duty 
so  satisfactorily.  Mr.  Lowell’s  discourse  at 
Taunton  was  properly  a critical  estimate  of 
Fielding’s  genius.  But  at  Birmingham  he 
spoke  of  the  genius  of  Democracy  in  a strain 
which  has  not  been  surpassed  by  any  one  who 
ever  treated  the  theme.  Such  a discourse  was 
an  event,  and  an  event  without  precedent.  A 
foreign  Minister  stating,  in  the  country  to 
which  he  is  accredited,  the  most  radical  polit- 
ical view's,  and  asserting  that  they  are  the  ul- 
timate logical  result  of  the  political  constitu- 
tion of  the  country  in  which  he  speaks,  and 
which  repudiates  such  a conclusion,  yet  to  do 
this  with  a temper,  an  urbanity,  a modera- 
tion, a precision,  and  courteous  grace  which 
charm  doubt  into  acquiescence,  and  wonder 
into  a tribute  of  unfeigned  admiration  and  ac- 
knowledgment of  a great  service  to  political 
thought  greatly  done — this  is  surely  an  unpre- 
cedented event  in  the  annals  of  diplomacy,  and 
this  is  w hat  Mr.  Lowell  did  at  Birmingham. 

It  is  impossible  to  read  his  masterly,  un- 
compromising, wise  and  witty,  and  thorough- 
ly accurate  declaration  of  the  essential  princi- 
ple and  reason  of  popular  government,  and  his 
resistless  defense  of  it  as  a practically  eflScient 
system,  without  smiling  to  think  that  this  is 
the  man  w^ho  has  been  sometimes  suspected 
of  being  a little  denationalized  and  un-Ameri- 
canized.  No  American  Minister  in  any  coun- 
try at  any  time  has  ever  made  so  clear  and 
comprehensive  and  philosophic  a statement 
of  the  American  principle.  He  is  like  a knight 
cheerily  riding  around  the  lists,  armed  cap-a- 
pie,  and  maintaining  the  honor  of  his  Queen 
of  Liberty  against  all  comers.  He  does  not  say 
a word  that  could  have  jarred  the  Toi*y  nerves 
of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  yet  no  English  rad- 
ical was  ever  so  radical  as  thia  There  is  no 
discussion  of  measures  or  of  politics  in  the  ad- 
dress, nothing  to  w'hich  the  most  sensitive 
propriety  or  taste  could  demur,  yet  it  has 
never  entered  into  the  mind  of  the  most  sav- 
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age  censor  of  Mr.  Lowell  to  conceive  so  free 
and  equal  and  lofty  and  humane  an  America 
as  he  depicts. 

Burke,  in  his  magnificent  rhetoric,  has  de- 
scribed constitutional  England.  But  it  is 
England  seen  by  imaginative  enthusiasm. 
Lowell’s  tone  is  free  from  every  art  of  the 
orator  except  that  of  severe  accuraey  and  the 
raciness  of  the  simple  and  fitting  phrase.  It 
is  plain  and  strong  truth-tellin;^.  It  is  not  the 
unattainable  goddess  whom  the  glowing  as- 
piration of  the  anchorite  perceives ; it  is  the 
creature  not  too  bright  and  good  for  human 
nature's  daily  food,  who  smiles  upon  the  lov- 
er. In  these  days  of  Lent — ^for  such  they  are, 
not  in  the  ecclesiastical  system  alone,  but  in 
the  serious  industrial  depression  everywhere 
— is  he  not  in  good  faith  an  American  Minis- 
ter who  sets  forth  that  Democracy  is  simply 
the  practical  application  of  Christianity  to 
life,  and  who  shows  us  how  it  is  so  ? 

A wise  observer  once  said  of  an  English 
ambassador,  is  a charming  man,  but  he 
does  not  represent  the  England  that  I know.” 
The  good  man  was  only  an  agent  of  the  For- 
eign Ofliice.  But  the  foreign  friend  of  America 
who  knows  her  most  truly  would  say,  upon 
reading  the  Birmingham  address,  This  man 
represents  the  best  America,  and  none  of  her 
children  have  read  her  secret  more  shrewdly.” 


When  a Legislature  is  compelled  to  pass  an 
act  for  the  demolition  of  houses  unfit  for  hu- 
man habitation,  such  ns  the  British  Parlia- 
ment passed  in  regard  to  houses  in  London 
sixteen  yearn  ago,  it  is  a pitiful  revelation  of 
the  suffering  of  a large  class  of  human  beings. 
As  such  an  act  and  the  necessity  of  it  are  care- 
fully pondered,  it  is  easy  to  understand  the 
deep  and  impatient  discontent  of  Carlyle 
with  the  condition  of  England  forty  years 
ago.  He  had  been  immersed  in  the  study  of 
the  French  Revolution,  and  his  vivid  and 
powerful  imagination  had  re-created  the  ter- 
rible tragedy  of  France  at  the  close  of  the 
century.  He  saw  that  “ man’s  inhumanity  to 
man,”  which  Burns  had  deplored  just  as  the 
Revolution  was  ripening,  an  inhumanity  born 
of  utter  selfishness  and  repudiation  of  sym- 
pathy with  fellow-men,  w’as  the  source  of  all 
that  monstrous  upheaval,  and  around  him  in 
English  life  and  society,  and  in  the  London  in 
which  he  lived  and  daily  walked  and  medi- 
tated, Carlyle  saw  the  signs  of  the  same  spirit, 
and  was  forced  to  anticipate  the  same  result. 
Chartism^  and  Past  and  Present^  and  the  Latter- 
Day  Pamphlets,  were  the  Cassandm  cry  that 
he  raised. 

Doubtless  his  temperament  counted  for 
much,  and  his  constant  ill  health.  But  the 
response  of  the  time,  and  of  intelligent  and 
thoughtful  England,  was  not  in  answer  to  a 
troubled  stomach,  but  to  a discerning  brain 
and  a protesting  conscience.  In  tlie  case 
of  such  a voice,  and  of  what  follows,  it  is 
never  easy  to  say  how  much  is  cause  and  how 
much  effect.  That  is  to  say,  it  is  not  clear 
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how  far  it  is  the  general  perception  of  the  sit- 
uation and  the  general  desire  to  improve  it 
which  find  expression  in  such  a cry  as  Car- 
lyle’s, and  how  far  it  is  an  individual  instinct 
which  inspires  it.  The  single  voice  generally 
speaks  for  a sentiment  which  is  more  or  less 
general.  The  “ spirit  of  the  age,”  as  we  call 
it,  is  revealed  by  the  expression,  and  the  ex- 
pression stimulates  and  increases  it,  but  that 
spirit  itself  is  the  result  of  a general  awaken- 
ing. The  song  of  chanticleer  is  the  earliest 
salutation  of  the  dawn.  But  the  dawn  is  al- 
ready breaking  when  chanticleer  begins  to 
sing. 

The  results  of  a wide-spread  human  sym- 
pathy, the  spirit  which  is  the  most  opposed  to 
that  which  the  “age  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth” 
and  the  superb  inhumanity  of  the  old  regime 
represent,  were  very  evident  in  England  and 
elsewhere  long  before  Carlyle  died.  But  he 
was  always  disposed  to  sneer  at  them  as  a 
kind  of  Ml’S.  Partington  endeavor  to  mop  up 
the  Atlantic.  He  had  a knack  for  getting  on 
the  wrong  side  of  good  efforts,  and,  oddly 
enougli,  for  undervaluing  moral  forces.  Prob- 
ably he  would  have  been  little  patient  with 
the  organized  charity  which  springs  from  the 
quickened  public  interest  in  the  relief  of  pov- 
erty. John  Howard  and  Sir  Samuel  Romilly 
and  Edward  Denison  at  Stepney  would  hard- 
ly have  been  among  Carlyle’s  heroes  in  his- 
tory. But  they  were  heroes  of  humanity. 

The  labors  of  Miss  Octavia  Hill  are  of  the 
same  kind.  They  put  in  practice  the  doc- 
trines which  Carlyle  was  always  preaching. 
The  Carlyle  gospel  is  “ doing,  doing.”  Don’t 
palaver,  ho  says — in  about  thirty  volumes — 
don’t  gabble  and  profess  and  promise  and 
perorate  about  the  beauty  of  holiness,  but  Is 
holy  by  doing  good.  It  is  not  evident,  we 
say,  that  he  very  w’armly  praised  those  who 
followed  his  advice.  But  certainly  there  has 
been  a great  doing  of  good  of  late  years,  both 
in  this  country  and  in  England,  in  a way 
which  sh6w8  how  large  a number  of  the  best 
part  of  every  community  spurn  the  cruelty  of 
the  laissez  fairs. 

Mr.  Adler,  one  of  the  commissioners  to  in- 
quire into  the  condition  of  the  tenement- 
houses  in  New  York,  recently  gave  an  inter- 
esting account  of  Miss  Hill’s  labors.  She  took 
fourteen  of  the  worst  of  the  houses  of  this 
kind  in  London.  The  squalor  and  brutality 
and  utter  degradation  of  life  in  them  were 
such  as  are  described  among  the  worst  of  the 
French  poor  on  the  eve  of  the  Revolution. 
The  dehiils  are  loathsome.  The  tenants  treat- 
ed her  with  every  disrespect  short  of  personal 
violence.  They  had  only  the  semblance  of 
humanity  left.  But  she  has  WTought  a mira- 
cle. There  are  now  comparative  cleanliness 
and  order,  and  welcome  and  regard  for  her. 
Her  spell  has  been  simply  intelligence  and 
courage — the  wit  to  see  what  to  do,  and  the 
firmness  to  do  it.  Sentimental  charity  is  the 
well-meant  attempt  to  extinguish  fire  by 
pouring  on  oil.  The  Christian  injunction  to 
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give  IB  interpreted  to  mean,  Give  money  witli- 
oat  inquiry  and  without  common-sense.  But 
Miss  Hill  did  not  preach,  nor  exhort,  nor  give 
alms.  She  knew — and  the  knowledge  is  the 
corner-stone  of  effective  and  regenerating 
charity — that  self-respect  is  the  beginning  of 
relief.  She  repaired  the  houses,  drained, 
scrubbed,  put  them  in  proper  order,  and  re- 
quired prompt  payment  of  the  rent.  The  re- 
sult has  been  the  awakening  of  self-respect 
among  the  tenants,  and  the  strongest  regard 
for  Miss  Hill  as  a friend — and  five  per  cent  in- 
terest upon  her  money  invested. 

The  personal  presence  and  interest  are  of 
the  most  vital  importance  in  such  a scheme, 
and  in  all  organized  charity  this  is  contem- 
plated. The  common  and  popular  sneer  at  it 
as  “ machine”  charity  and  vicarious  Christian- 
ity arises  from  misconception  of  its  character. 
The  system  of  visitors  is  not  intended  to  pre- 
clude, nor  does  it  preclude,  all  the  persona? 
visiting  that  now  takes  place.  It  is  designed 
to  make  such  visiting  effectual  by  preventing 
the  perversion  of  alms  to  increase  poverty, 
suffering,  and  crime. 

The  same  intelligent  humapity  which  char- 
acterizes Miss  Hill’s  enterprise  is  evident  every- 
where, and  it  is  interesting  to  see  how  much 
of  the  great  contemporary  work  of  wise  charity 
is  due  to  the  earnest  efforts  and  supervision  of 
women. 

“Why  are  the  virtues,  every  one, 

Pictured  as  women  be. 

If  not  to  show  that  they  in  worth 
Do  more  excel  than  we?” 

Miss  Hill  insisted  that  the  state  was  as  much 
bound  to  prohibit  the  renting  of  unfit  rooms 
as  to  prohibit  the  sale  of  adulterated  food. 
Indeed,  the  tendency  of  the  whole  humane 
movement  of  the  time  is  to  reverse  the  moral 
indifference  and  everybody-for-himself  theory 
that  came  in  with  the  misunderstanding  of  the 
Bcntham  philosophy.  There  is  a decided  dis- 
position to  require  a liberal  interpretation  of 
the  just  powers  of  government.  If  it  may  lay 
a tax  for  schools,  and  regulate  or  forbid  the 
sale  of  ardent  spirits,  and  require  proper  sani- 
tation and  the  removal  of  nuisances,  and  seize 
private  land  for  public  use,  in  the  name  of  the 
common  welfare,  it  is  the  judge  of  what  the 
common  welfare  demands. 

The  effects  of  this  view  are  visible  every- 
where in  England.  Thirty  years  ago  Bristol 
was  one  of  the  uncleanest  towns  in  the  king- 
dom, and  the  death  rate  was  twenty-eight  per 
thousand.  Since  that  time  Bristol  has  laid 
one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  of  new  drains,  and 
several  millions  of  dollars  have  been  spent  in 
improving  its  general  sanitary  condition,  in 
thorough  care  of  its  poorest  quarters,  and  in 
supplying  abundant  water.  Landlords  have 
been  compelled  to  purify  and  improve,  and  the 
death  rate  of  the  city  has  fallen  from  twenty- 
eight  to  nineteen.  Glasgow  is  another  of  the 
rapidly  improving  cities.  Conscience  and  com- 
mon-sense are  liard  at  work  in  relieving  the 
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conditions  which  breed  despair  and  anarchy. 
There  are  moral  forces  to  redeem  as  potent  as 
dynamite  to  destroy. 

Indeed,  the  old  fable  bos  an  endless  timeli- 
ness of  application.  Indifference,  impatience, 
scorn,  anger,  and  tinast  in  the  laws  of  political 
economy  without  perfect  knowledge  of  those 
laws,  which  has  not  yet  been  vouchsafed,  are 
the  ever  higher  wind  swelling  into  a gale 
which  blew  upon  the  traveller, and  merelydeep- 
ened  his  instinct  to  withstand  the  blast.  But 
the  sun  melted  his  resolution  and  stripped  him 
of  his  defenses.  It  was  not  a wise  Farmer-Gen- 
eral in  France  who  said  that  the  people  might 
eat  ginss.  But  it  was  the  highest  wisdom 
which  declared  that  peaceful  and  orderly  hu- 
man relations  require  some  other  rule  than  that 
of  an  eye  for  an  eye  and  a tooth  for  a tootli. 


The  London  Timea  has  just  completed  its 
hundredth  year.  But  it  is  not  as  old  as  our 
Newport  Mercury^  upon  which  Dr.  Franklin 
did  journey-work  in  his  ’prentice  days.  It  is 
not  a graceful  salutation  to  a centenarian  jour- 
nal to  recall  Jefferson’s  remark  in  a letter  writ- 
ten in  1807,  that  “ nothing  can  now  be  believed 
which  is  seen  in  a newspaper.  Truth  itself 
becomes  suspicious  by  being  put  in  that  pol- 
luted vehicle.  The  real  extent  of  this  misin- 
formation is  known  only  to  those  who  arc  in 
situations  to  confront  facts  within  their  know- 
ledge with  the  lies  of  the  day.  I really  look 
with  commiseration  over  the  great  body  of  my 
fellow-citizens  who,  rending  newspapers,  live 
and  die  in  the  beliefthat  they  have  known 
something  of  what  has  been  passing  in  their 
time;  whereas  the  accounts  they  have  read 
in  newspa|>ers  are  just  as  true  a history  of  any 
other  period  of  the  world  as  of  the  present, 
except  that  the  real  names  of  the  day  arc  a£^ 
fixed  to  their  fables.  I will  add  that  the  man 
who  never  looks  into  a newspaper  is  better  in- 
formed than  he  who  reads  them,  inasmuch  as 
he  who  knows  nothing  is  nearer  the  tnith  than 
he  whose  mind  is  filled  with  falsehood  and  er- 
rors. He  who  reads  nothing  will  still  learn 
the  great  facts,  and  the  details  arc  all  false.” 

These  extremely  j)cssimistic  remarks  upon  a 
power  which  calls  itself  the  fourth  estate  of 
the  realm,  and  which,  as  Thackeray  said  of  a 
certain  gentleman,  thinks  no  small  potatoes  of 
itself,  occurs  in  a letter  to  Mr.  John  Norvell, 
replying  to  a request  to  mention  a good  ele- 
mentary work  upon  civil  government.  Jeffer- 
son mentions  Locke,  Sidney,  Priestley,  Chip- 
man,  and  the  Federalist^  with  Beccaria,  Smith’s 
Wealth  of  Nations^  and  Say’s  Political  Economy y 
which  he  says  is  not  yet  translated  into  Eng- 
lish. The  observations  upon  the  press  are  by 
far  the  most  pungent  and  energetic  in  the  let- 
ter, and  they  show — for  it  was  toward  the  end 
of  his  second  term — that  Jefferson  had  felt  the 
thrusts  of  the  Federal  newspapers.  But  Jeffer- 
son had  also  taken  a hand  in  the  gamei  While 
he  was  still  Secretary  of  State  he  made  Philip 
Freneau  translator  in  the  State  Department, 
and  Freneau’s  paper  assailed  Washington  and 
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Hamilton,  and,  as  was  understood,  not  only 
with  the  countenance,  but  with  the  aid  of  the 
Secretary. 

The  reader  perceives  also  that  Jefferson 
w’inds  up  with  this  tremendous  feu  de  joU 
against  the  falsity  and  worthlessness  of  news- 
papers a letter  in  which  he  recommends, 
among  the  few  sources  of  sound  knowledge 
upon  the  subject  of  civil  government,  a series 
of  newspaper  essays.  The  Federalist  was 
composed  of  the  triune  ‘‘  Publius,”  wliose  pa- 
pers appeared  in  the  Independent  Journal  or 
the  General  Adcertmr^yfXneM,  was  issued  in 
Hanover  Square  semi-weekly.  “ Publius”  was 
the  giant  in  tlie  crovrd  of  a hundred  names 
that  tilled  the  newspapers — “Catu,”  ‘‘Centi- 
nel,”  “ Brutus,” Brutus  Junior,”  and  “Cin- 
cinnatus,”  “A  Son  of  Liberty,”  “Observer,” 
“ An  Ofl5cer  of  the  Continental  Army,”  “ Me- 
dium,” “A  Countryman,”  “A  Citizen,”  “An 
Old  Whig,”  “ One  of  the  Common  People,” 
and  more  of  the  same  strain,  whose  essays 
would  not  have  seemed  to  Jefferson  fiilse  or 
fabulous  or  malignant,  because  they  opposed 
the  adoption  of  the  Constitution,  of  which  he 
also  was  exceedingly  distrustful. 

Jefferson's  impatience  and  injustice  arc  as 
old  as  the  modern  newspaper  itself,  which 
dates  from  the  time  when  it  ceased  to  be  a 
mere  gazette  of  events,  and  began  to  comment 
upon  events,  and  advocate  and  oppose  public 
policies,  and  to  discuss  all  public  questions. 
In  his  censure  Jefferson  confounds  two  things 
— the  actual  news,  or  reports  of  occurrences, 
and  the  remarks  upon  them.  When  he  says 
that  a man  deludes  liimself  if  he  supposes  be- 
csiuse  ho  has  rend  the  papers  that  he  knows 
what  has  “passed  in  his  time,”  he  means  that 
he  has  lost  its  signiticauco  if  he  has  allowed 
the  gazette  to  interpret  the  news  for  him. 
Without  tlie  record  of  current  events  a man 
would  be  singularly  uuinfoimed.  Of  course, 
however,  even  the  editor  of  a newspaper  may 
sometimes  share  the  frailty  of  common  hu- 
manity, and,  misled  by  a passionate  preference 
for  his  own  view  and  his  own  objects,  he  may 
dexterously  color  or  “ cook”  the  news,  in  order, 
as  it  were,  to  turn  it  against  itself,  or  spike  its 
own  guns. 

Thus,  if  he  disbelieves  in  the  sea-serpent, 
and  the  telegraph  announces  from  Nantucket 
that  yesterday  afternoon  at  four  o’clock  the 
serpent  was  distinctly  seen  lying  or  swimming 
upon  the  surface  of  the  water  with  a gently 
undulating  motion,  its  head  raised  and  of 
about  the  size  of  a barrel,  etc.,  etc.,  the  able 
editor  can  relieve  his  feelings  by  saying  that 
it  was  a string  of  old  hogsheads  rolling  upon 
the  water,  and  that  the  reporter  of  the  spec- 
tacle was  in  that  condition  which  all  good 
reportere  ought  carefully  to  avoid.  In  like 
manner  the  newspaper  which  states  the  fact 
of  a discourse  by  Ilortensius  can  always  slyly 
turn  the  fact  against  the  orator  by  observing 
that  the  effort  was  far  from  what  was  expect- 
ed, that  the  audience  was  small  and  cold,  and 
that  there  was  no  applause.  These  last  obser- 


vations might  fall  under  the  head  of  what  Jef- 
ferson calls  lies.  But  certainly  the  reader 
would  know  that  Hortensius  had  spoken. 

A general  onslaught  upon  the  press,  like 
that  by  Jefferson,  is  as  droll  as  a similar  vitu- 
peration of  the  weather ; for  the  press  will  al- 
ways reflect  the  time  and  the  community  in 
which  it  exists.  The  London  J'nms  has  been 
for  a century  the  most  famous  and,  upon  the 
whole,  the  most  powerful  of  journals,  and  its 
power  has  lain  in  the  ability  with  which  it 
apprehended  and  expressed  the  controlling 
opinion  of  the  day.  It  has  not  always  seized 
it  accurately.  But  the  average  English  view 
was  to  be  found  in  the  Times,  It  has  not 
been  guilty  of  the  petty  and  futile  folly  of  at- 
tempting to  “ edit”  the  new’s,  but  has  publish- 
ed the  simple  facts  as  they  occurred,  and  made 
such  comments  as  it  believed  would  be  accept- 
able to  the  great  mass  of  its  readers. 

This  course  proceeds  upon  the  theory  that 
it  is  not  the  function  of  the  press  to  mould 
and  direct  public  opinion,  but  to  follow  it. 
Yet  it  is  obvious  that  such  a course  is  by 
no  means  negative.  Public  opinion  is  influ- 
enced by  nothing  more  strongly  than  by  the 
conviction  that  a certain  view  is  the  general 
view,  and  a journal  which  has  proved  that  it 
has  the  acuteness  to  detect  the  drifl;  of  that 
view  will  do  much  by  its  mere  expression  to 
determine  the  drift. 

If  Jefferson’s  remarks  upon  the  press  were 
correct,  the  hundred  years  of  the  London  Thnes 
have  been  useless  or  worac,and  all  the  esteemed 
American  contemporaries  of  the  Easy  Chair 
are  mere  nuisances.  In  the  universal  judg- 
ment of  those  contemporaries,  this  would  be  a 
revolting  proposition,  and  it  can  not  be  held 
to  bo  one  of  those  “Jeffersonian  principles” 
which  it  is  the  duty  of  all  good  Americans  to 
accept.  

The  sorrow  of  the  young  girl  who  discov- 
ered that  the  loveliest  doll  in  the  last  analysis 
is  merely  sawdust  is  but  a feeble  symbol  of 
the  feeling  of  the  student  who  flnds  romantic 
tradition  ruthlessly  excluded  from  history. 
Niebuhr  began  the  devastation  by  discredit- 
ing the  lupine  foster-mother  of  Romulus  and 
Remus.  Under  that  blow  the  whole  series  of 
Roman  legends  reeled.  Then  William  Tell  and 
Robin  Hood  were  resolved  into  survivals  of 
sun  myths  or  of  fables  of  an  unknown  antiq- 
uity, and  now  an  alarmed  correspondent  writ^ 
to  ask  if  it  be  true  that  Mr.  Parkman,  in  his 
Montcalm  and  Wolfe^  to  which  we  have  else- 
where alluded,  has  really  scattered  the  glamour 
with  which  the  genius  of  Longfellow  has  irra- 
diated the  story  of  Acadia.  Even  if  we  can 
spare  the  Roman  wolf,  and  submit  to  the  ruth- 
less dissipation  into  baseless  rumor  of  the 
“ gray-haired  champion”  of  Hadley,  which  Mr. 
George  Sheldon  has  effected,  how,  asks  our  cor- 
respondent— how  can  we  surrender  “ Evange- 
line” ? 

It  is  some  years  since  the  series  of  Mr.  Park- 
man’s  narratives  comprising  the  history  of 
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France  in  the  New  World  began.  The  Monir 
calm  and  Wolfe  is,  in  time,  the  lost  of  the  se- 
ries, and  leaves  but  one  more,  to  treat  of  the 
period  of  1700  to  1748,  which  will  complete 
one  of  the  most  admirable  and  scholarly  works 
in  American  literature — a history  whicli  deals 
with  an  epoch  of  decisive  events  upon  this  con- 
tinent— events  of  the  highest  magnitude  and 
importance  in  the  history  of  the  world.  The 
subject  was  singularly  fresh  and  picturesque, 
and  Mr.  Parkman  has  treated  it  not  only  with 
entire  mastery,  but  in  a literary  manner  so 
charming  that  the  work  will  never  again  be 
attempted.  None  of  the  narratives  is  more  in- 
teresting than  the  last,  which  describes  the  fa- 
mous seven  years’  “ French  and  English  war,” 
which  ended  in  the  exclusion  of  France  from 
the  New  World. 

It  was  in  this  war  that  the  incident  upon 
which  Longfellow  founded  his  poem  of  “Evan- 
geline” occurred,  the  only  American  poem 
which  was  received  with  the  same  kind  of  im- 
mediate and  general  enthusiasm  which  hailed 
a new  poem  of  Scott’s  or  Byron’s  half  a cen- 
tury before.  Its  pensive  idyllic  charm  is  ex- 
quisite. It  is  one  of  the  purest  of  love  tales 
and  of  pastomls,  and  it  touches  into  undying 
beauty  the  vast  and  various  landscape  of  the 
New  World.  The  tragical  event  which  it  re- 
cords, the  dispersion  of  the  French  Acadians, 
is  one  of  the  most  pathetic  in  American  an- 
nals, and  brings  home  to  every  fireside  with 
startling  force  the  relentless  cruelty  of  war.  It 
depicts  the  English  redcoats,  also,  like  Attila’s 
host,  as  an  exterminating  horde. 

In  the  pages  of  this  Magazine  last  autumn 
Mr.  Parkman  told  the  actual  story  as  it  is  now 
told  in  tlie  Montcalm  and  Wolfe.  It  is,  in  brief, 
that  the  French  Acadian  peasjxnts  were  not  so 
Arcadian  as  is  generally  supposed ; that,  under 
the  lead  of  cruel  and  fanatical  priests,  they 
were  a constant  menace  to  the  English  set- 
tlers ; that  the  English  relied  upon  the  Acadian 
oaths  of  loyalty  to  the  English  King  until  in- 
cessant Acadian  treachery  proved  them  to  be 
totally  worthless;  and  that,  in  the  inability  to 
provide  an  adequate  military  force  to  hold  the 
whole  Acadian  peninsula,  good  faith  to  their 
own  colonists,  whom  the  British  govcniment 
had  sent  out,  required  it  to  defend  them  by  the 
most  effective  means.  From  this  necessity 
came  the  terrible  order  and  the  terrible  exe- 
cution of  it,  and  the  sad  consequences  of  it 
which  Longfellow  relates  in  tlio  mournful 
poem. 

Let  no  lover  of  “ Evangeline,”  however,  be 
dismayed.  The  humane  historian  does  not 
touch  with  the  least  disillusion  the  romance 
of  the  poet.  The  historic  causes  of  the  dis- 
persion do  not  in  the  least  affect  the  essential 
truthfulness  of  the  poem.  Even  if  Acadian 
life  was  not  idyllic,  the  life  and  loves  of  Ga- 
briel and  Evangeline  were  so.  Even  if  Acadia 
had  broken  faith,  the  lovers  of  Grand  Pr6 
were  true.  The  tragedy  is  not  less  a tragedy 
in  the  fate  of  the  two  Acadians  upon  whom 
the  poet  fixes  our  hearts.  The  poem  is  not 
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less  one  of  the  most  beautiful  and  imperisha- 
ble of  poems. 

“ Maidens  still  wear  their  Norman  caps  and  their 
kirtles  of  homespun, 

And  by  the  evening  fire  repeat  Evangeline’s 
story, 

While  from  its  rocky  caverns  the  deep-voiced, 
neighboring  ocean 

Speaks,  and  in  accents  disconsolate  answers  the 
wail  of  the  forest.” 


New-Yeak’s  Day  was  like  an  April  day. 
The  mercury  marked  sixty  degrees  on  New- 
Year’s  Eve,  the  old  summer  heat  of  Fahren- 
heit. A week  of  fog  and  soft  air  had  melted 
all  the  snow  of  the  white  Christmas.  The 
swelling  of  twigs  and  buds,  and  even  the 
blossoming  of  shnibs,  were  reported  from  the 
more  secluded  and  sunny  dells  in  the  woods, 
and  except  for  Vennor,  who  died  prophesying 
abundant  snow,  and  the  old  saw,  “ When  tlie 
days  begin  to  lengthen,  the  cold  begins  to 
strengthen,”  the  loiterer  upon  New-Year’s 
Day  might  have  believed  that  spring,  not 
“long  delaying,”  was  about  to  “dip  down 
upon  our  northern  shore.” 

But  was  there  ever  a “ loiterer”  upon  New- 
Year’s  Day  in  the  Knickerbocker  city  ? The 
questiou  is  natural  for  the  old  New-Yorker 
who  recalls  his  hundred  calls  before  dinner, 
and  remembers  when  the  upper  part  of  the 
city  was  filled  all  day  with  the  eager,  hurry- 
ing crowd  of  visitors,  and  when  elaborate  col- 
lations were  spread  at  houses  famous  for  good 
cheer,  and  cxhaustless  libations  of  rum  punch 
and  claret  punch,  milk  punch  and  eggnog, 
were  poured  for  every  comer.  But  that 
New-Year’s  is  past  almost  os  completely  as 
the  old  afternoon  promenade  along  Broad- 
way from  the  City  Hotel  to  the  Battery,  or 
the  old  opera  in  Chambers  Street,  or  at  the 
comer  of  Church  and  Leonard  I The  golden 
youth  might  as  well  hope  to  hear  Caradori  or 
Miss  Shirreff  again  as  to  renew  the  social 
New -Year  that  was  possible  when  Union 
Square  w’as  up  town. 

But  indeed  the  golden  youth,  with  polite 
thanks,  do  not  in  the  least  regret  the  ancient 
day,  and  would  disdain  to  engage  in  any  per- 
formance of  the  kind.  The  queer  provincial 
bucks  and  swells  of  an  earlier  period,  even 
their  own  well-meaning  parents  in  their  youth, 
are  persons  to  !)e  patronized  with  good-hu- 
mor, not  emulated,  by  the  golden  youth  of  the 
hour.  Those  youth  look  down  upon  preced- 
ing dandies  with  the  same  ineffable  sense  of 
superiority  with  which  those  elder  dandies  re- 
garded their  predecessors — the  same,  indeed, 
with  which  the  swells  and  bucks  of  1925  will 
smile  upon  those  of  this  year.  For  this  new- 
est of  yearn  will  soon  be  "old  times,  and  these 
airiest  of  youths  old  covies  and  fogies,  and  these 
moulds  of  form  old-fashioned  and  queer. 

Indeed,  there  is  always  the  congenital  trou- 
ble with  what  is  called  fashion  that  it  changes 
and  grows  old,  and,  like  many  other  old 
things,  it  is  then  merely  grotesque.  The 
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cleverest  of  tbo  golden  youth  is  undoubtedly 
clever  enough  to  perceive  that  fashion,  in  the 
usual  sense,  is  the  god  Proteus,  who  has  one 
form  to-day  and  another  to-morrow.  Is  he 
also  clever  enough  to  know  that  there  are 
fashions  which  are  unchangeable,  and  that 
the  worship  of  them  is  more  satisfactory  ? The 
form  of  New-Year’s  festivity  may  change. 
Calling  and  eggnog  and  New-Year’s  cook- 
ies may  disappear.  But  the  serious  thought, 
the  liearty  greeting,  the  consciousness  of  ad- 
vancing life,  which  are  the  true  New-Year 


feeling — ^these  are  beyond  caprice  of  fashion 
and  change,  and  will  remain  so  long  as  peri- 
ods of  time  arc  marked. 

He  is  a wise  golden  youth  who,  sitting  in 
the  club  window,  happens  to  reflect  that  his 
threescore  - and  - tenth  New-Year  will  be  a 
thousandfold  happier  if  from  his  twentieth 
New-Year  onward  he  should  find  himself  wor- 
shipping the  fashions  that  do  not  change — 
fashions  of  modesty,  simplicity,  truthfulness, 
temperance,  and  charity.  It  is  an  old  homily, 
but  what  is  so  old  as  a New-Year  ? 


(KMtar’s  I'iternri)  Httnrii. 


The  full  scope  of  Mr.  Parlcman^s  latest  his- 
torical work,  Montcalm  and  WolfCy^  is  not 
clearlj'  discernible  from  its  special  title,  from 
which  we  might  naturally  infer  that  it  is  merely 
a monograph  of  the  lives  and  services  of  these 
intrepid  commanders,  each  of  whom  was  a fit 
representative  of  the  characteristic  traits  and 
qualities  of  his  country  and  people.  Its  sketch- 
es of  these  heroes,  how'ever,  form  a small  part 
only  of  its  rich  and  valuable  contents,  and  it  is 
not  until  very  near  the  close  of  the  first  vol- 
ume that  Montcalm  enters  upon  the  stage, 
while  the  appearance  of  his  great  opponent, 
Wolfe,  is  deferred  until  the  second  volume  is 
well  under  way. 

This  sterling  work  embraces  a wide  field  of 
our  early  American  history.  It  opens  with  a 
comprehensive  general  survey  of  the  condition, 
policy,  strained  relations,  and  attitude  toward 
each  other  in  the  Old  World  and  in  the  New 
of  the  two  powerful  nations.  Franco  and  Eng- 
land, which  were  about  to  enter  upon  a long 
and  bloody  struggle  for  the  possession  and  sov- 
ereignty of  North  America.  This  survey  in- 
cludes an  outline  of  the  strongly  contrasted  sys- 
tems of  colonization,  goverament,  and  military 
policy  and  organization  in  America  of  the  rival 
nations,  and  a sketch  of  the  important  results 
that  attended  these,  affecting  the  destinies  of 
that  broad  expanse  w’^hich  stretched  from  the 
Gulf  and  River  St.  Lawrence  and  the  great 
lakes  and  their  tributaries  on  the  north  to  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico  on  the  south,  and  from  the  Al- 
leghanics  on  the  east  to  the  Mississippi  on  the 
west.  These  are  followed  by  a similarly  com- 
prehensive but  more  minute  recital  of  the  grad- 
ual intrusion  of  the  Anglo-American  colonists 
westward  beyond  the  Alleghany  and  the  Mo- 
nongahela  to  the  Ohio,  into  the  territory  claim- 
ed by  the  French  on  the  ground  of  prior  dis- 
covery and  acquisition,  and  of  the  counteract- 
ing efforts  put  forth  by  the  French  govern- 
ment, and  their  civil  and  military  officers  in 
Canada,  under  the  inspiration  and  guidance  of 

* “France  and  England  In  North  America.”  A Se- 
ries of  Uistoiical  Narratives.  Part  Seventh.  Monl- 
calm  and  Woife.  By  Fbancib  Paukman.  In  Two  Vol- 
umes, 8vo,  pp.  614  and  SOS.  Boston : Little,  Brown, 
and  Co. 


far-seeing  and  enterprising  priests  and  mis- 
sionaries, assisted  by  their  savage  converts  and 
allies. 

After  these  preliminary  sketches,  essential 
to  give  us  a view  of  the  field  and  of  the  con- 
testants for  its  possession,  Mr.  Parkman  gives 
a precise  history  of  the  events  of  the  war  that 
was  w'aged  between  the  British  and  their  colo- 
nies on  the  one  side,  and  the  French,  the  Cana- 
dians, and  the  savages  on  the  other,  beginning 
in  1749  with  the  conflict  for  the  West,  and  cul- 
minating in  1760  with  the  defeat  of  Montcalm, 
the  conquest  of  Canada  by  the  British,  and  tbe 
demolition  of  French  power  and  influence  in 
northern  North  America.  Mr.  Parkmau’s  nar- 
rative is  exact,  graphic,  and  dispassionate.  He 
trusts  nothing  to  unsupported  iufereuce,  but 
sustains  his  versions  of  policies  and  occur- 
rences, his  judgments  of  men  and  his  esti- 
mates of  results,  by  convincing  evidence,  much 
of  which  is  now  first  brought  to  light  as  the 
fruit  of  his  researches  among  the  archives  of 
France  and  England,  or  of  his  indefatigable 
gleanings  from  the  unpublished  letters  and 
diaries  of  officers  and  men  on  either  side  who 
participated  in  the  h»ng  and  fluctuating  strag- 
gle. His  style  is  concise  and  dignified  with- 
out becoming  cold  or  labored,  and  bis  arrange- 
ment of  the  order  of  events,  and  his  elucida- 
tion of  their  bearing  upon  each  other,  are  so 
clear  and  unambiguous  as  to  leave  no  room  for 
uncertainty  in  the  miud  of  an  attentive  reailer. 
Portions  of  the  narrative  have  a profound  in- 
terest, not  only  because  of  tbo  intrinsic  conse- 
quence of  the  occurrences  chronicled  in  them, 
hut  likewise  because  of  the  fullness,  pictur- 
esqueness,  and  exciting  nature  of  their  details, 
the  vividness  of  their  descriptions  of  particu- 
lar scenes,  exploits,  actions,  and  critical  move- 
ments and  campaigns,  and  tbe  breadth  of  the 
generalizations  that  are  broached  in  them. 
Especially  vigorous  and  profuse  of  incident  are 
Mr.Parkman’s  description  of  the  siege  and  re- 
duction of  Louisbiirg  by  the  English,  in  wdiich 
Wolfe  firat  appears  upon  tbe  scene,  and  was 
the  most  conspicuous  figure ; his  sketch  of  the 
cession  of  Acadia  to  Great  Britain,  and  of  tbe 
causes  that  led  to  the  exile  of  its  people ; and 
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his  acconiits  severally  of  tlie  moVemeuts  and 
campaigns  which  had  the  vicinity  of  Fort  Dn- 
qiiesne  for  their  objective  point,  of  the  invest- 
ment and  capture  of  Fort  William  Henry,  Os- 
wego, and  Ticonderoga  by  the  French,  and  of 
the  prolonged  operations  that  culminated  in 
the  final  struggle  on  the  Plains  of  Abraham, 
where  the  genius  and  perseverance  of  Wolfe 
triumphed  over  the  skill  of  his  great  antag- 
onist, and  put  an  end  forever  to  the  dream  of 
a French  empire  in  North  America.  * 

The  episode  in  Mr.  Parkmau^s  first  volume  re- 
lating to  Acadia  will  be  a great  surprise  to  those 
who  have  accepted  the  versions  of  poets  and 
romancers  as  accurate  statements  of  historical 
fact,  and  will  oblige  them  to  revise  the  severe 
verdicts  they  have  been  wont  to  pasS  upon  tbp 
British  for  their  alleged  cruelty  and  injustice 
to  the  Acadians.  Mr.  Parkmau  shows  very  con- 
clusively that  the  Acadians  were  less  deserv- 
ing of  sympathy,  and  the  British  far  more  hu- 
mane, considerate,  and  forbearing,  than  has 
been  popularly  believed.  And  that,  iu  truth, 
for  many  years  prior  to  the  treaty  by  which 
Acadia  was  ceded  to  Great  Britain  by  France, 
its  people  had  been  deprived  of  their  rights 
and  property,  sent  into  exile,  and  treated  gen- 
erally with  infinitely  greater  severity  by  the 
affiliated  French  than  they  ever  experienced 
from  the  English.  He  further  demonstrates 
that  the  Acadians  brought  their  expatriation 
by  the  British  upon  themselves,  by  their  rest- 
less disafiection,  their  persistent  and  obstinate 
refusal  to  acknowledge  allegiance  to  the  Brit- 
ish, and  by  repeated  murdem,  treacheries,  ag- 
gressions, and  acts  of  open  or  secret  hostility. 
It  was  not  until  they  had  exhausted  the  for- 
bearance of  the  British,  whose  treatment  of 
them  seems  to  have  been  uniformly  kindly, 
tolerant  of  their  religious  scruples,  and  re- 
gardful of  their  personal  rights  and  rights  of 
property,  that  they  were  expelled  from  the 
country,  of  whoso  peace  and  security  they 
were  a constant  menace.  Mr.  Parkman^s  con- 
clusion is  that  while  calling  themselves  neu- 
trals, they  were,  in  fact,  an  enemy  encamped 
in  the  heart  of  the  province;  and  that  what- 
ever judgment  may  have  been  passed  on  the 
cruel  measure  of  wholesale  expatriation,  it 
was  not  put  in  execution  till  every  resource 
of  patience  and  persuasion  had  been  tried  iu 
vain. 


It  is  probable  that  the  great  majority  of 
intelligent  Englishmen  and  Americans  who 
have  come  upon  the  stage  within  the  lost  gen- 
eration either  have  never  heard  of  John  Wil- 
son Croker,  or  only  know  of  him  as  the  editor 
of  an  edition  of  BoswelUs  Life  of  Johnson  that 
was  petulantly  assailed  by  Macaulay  iu  the 
Edinburgh  Eeciew  for  September,  1S31.  Those 
who  have  derived  their  impressions  of  Croker 
from  Macaulay^s  trenchant  but  manifestly  vin- 
dictivo  review  have  doubtless  set  down  Mr. 
Croker  as  an  obscure  and  insignificant  indi- 
vidual, alike  iguorant,  careless,  inaccurate,  in- 


competent, and  the  possessor  only  of  such 
mean  literary  tastes  and  abilities  as  are  tradi- 
tionally accredited  to  the  purveyors  of  litera- 
ture for  Grub  Street,  And  yet  nothing  could 
be  more  remote  from  the  truth.  For  although 
Mr.  Croker  was  not  a man  of  genius  or  of  re- 
splendent intellectual  powers,  aud  although 
he  never  rendered  his  country  as  great  and 
signal  services  as  were  rendered  by  Pitt  or 
Wellington,  nor  held  positions  as  lofty  as  those 
that  were  filled  by  Canning,  Percival,  Gray, 
Peel,  Derby,  aud  others  of  his  friends  aud  con- 
temporaries, he  was  a vigorous  thinker,  an  in- 
defatigable worker,  a singularly  practical  aud 
clear-sighted  man  of  business,  and  an  able  and 
accurate  writer — in  the  i>olitical  field  one  of 
the  ablest,  and,  as  the  leading  spirit  of  the 
London  Quarterly,  perhaps  the  most  redoubt- 
able and  most  iufiuoutial  writer  of  his  day. 
Moreover,  as  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty  for 
more  than  twenty  years  he  manifested  admin- 
istrative abilities  of  the  first  order ; as  a mem- 
ber of  Parliament  for  a still  longer  period  he 
acquitted  himself  with  distinction  at  a time 
when  he  had  giants  for  colleagues  both  among 
his  political  friends  and  opponents;  and  for 
more  than  fifty  yeai-s,  as  well  after  he  had 
retired  from  the  Admiralty  and  from  public 
life  os  when  he  was  active  iu  both,  and  not- 
withstanding that  he  ha<l  no  endowments  of 
wealth  or  rank,  he  was  the  admitted  peer,  the 
trusted  adviser,  confidant,  and  friend,  and  the 
valued  social  intimate  of  many  of  the  greatest 
nobles  and  commoners  of  England,  and  mate- 
rially influenced  their  political  acts  by  his  wise 
counsels,  his  tact,  his  mdustry,  his  energy,  and 
his  cool  and  sagacious  judgment.  Earely  has 
England  had  a more  intelligent  or  a more  ca- 
pable, and  never  a purer  aud  more  impeccable 
public  servant  than  was  Mr.  Croker  for  the 
twenty-one  years  that  he  was  the  animating 
spirit  of  the  Board  of  Admiralty.  And  like 
his  celebrated  predecessor  in  that  department, 
Samuel  Pepys,  who  also  rose  from  small  be- 
giunings,  his  worth  was  so  conspicuous,  and 
his  usefulness  so  universally  conceded,  that  he 
retained  office  in  the  face  of  numerous  cabinet 
changes,  and  enjoyed  the  confidence  of  succes- 
sive administrations,  until  be  finally  voluntari- 
ly resigned  the  position  under  the  promptings 
of  feelings  of  delicacy  that  were  os  rare  aud  as 
honorable  in  his  day  as  they  are  in  our  own. 
There  are  other  points  of  resemblance  between 
the  two  Secretaries  of  the  Admiralty.  Both 
were  industrious  and  extensive  correspondents 
aud  diarists;  and  their  letters  aud  diaries 
throw  a flood  of  light  upon  the  times  in  which 
they  lived,  upon  the  lives  aud  characters  of 
the  eminent  men  among  'whom  they  moved, 
upon  the  springs  and  motives  of  the  policies 
with  which  they  were  identified,  and  upon  the 
inner  and  secret  history  of  many  of  the  great 
political  movements  and  revolutions  that  they 
witnessed.  Mr.  CrokePs  correspondence  is 
much  fuller,  more  confidential,  aud  infinitely 
more  largely  contributory  to  an  insight  of  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EDITOR’S  LITERARY  RECORD. 


651 


history  of  his  times  than  was  the  correspond- 
ence of  Pepys  to  that  of  the  Restoration.  And 
although  the  diaries  of  Croker  lack  the  many 
curious,  amusing,  gossipy,  and  naif  details  of 
men  and  manners  that  characterize  the  di- 
aries of  Pepys,  they  are  incomparably  ncher 
in  important  historical  materials,  and  intro- 
duce ns  much  more  intimately  to  the  influen- 
tial men  and  movements  of  the  day.  The  Cor- 
reopondence  and  Diaries^  of  Mr.  Croker,  admira- 
bly edited  by  Mr.  Louis  J.  Jennings,  and  now 
published  iu  this  country  by  the  Messrs.  Scrib- 
ner, admit  the  reader  behind  the  scenes  of 
English  official,  court,  and  public  life  for  near- 
ly half  a century,  and  enable  him  to  put  his 
Anger  on  ^^the  very  pulse  of  the  machine.’’ 
In  these  reliqiies  of  a public  functionary  who 
was  intrusted  with  the  administration  of  a 
moat  important  department  of  the  govern- 
ment, and  who  never  ceased  to  be  a watchful 
and  acute  observer  of  men  and  affairs,  we  are 
given  a close  view  not  only  of  the  public 
events  of  the  period  of  which  be  writes,  but 
of  the  men  who  controlled  or  inspired  them, 
and  who  were  active  agents  in  the  great  po- 
litical evolution  that  has  transformed  Eng- 
land within  this  century.  Mr.  Croker  was  on 
confldential  terms  with  George  the  Fourth, 
as  well  when  he  was  Prince  of  Wales  and  Re- 
gent as  when  he  l>ecame  King,  with  the  Duke 
of  Wellington,  Sir  Robert  Peel,  Mr.  Canning, 
Lord  Liverpool,  Lord  Sidmouth,  Chancellor 
Lyndhurst,  and  others,  and  on  friendly  terms 
with  Earls  Grey  and  Derby,  Lords  Palmerston, 
Brougham,  and  Melbourne,  Bishop  Wilberforce, 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  indeed  with  nearly  every 
man  of  note  who  figured  in  public  life  in  Eng- 
land from  1609  to  1857;  and  his  correspond- 
ence with  them,  or  the  entries  fie  makes  in 
his  diaries  concerning  them,  are  rich  in  au- 
thentic facts,  and  in  personal  anecdote^  and 
reminiscences.  Especially  full  and  interesting 
are  Mr.  CrokePs  correspondence  with  and  en- 
tries relative  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  with 
whom  be  was  on  terms  of  the  most  unreserved 
intimacy,  and  whose  friendship  ho  enjoyed  un- 
interruptedly for  nearly  fifty  years.  Not  only 
did  the  Duke  impart  to  him  and  consult  him 
concerning  his  most  cherished  and  most  se- 
cret plans  and  purposes  relative  to  civil  and 
political  affairs,  but  he  confided  to  him  many 
highly  interesting  and  hitherto  unpublished 
facts  connected  with  his  military  services, 
particularly  with  reference  to  the  Peninsular 
battles  and  campaigns,  the  battle  of  Waterloo, 
and  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons.  Another 
feature  of  signal  interest  is  the  large  number 
of  entries  relative  to  George  the  Fourth, 
among  them  being  one  entry  of  great  length 
and  historical  value,  now  first  published,  in 
the  form  of  a statement  dictated  to  him  by 

• The  Croker  Papers.  The  Correspondence  and  Di- 
aries of  the  late  Rtf^ht  Honorable  John  Wilson  Croker, 
LL.D.,eto.,  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty  from  1809  to 
1880.  Edited  by  Louis  J.  JsKKnroe.  In  Two  Volumes, 
8vo,  pp.  584  and  578.  New  York : Charles  Scribner's 
Sons. 


the  King  while  he  was  the  guest  of  royalty 
at  Windsor,  touching  upon  many  topics  of 
cardinal  interest,  including,  among  others,  the 
King’s  vindication  of  himself  from  Tom 
Moore’s  imputation  of  having  unfeelingly 
neglected  Sheridan  in  his  last  illness  and  left 
him  to  die  in  want,  an  explanation  of  his  atti- 
tude toward  Catholic  Emancipation  and  the 
Regency  question,  his  version  of  his  reputed 
marriage  to  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  and  many  inter- 
esting details  explaining  his  relations  with 
his  father  and  mother  iu  their  last  years,  and 
the  policy  that  he  pursued  toward  them  and 
the  ministry,  and  toward  public  affairs  gener- 
ally, in  conformity  with  the  advice  of  his 
quasi-cabinet  counsellors.  Fox,  Burke,  Sheri- 
dan, and  their  associates. 


Samuel  Pepts  and  James  Boswell  will  be 
long  held  in  grateful  remembrance  as  the  most 
delightful  of  gossips  and  the  most  engaging 
of  minute  chroniclers.  Boswell  Is  better  con- 
tinuous reading  than  Pepys,  but  the  latter  is 
far  more  quaint  and  genial  than  the  former, 
and  his  Diary*  has  the  charm,  that  is  often 
missing  in  Boswell’s  Johnom,  of  perfect  can- 
dor, the  most  ingenuous  unreserve,  the  most 
confidential  garrnlousuess,  and  the  utmost 
conversance,  not  with  a single  central  figure 
around  whom  all  others  revolve,  but  with  mul- 
titudes of  men  and  women  in  all  ranks  and 
stations,  from  the  link-boy  to  the  King,  and 
from  the  scullion-maid  to  the  noblest  gentle- 
women and  the  most  dazzling  royal  wantons. 
It  is  the  book  of  books  to  dip  into  at  random, 
to  rummage  for  things  curious  and  entertain- 
ing, to  ransack  for  the  light  it  throws  on  con- 
temporary men,  manners,  morals,  and  society, 
and  to  consult  for  the  valuable  historical  facts 
it  discloses,  and  the  interesting  public  and 
private  events  and  occurrences  it  describes. 
A wonderful  mosaic  of  things,  great  and  small, 
in  church  and  state,  in  politics  and  affairs,  in 
business  and  society,  in  the  world  of  scandal 
and  intrigue,  iu  art,  science,  and  literature, 
and  in  the  daily  and  household  life  and  cus- 
toms of  artisans,  merchants,  gentry,  nobility, 
and  even  of  royalty  itself:  nowhere  else  can 
be  found  so  complete  a bird’s-eye  view  of  the 
England,  or  rather  the  London,  of  the  last 
days  of  the  Rump  and  the  first  nine  years  of 
the  Restoration,  as  in  the  unique  diurnal  jot- 
ting^ of  this  prince  of  gossips  and  most  inde- 
fatigable of  reporters. 

Greatly  as  this  delightful  Diary  has  been 
prized  for  generations  by  scholars,  historians, 
and  lovers  of  curious  or  polite  literature,  it 
has  never  hitherto  been  published  in  its  in- 
tegrity, the  transcript  of  it  by  Lord  Bray- 
brooke,  by  which  it  has  been  heretofore  known, 

* Diary  and  Correspondence  of  Samuel  Pepys^  Esq., 
JP.Jt.S.  Prom  his  MS.  Cipher  in  the  Pepysian  Llbary. 
With  a Life  and  Notes  by  Richard,  Lord  Bbatbrookb, 
Deciphered,  with  Additional  Notes,  by  Rev.  Mtnors 
Bright,  M.A.  In  Ten  Yolumes,  18mo.  New  York: 
Dodd,  Mead,  and  Co. 
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having  been  a fragment  only — a large  frag- 
ment)  it  is  tme,  bnt  still  a fragment.  An  ex- 
amination of  the  original  cipher  manuscript 
in  the  Pepysian  Library,  made  some  three  or 
four  years  ago  by  the  Rev.  Mynors  Bright, 
president  of  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge, 
revealed  the  fact  that  largo  and  important 
omissions  had  been  made  by  the  previons  ed- 
itors, and  led  him,  after  having  twice  careful- 
ly gone  over  the  original  short-hand  in  which 
it  was  written,  to  undertake  the  decipherment 
afresh,  with  the  view  to  its  full  publication, 
with  the  exception  of  such  portions  os  should 
prove  obviously  immaterial  or  unfit  for  pub- 
lication. The  result  is  before  us  in  a new  edi- 
tion of  the  Diary  and  Cctrespondence  of  Pepys, 
containing  about  one-third  more  matter  than 
was  ever  published,  the  new  matter  being  no 
less  characteristic  and  entertaining  than  that 
already  in  the  possession  of  the  public.  Mr. 
Bright  has  also  corrected  numerous  eiTors  that 
defaced  the  former  editions,  and  perverted  or 
obscured  the  meaning  of  the  diarist.  At  the 
same  time,  while  availing  of  the  judicious  his- 
torical, biographical,  and  explanatory  notes  of 
Lord  Braybrooke,  he  has  supplemented  these 
by  numerous  additional  notes,  clearing  up 
many  points  that  Lord  Braybrooke  had  left 
dark  or  ambiguous.  This  new  and  complete 
edition,  which  will  doubtless  become  the 
standard  one,  is  printed  in  ten  convenient  and 
serviceable,  as  well  as  exceedingly  handsome, 
volumes,  averaging  some  350  pages  each ; and 
besides  w'hat  w*e  have  already  specified,  it  con- 
tains the*  excellent  biographical  memoir  pre- 
pared for  his  edition  by  Lord  Braybrooke,  and 
many  valuable  maps,  plans,  diagrams,  and 
drawings  illustrating  places  and  things  re- 
ferred to  in  the  text  as  they  existed  in  the 
lifetime  of  Pepys. 


Ninetkenth-century  readers  are  far  more 
familiar  with  the  phrase  “ Marlow'e^s  mighty 
line”  than  they  are  with  the  mighty  line”  it- 
self, And  it  is  highly  probable  that,  for  the 
most  part,  they  wdll  remain  so,  since  the  pre- 
sent state  of  literary  taste  and  its  obvious  fu- 
ture tendencies  are  such  os  to  render  it  almost 
imfiossible  that  Marlowe’s  dramatic  writings 
^should  ever  become  generally  popular.  His 
style  is  so  remote  from  that  which  the  taste 
•of  to-day  approves,  it  is  so  overloaded  with 
bombast,  hyperbole,  and  other  pronounced  and 
robust  qualities  that  offend  the  ears  and  irri- 
tate dlte  susceptibilities  of  those  w'ho  have 
been  trained  in  the  quiet  and  correct  mediocri- 
ty oftthe  modern  school  of  poetry,  as  to  make 
ns  iusensible  or  antipathetic  to  its  rugged 
grandeur,  its  resounding  miisicalness,  and  its 
tierce  intensity.  And  yet  there  is  no  drama- 
tist of  that  creative  age — scarcely  excepting 
Shakespeare — whose  works  will  more  amply 
reward  iiernsal  and  study  than  his,  not  only 
because  they  are  in  advance  of  the  time,  and 
mark  an  era  in  English  literature . as  the  first 


instances  of  that  more  perfect  dramatic  form 
which  he  introduced,  and  which  was  adopted 
by  his  successors,  bnt  also  because  of  their 
great  intrinsic  beauties  and  excellences,  among 
which  we  may  enumerate  the  loftiness  of  their 
aim,  their  marvellous  power  of  exciting  pity 
or  terror,  their  life  and  movement,  their  sono- 
rous majesty,  their  pathos  and  tragic  force, 
and  their  exhibition  of  that  ^*fine  madness 
w'hich  rightly  should  possess  a poet’s  brain.” 

However  it  may  be  with  superficial  readers, 
scholars  and  poets  must  ever  regard  Marlowe 
with  profound  interest  for  the  important  serv- 
ice he  rendered  to  English  literature  in  his 
brief  span  of  thirty  years.  For  although  he 
w’as  not  the  first  writer  of  English  tragedy, 
Sackville’s  Chrboduc  having  been  written  about 
1660,  some  four  years  before  he  was  born,  he 
was  the  first  to  compose  tragedies  that  should 
have  a lasting  interest  for  men,  and  should 
serve  as  models  for  succeeding  dramatists 
from  Shakespeare  to  our  own  day.”  And  al- 
though he  was  not  the  first  to  introduce  blank 
verse  into  our  literature — that  honor  belong- 
ing to  Surrey,  whose  translation  of  the  second 
and  fourth  books  of  the  .£neid  into  blank 
verse  was  made  in  1556,  bnt  who  had  no  com- 
prehension of  its  large  capabilities,  and  small 
faculty,  or  even  inclination,  for  proving  its 
strength  and  flexibility — he  was  the  first  one 
to  perceive  its  power  and  expressiveness,  the 
first  to  apply  it  to  dramatic  composition  in 
our  tongue  freed  from  the  shackles  of  classical 
models,  and,  as  has  been  justly  said  by  Mr. 
Bnlleu,  the  capable  editor  of  a new*  and  ele- 
gant edition  of  Marlowe’s  W'ork8,to  which  we 
shall  presently  advert,  “it  was  Marlowe  who 
created,  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word,  English 
blank  verse, llnd  constituted  it  the  sole  vehicle 
for  dramatic  expression  for  all  time.”  A fault- 
less edition  of  Marlott^s  intended  as 

the  first  installment  toward  a collective  edi- 
tion of  the  dramatists  who  lived  about  the  time 
of  Shakespeare,  has  been  prepared  by  Mr.  A.  H. 
Biillen,  an  English  scholar  who  is  peculiarly 
fitted  for  the  task  by  the  soundness  of  his  judg- 
ment and  his  familiarity  with  the  early  dram- 
atists. The  text  of  this  edition  has  been  care- 
fully corrected  by  the  early  editions,  after  an 
exhaustive  reading  and  collation  of  Marlowe’s 
recent  editors  and  commentators,  and  it  is 
printed  in  full-page  line  on  paper  of  perfect 
texture  and  quality.  Prefixed  to  the  text  is  a 
scholarly  introduction  by  Mr.  Bnllcn,  partly 
biographical  and  partly  bibliographical,  in 
which  all  the  obscure  or  debated  points  as  to 
Marlow'c’s  life,  and  the  order  and  authorship 
of  the  w'orks  ascribed  to  him,  are  carefully  con- 
sidered. This  fine  edition  is  in  three  hand- 
some octavo  Tolumes,  and  is  limited  to  350 
copies.  It  is  in  all  respects  the  most  desirable 
one  yet  published  for  the  libraries  of  scholars 
or  men  of  literary  taste. 

♦ The  Works  of  CkristopJur  Marlows.  Edited  by  A. 
H.  Bullkn,  B.A.  In  Three  Volames,  8vo. pp.  888,975, 
and  800.  Boston : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Go. 
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Mr.  Hamerton’s  tbongbts  on  any  subject, 
more  especially  if  it  be  one  associated  with 
art,  are  always  sure  to  be  full  of  matter,  al- 
ways fresh,  original,  and  suggestive,  and  al- 
ways clothed  in  choice  and  nervous  English. 
On  whatever  topic  he  writes  he  has  something 
to  say  that  is  worth  saying,  and  therefore 
worth  hearing.  He  has  the  faculty  of  seeing 
things  that  are  invisible  to  the  careless  eye, 
and  it  is  his  wont  to  regard  them  from  points 
of  view  and  under  lights  and  aspects  that  iu- 
vest  them  with  interests  that  escape  the  at- 
tention of  less  close  and  practiced  observers 
than  himself.  Seldom  have  the  powers  of 
observation  and  description  of  this  vigorous 
writer  been  displayed  to  greater  advantage 
than  ill  his  latest  work,  Pari9  in  Old  and  Pre- 
sent Times.*  In  this  beautiful  volume  he  in- 
vites attention  to  many  particulars  in  the 
history  of  the  French  capital,  relating  to  its 
topography  and  architecture,  which  have  an 
intrinsic  interest  to  the  historical  scholar  and 
the  lover  of  art,  but  which  the  great  body  of 
English  and  American  visitors  and  tourists 
regard  with  sublime  indifference.  To  be  duly 
appreciated  the  work  requires  an  amount  of 
previous  historical,  antiquarian,  and  .artistic 
knowledge,  and  a degree  of  interest  iii  each, 
which  are  rarely  possessed  by  average  Paris- 
ians, or  by  the  myriads  from  other  lands  w*ho 
throng  their  gay  city.  But  even  these  will 
hud  much  to  entertain  and  delight  them  in 
Mr.  Hamerton’s  noble  folio.  The  work  con- 
sists of  twelve  studies,  nearly  evenly  divided 
between  the  old  city  and  the  new.  Under  the 
first  division  Mr.  Homertou  gives  an  interest- 
ing sketch  of  ancient  Lutetia,  and  of  the  more 
modern  mediaeval  city  that  crystallized  around 
the  original  site,  in  which  ho  marks  out  the 
boundaries  and  topography  of  each,  and  de- 
scribes their  architectural  characteristics  at 
various  eras,  as  exemplified  by  buildings  hav- 
ing a historical  reputation,  of  which  there  are 
tnistworthy  pictures  or  existing  remains.  In 
the  course  of  these  sketches  he  shows  the  dif- 
ference between  the  ancient  and  modern  ar- 
chitectural fo(ms,  and  traces  the  infiuence 
that  the  older  exerted  upon  the  later  forms  as 
exhibited  in  some  of  the  more  recent  and  im- 
posing erections.  The  second  division  is  ap- 
propriated to  sketches  of  the  Paris  of  to-day, 
its  streets,  more  notable  buildings,  and  pecul- 
iar features  of  its  street  and  social  common 
life.  The  work  is  splendidly  bound  and  print- 
ed, and  is  brilliantly  illustrated  'with  numer- 
ous fine  plates  and  vignettes,  reproduced  from 
rare  old  prints,  drawings,  and  paintings, or  pre- 
pared after  original  designs,  all  of  them  exe- 
cuted by  the  eminent  French  artists  A.  Bmnet- 
Debaines,  H.  Toussaint,  M.  Lalanne,  G.  P.  Jaco- 
net Hood,  Amand  Durand,  A.  P.  Martial,  A.  La- 
lanze,  and  L4on  Lhermitte. 

» Paris  in  Old  and  Present  Times.  With  Especial 
Reference  to  Architecture  and  Topography.  By  Phil- 
ip Gilbert  HAMBRTON,(h^ldsrd*A«ia«f?M>.  With  Many 
Illustrations.  Folio,  pp.  M.  Boston : Roberts  Bro- 
thers. 


The  close  kinship  that  exists  between  the 
arts  of  poetry  and  painting  has  been  made  very 
happily  manifest  by  the  elegant  illustrated  edi- 
tion of  the  Poems  of  Olivet*  Wendell  Holmes*  that 
has  just  been  published  by  Messra.  Houghton, 
Mifflin,  and  Co.  Tho  poems  that  have  been 
chosen  for  illustration  are  twenty-nine  in  num- 
ber, and  comprise  his  finest  lyrics,  ballads, 
and  narrative,  historical,  and  humorous  pieces, 
among  them  being  Old  Ironsides,”  On  Lend- 
ing a Pnnch-Bowl,”  Dorothy  Q,”  “The  Organ 
Blower,”  “A  Ballad  of  the  Boston  Tea  Party,” 
“ Lexington,”  “Grandmother’s  Story  of  Bunker 
Hill  Battle,”  “ Bill  and  Joe,”  and  “ The  Won- 
derful One-hoss  Shay.”  Upon  these  and  their 
companions  in  this  Inxurious  volume  twenty 
artists  have  expended  the  wealth  of  their 
genius,  with  the  result  of  seventy  felicitous 
drawings  thoroughly  imbued  with  the  spirit 
of  the  poet.  That  Dr.  Holmes’s  verse  should 
prove  so  rich  iu  pictorial  suggestiveness  will 
not  be  surprising  to  those  who  are  most  famil- 
iar with  it:  bnt  none  the  less  does  tho  fact 
bear  witness  to  its  poetical  excellence.  Sub- 
jected to  a like  test,  there  are  few  of  our  minor 
poets  from  whose  verse  the  sister  art  could 
glean  as  rich  a harvest.  The  poems  are  pre- 
faced by  a tender  retrospective  poem,  now 
first  published,  in  which  the  poet  alludes  with 
cheerful  peusiveness  to  the  “ dim  November’s 
narrowing  day”  that  symbolizes  his  own  ad- 
vancing years,  and  bids  his  “ pictured  rhymes,” 
for  loving  readers  meaut,  go  and  bring  back 
tbe  smiles  tbeir  jocund  morning  lent, and  warm 
their  hearts  with  sunshine  yet  unspent.  The 
volume  is  one  of  tho  most  elegant  and  tasteful 
of  the  year. 

Mr.  Wiluam  Martin  Conway  has  earned  a 
title  to  the  gratitude  of  bibliophilists  and  lov- 
ers of  ort,  and  more  especially  of  artists  in  wood- 
engraving,  by  bis  exhaustive  and  carefully  ex- 
ecuted account  of  The  Wood-Cuiiers  of  the  Neth- 
erlands in  the  Fifteenth  Century.'*  The  work  is 
in  reality  a historical  sketch  of  the  infancy  of 
tho  art  of  engraving  on  wood  in  tbe  Low  Coun- 
tries from  the  date  of  tho  introdnetion  of  mova- 
ble types  in  the  Netherlands  down  to  the  end 
of  the  year  1500,  and  is  the  result  of  prolonged 
research  and  a patient  study  of  all  the  early 
examples  of  woo<l-cats  executed  in  Holland 
and  Belgium  within  the  period  named.  The 
w'ork  comprises  a complete  list  of  all  the  wood- 
outs  falling  within  these  limits  as  to  time  and 
place,  an  identification  of  their  authors,  a vori- 
tication  of  the  dates  of  tbeir  prodnetion,  a de- 
scription of  tho  subjects  treated  iu  them,  and 
critical  estimates  of  their  technical  and  artistic 
merits,  and  of  tho  comparative  originality  and 

• Illustrated  Poems  qf  Oliver  WendeU  Holmes.  With 
IHastrations  by  George  F.  Barse,  P'rederiok  Crownin- 
sbield,  Frances  Houston,  William  F.  Halsall,  Howard 
Pyle,  William  U.  Shelton,  William  'TSmedley,  William 
L.  Taylor,  S.  A.  Schoff,  Ross  Turner,  etc.  Folio,  pp.  89. 
Boston : Houghton,  Mifflin,  and  Co. 

’ The  Wood- Cutters  of  (he  Netherlands  in  the  Fifteenth 
Century.  In  Three  Parts.  By  William  Martin  Con- 
way. 8vo,  pp.  858.  Cambridge : University  Press. 


Digitized 


Google 


Original  from  ^ 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


654 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


graphic  skill  displayed  by  their  authors  or  pro- 
ducers. Mr.  Conway  describes  the  course  of 
the  art  from  the  rude  and  simple  wood-cuts  on 
blocks  in  the  old  block  books  prior  to  1475,  un- 
til the  increased  technical  perfection  of  wood- 
cats  and  their  larger  manifestation  of  the  pic- 
torial element  led  to  their  introduction  into 
printed  books  as  illustrations.  His  treatise 
naturally  falls  into  three  parts,  in  each  of  which 
prominence  is  given  in  turn  to  the  wood-cutter, 
the  wood-cuts,  and  the  printer.  The  first  part 
is  a brief  general  history  of  the  art  in  the  Neth- 
erlands during  the  period  we  have  designated, 
as  illustrated  by  the  works  and  workmanship 
of  the  early  wood-cutters ; the  second  exempli- 
fies the  early  associated  history  of  printing  and 
wood-cutting  by  a descriptive  catalogue  of  the 
single  cuts  or  sets  of  cuts  made  by  each  of  the 
early  wood-cutters,  with  the  order  and  dates 
of  their  printing  and  publication  and  the  names 
of  the  books  in  which  they  appeared ; and  the 
third  is  devoted  to  a descriptive  list  of  the  ear- 
liest books  containing  w^ood-cuts,  accompanied 
by  the  dates  when  they  "were  published,  the 
names  of  the  presses  on  which  they  were  print- 
ed, and  the  names  of  the  places  or  collections 
where  such  of  them  as  are  extant  are  still  pre- 
served. While  broadly  following  the  order  of 
time,  Mr.  Conway  has  brought  the  several  work- 
men or  schools  of  workmen  together  by  a group- 
ing in  sections  or  chapters,  so  that  the  rise,  de- 
velopment, and  decay  of  a local  school  of  wood- 
cutting may  be  easily  followed.  First  come 
the  block  books,  which  are  treated  only  as  af- 
fording materials  for  the  later  printer  who 
wished  to  illustrate  his  books.  Then  come 
the  workers  in  pure  line,  and,  closely  linked  to 
these,  the  workmen  employed  by  Gerard  Leeu 
at  Gouda  and  Antwerp,  the  Haarlem  vrorkman 
Jacob  Bellaert  and  his  school,  early  connected 
with  Leeu,  and  the  foreign  wood-cuts  intro- 
duced by  Leeu  from  France  and  Germany. 
After  this  are  four  chapters  successively  de- 
voted to  the  work  produced  at  Zwolle,  and  the 
workmen  who  practiced  the  art  there  and  at 
Delft,  Brussels,  Louvain,  Gouda,  Deventer,  Ley- 
den, and  Schoonhoven.  The  history  closes  with 
a chapter  on  the  late  Antwerp  wood-cuts,  he- 
longing  almost  wholly  to  the  last  decade  of 
the  fifteenth  century,  and  with  an  appendix  in 
which  an  account  is  given  of  the  productions 
of  Arend  de  Key  sere's  wood-cutter  at  Ghent, 
from  1480  to  1490.  Mr.  Conway's  zeal  as  an 
antiquarian,  his  wide  bibliographical  know- 
ledge, and  his  scrupulons  accnracy  are  visible 
in  every  section  of  his  recondite  monograph. 


A OOOD  illustration  of  the  tireless  activity 
of  human  thought  in  its  search  for  and  accu- 
mulation of  knowledge,  and  also  of  the  end- 
less change  and  incessant  movement  that  are 
going  on  in  thq  world,  is  afforded  by  tbe  in- 
stallment of  the  Supplement  to  McClintock 
and  Strong’s  CyclqpcBdia^  of  Bxblicalj  Theological, 

^ Cydopetdia  of  BiUical^  Thidlogicalt  and  SedeHoi- 


and  Eodeciastioal  Literature,  which  has  jnst  is- 
sued from  the  press  of  the  Messrs.  Harper. 
When  the  earlier  volumes  of  this  comprehen- 
sive work  were  published,  it  was  generally  con- 
ceded by  scholars  that  they  were  practically 
exhaustive  of  the  information  that  was  then 
attainable  in  the  important  departments  of 
literatnre  to  which  their  titles  w'ere  devoted. 
Seventeen  years  only,  or  a little  over  the  half 
of  a generation,  has  elapsed  since  the  first  vol- 
ume of  the  work  was  published;  but  in  the 
interval,  so  active  have  been  the  labors  and 
investigations  of  scholars,  so  numerous  and 
important  their  publications,  and  so  vast  the 
accumulation  of  new  material,  or  of  that  which 
was  then  undiscovered  or  unattainable,  that 
even  before  the  completion  of  the  final  volume 
of  the  work,  covering  all  the  letters  of  the  al- 
phabet, it  was  discovered  that  a Supplement 
would  be  needed  in  order  to  bring  all  the  depart- 
ments of  the  Cyclopsedia  thoroughly  abreast 
of  the  present  state  of  knowledge.  Accord- 
^he  surviving  editor.  Rev.  James  Strong, 
S.T.D.,  and  his  collaborators,  set  themselves 
afresh  to  its  preparation,  and  with  commend- 
able promptitude  they  have  now  completed  a 
large  oqtavo  of  993  pages,  comprising  nearly 
12,000  titles,  from  A to  CN,  containing  valuable 
additions  in  Biblical  topography,  ecclesiastic- 
al archaeology,  church  history  aud  literature, 
Christian  art,  aud  mythological  literature, 
brought  dowu  to  the  latest  dates.  They  have 
also  incorporated  with  the  general  titles  a 
dictionary  of  religious  biography  much  more 
oompreheusive  thau  any  that  has  been  hither- 
to attempted,  in  the  form  of  brief  sketches  not 
only  of  eminent  but  also  of  comparatively  ob- 
scure iudividuols,  some  acquaintance  with 
whom  is  essential  to  a full  view  of  church 
history,  religious  doctrine  and  literature,  aud 
the  movement  aud  development  of  modem  re- 
ligious thought.  These  biographical  entries 
occupy  about  oue-eightb  of  the  volume.  Al- 
though the  volume  contains  many  articles  of 
coDsiderahle  length,  these  are  exceptional, 
one  of  its  most  valuable  features  being  the 
great  brevity  of  the  largo  majority  of  its  titles, 
and  the  large  amount  of  recondite  or  practical- 
ly useful  information  that  is  condensed  in  a 
few  lines.  It  will  be  observed  that  this  first 
volume  of  the  Supplement  disposes  of  less  than 
one-third  of  the  letters  of  the  alphabet.  This, 
however,  is  dne  to  the  fact  already  adverted 
to,  of  the  enormous  accumulatiou  of  material 
since  the  publication  of  the  corresponding  let- 
ters in  the  main  Cyclopcedia  some  seventeen 
years  ago.  As  the  editors  proceed  the  addi- 
tions will  he  less  extensive.  The  Cyclopsedia 
smd  Snpplement  combined  form  the  most  com- 
prehensive work  of  the  kind,  adapted  to  pop- 
ular as  well  as  professional  use,  that  has  yet 
been  published. 

Heal  Literature.  Prepared  by  the  Rev.  John  McClin- 
TOCK,  D.D..  and  Jambs  Stbono,  S.T.D.  Supplement. 
Vol.  1. : A-CN.  Royal  8vo,  pp.  New  York : Har- 
per and  Brothers. 
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OUK  Record  U closed  on  the  19th  of  Janu- 
ary.— In  Congress  bills  were  passed  as  fol- 
lows: Liquor  Traffic  Commission)  Senate,  De- 
cember 22  ; Naval  Appropriation,  $6,120,155  48, 
Senate,  December  23,  House,  January  10 ; Ore- 
gon Central  Land  Forfeiture, Senate,  January  6; 
Piegan  Indians  Appropriation,  $50,000,  House, 
January  6 ; Pension  Appropriation,  $59,976,000, 
House,  January  6;  Kcagap  Interstate  Com- 
merce, House,  January  8;  Hawley  resolution  on 
tbe  Sberman-Davis  letter,  Senate,  January  13; 
placing  General  Grant  on  tbe  retired  list  of  tbe 
army,  Senate,  January  14;  French  Spoliation 
claims,  House,  January  14 ; Chinese  Indemnity, 
House,  January  14. 

The  official  figures  of  the  late  Presidential 
election,  as  reported  by  the  Librarian  of  Con- 
gress, are  as  follows ; Total  vote  cast,  10,040,868, 
Cleveland  receiving 4,910,975;  Blaine,  4,845,022; 
St.  John,  151,443 ; Butler,  133,428.  Cleveland’s 
plurality  over  Blaine  is  65,953.  Northern  Dem- 
ocratic vote,  3,194,832 ; Southern  Democratic 
vote,  1,716,143.  Total  Republican  vote  in  Re- 
publican States,  2,599,331 ; total  Republican 
vote  ill  Democratic  States,  2,246,091.  St.  John 
vote  in  Republican  States,  99,082;  in  Demo- 
cratic States,  52,369.  Butler  vote  in  Repub- 
lican States,  93,127 ; in  Democratic  States, 
40,301.  Democratic  vote  in  Democratic  States, 
2,719,098 ; Democratic  vote  in  Republican 
States,  2,191,777.  Northern  Republican  vote, 
3,589,056. 

Tbe  House,  January  5,  refused  to  name  a 
day  for  considering  the  Bankruptcy  Bill,  and 
rejected  Mr.  Hiscock’s  bill  to  reduce  tbe  inter- 
nal taxes  on  tobacco,  etc.,  by  about  $^10,000,000. 
Tbe  Mexican  War  Pension  Bill,  with  tbe  Sen- 
ate amendments,  also  failed  of  a two-thirds  vote 
in  the  House.  Mr.  Buckner’s  bill. to  suspend 
the  issue  of  standard  silver  dollars  was  tabled 
in  the  House  January  7. 

Both  Houses  of  Congress  took  a holiday  re- 
cess from  December  24  to  Jannai'y  5. 

Hon.  John  P.  Jones  was  r^lected  United 
States  Senator  from  Nevada  January  14. 

Governor  Grover  Cleveland,  of  New  York, 
resigned  January  6,  and  Lieateuant-Gb)veruor 
Hill  was  sworn  in  as  his  successor. 

The  Connecticut  Legislature,  January  7, 
elected  Henry  H.  Harrison,  tbe  Republican 
nominee.  Governor,  no  candidate  having  re- 
ceived a majority  at  the  November  election. 

The  French  Senate,  December  27,  adopted 
the  entire  budget  by  a vote  of  174  to  34,  in- 
cluding a clause  establishing  the  principle  of 
the  taxation  of  religious  bodies. 

In  the  elections  in  France  December  21,  the 
complete  Autonomist  list  of  Senatorial  dele- 
gates was  chosen  in  Paris.  The  Opportunists 
were  successful  at  Dijon  and  Grenoble,  and  the 
Irreconcilables  at  Lyons. 

Advices  from  Ha-Noi  assort  that  after  the  de- 


feat of  the  6000  Chinese  near  Chu  by  General 
Negrier,  12,000  Chinese  returned  and  resumed 
hostilities.  General  Negrier  attacked  them, 
penetrated  their  positions  defended  by  forts 
and  tiers  of  batteries,  and  rexmlsed  and  routed 
the  Chinese,  who,  after  an  active  resistance, 
abandoned  their  positions.  The  Chinese  lost 
600  killed  and  large  numbers  of  wounded.  The 
French  losses  in  both  battles  were  three  officers 
wounded,  nineteen  men  killed,  and  sixty-five 
wounded. 

Another  attempt  upon  the  life  of  the  Czar 
was  made  by  the  Nihilists  December  7,  by 
loosing  the  rails  of  the  track  over  which  his 
train  was  passing  on  the  way  to  8t.  Peters- 
burg. Fortunately  the  plot  was  discovered  in 
time  to  prevent  its  consummation. 

DISASTERS. 

December  18. — Roman  Catholic  Orphan  Asy- 
lum, St.  Mark’s  and  Albany  avenues,  Brooklyn, 
burned.  Twenty-three  children  and  one  Sister 
of  Charity  lost. 

December  23. — ^'Pheatre  Comique,  Broadway, 
New  York,  destroyed  by  fire. 

December  27. — ^Earthquake  in  Spain.  Great 
loss  of  life  and  much  property  damaged. 

January  12, — Many  vessels  wrecked  and  lives 
lost  in  a gale  off  the  British  coast. 

January  15. — Steamer  Admiral  Mooreom  sunk 
in  collision  off  Holyhead.  A number  of  lives 
lost. — Forty-eight  men  killed  by  a col|iery  ex- 
plosion at  Litvin,  France. 

January  18. — Seventeen  maniacs  burned  to 
death  in  a hospital  at  Kankakee,  Illinois. 

OBITUARY. 

December  25. — ^In  New  York,  Professor  Will- 
iam Darling,  aged  seventy-nine  years. 

January  3. — In  Brooklyn,  E.  D.,  George  D. 
Bennett,  founder  of  the  Brooklyn  aged 

sixty-one  years. 

January  4. — In  Brooklyn,  New  York,  Rev. 
Dr.  Noah  Hunt  Scheuck,  aged  sixty  years. — In 
Portland,  Maine,  Ex-Govemor  Abner  Coburn, 
in  his  eight^^-second  year. 

January  7. — ^At  Bordentown,  New  Jersey, 
George  M,  Wright,  State  Treasurer,  aged  sixty- 
seven  years. 

January  9. — ^lu  New  Orleans,  Mrs.  MjTa 
Clark  Gaines,  aged  seventy-eight  years. 

January  12. — In  Rome,  Italy,  John  B.  Jervis, 
builder  of  the  Croton  Aqueduct,  in  his  nine- 
tieth year. 

January  13. — At  Mankato,  Minnesota,  Schuy- 
ler Colfax,  ex- Vice-President  of  the  United 
States,  aged  sixty-two  years. — In  New  York, 
Isaiah  Rynders,  aged  eighty-one  years. 

January  14, — In  New  Haven,  Connecticut, 
Professor  Benjamin  Silliman,  aged  sixty-eight 
years. 

January  17. — In  Paris,  Edmond  Francois  Va- 
lentin About,  aged  fifty-seven  years. 
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The  Drawer  would  like  to  know,  and  like 
to  have  a communication  from,  the  young 
man  who  has  just  attained  his  majority  who 
will,  at  a date  wo  need  not  now  fix,  he  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States.  The  young  man 
exists  somewhere,  and  we  hope  he  is  in  train- 
ing for  his  high  office.  On  the  8th  of  January 
last  Prince  Edward  of  Wales,  who  is  predes- 
tined, if  all  goes  well  with  him,  to  he  King  of 
England,  came  of  age.  He  is  marked  and  sot 
apart;  ho  is  under  certain  bonds  of  behavior; 
his  education  to  be  a king  must  seriously  be- 
gin, and  all  England  is  interested  in  it;  it  will 
watch  every  action  and  criticise  every  tenden- 
cy. He  is  no  longer  a free  man,  and  he  can 
not  be  self-supporting ; there  is  no  occupation 
he  can  enter  on  for  gaining  a livelihood  con- 
sistent with  his  coming  dignity.  The  govern- 
ment must  vote  him  an  annual  supply  of  mon- 
ey, and  he  must  have  an  establishment,  and  be- 
gin to  play  his  rdle.  If  he  is  a lad  of  spirit,  he 
must  chafe  under  this  espionage,  this  restraint, 
and  the  limitations  of  his  dependent  condition. 
His  subjects  hold  the  purse-string ; his  subjects 
demand  that  he  shall  be  this  and  shall  not  be 
that ; his  subjects  have  now  the  ballot,  and  can 
cut  him  oif  with  a shilling,  or  put  him  one  side 
altogether.  Subjects  T To  what,  alas!  has  the 
king  business  come  in  this  nineteenth  century  f 
Our  American  lad — who  may  be  reading  this 
paragraph  about  himself,  for  we  trust  that  ho 
can  read,  and  has  not,  like  Andrew  Johnson, 
put  off  this  elegant  accomplishment  till  after 
his  majority — is  under  no  such  limitations  as 
his  English  brother,  Edward  of  Wales.  Bill 
of  the  United  States — for  wo  have  no  fiction  by 
which  he  would  bo  called  by  some  fictitious 
title,  for  Instance,  Bill  of  Nicaragua — is  proba- 
bly unconscious  of  his  high  destiny.  By  the 
time  he  takes  the  chair  at  Washington,  or 
wherever  the  chair  then  stands,  he  will  be  the 
ruler,  more  potent  for  four  years  than  the  King 
of  England,  over  100,000,000  of  people,  and  have 
to  execute  the  affairs  of  the  most  vigorous  em- 
pire in  existence.  If  he  now  expects  this  honor, 
it  is  safe  to  say  he  will  be  disappointed,  for  the 
voters  nowadays  never  choose  a man  who  lays 
pipes  for  the  place  in  advance.  It  is  safe  to 
say  that  ho  is  ignorant  of  his  destiny. 

If  it  were  otherwise,  if  we  all  knew  the 
young  fellow  just  come  of  age  who  is  to  be 
President  by-and-by,  what  an  embarrassment 
it  would  be  for  us  and  for  him!  What  a life 
ho  would  lead  with  the  reporters  of  the  news- 
papers! How  could  ho  escape  the  snares  laid 
for  him  by  the  mothers  who  would  like  to  be 
the  mothers-in-law  of  a President  f If  he  is  in 
college,  how  self-conscious  the  tutors  would  be 
when  they  marked  him,  and  how  impossible  it 
would  be  for  him  to  acquit  himself  well  at 
foot-ball  with  the  eyes  of  the  nation  on  him! 
With  what  content  could  he  humbly  follow  a 
mule  on  a canal  tow-path,  which  he  may  at  this 


moment  bo  doing,  with  credit  to  himself,  and 
with  an  eye  to  the  appearance  of  this  achieve- 
ment in  his  biography.  Is  the  young  man  a dep- 
uty-sheriff! Is  he  waiting  for  clients  with  his 
heels  on  the  table  in  some  country  law-office! 
Is  ho  just  beginning  to  concern  himself  with 
ward  politics  with  the  idea  that  the  “gentle- 
man in  politics”  is  to  be  the  w'inning  card  in 
the  future  ! Is  he  teaching  school  wi  th  a view  of 
discharging  his  college  debts  ! or  is  he  running 
up  college  debts  without  any  view  of  teaching 
school  to  discharge  them  ! Or  has  he  gone  into 
farming  in  the  West,  in  order  to  come  for^yard 
as  Cincinnatus  at  the  right  moment,  leaving 
his  steam  gang-plough  in  the  furrow! 

All  roads  in  the  United  States  lead  to  the 
Presidency,  and  it  is  impossible  to  tell  what 
road  our  young  man  is  travelling.  But  if  we 
knew  him,  how  uneasy  we  should  be  about 
him ! If  he  is  poor — and  the  chance  is  that  he 
is  poor,  and  at  a serious  disadvantage  about  his 
education — would  Congress  vote  him  $15,000  a 
year  in  order  to  put  him  in  training  for  his 
great  place,  so  that  the  nation  need  not  be 
ashamed  of  him  when  he  comes  into  the  White 
House!  The  President  of  the  United  States 
ought  to  be  able  to  write  English,  and  to 
speak  three  or  four  languages  besides  his  own 
— at  least  French  and  German  and  Spanish. 
Prince  Edward  of  Wales  is  being  educated  for 
his  position.  The  probability  is  that  he  is  not 
any  brighter  than  our  expected  President,  who 
is  struggling  along  unknown  and  unaided,  but 
he  is  being  trained  in  the  knowledge  that  will 
be  most  useful  to  him.  It  would  be  very  morti- 
fying to  us  if  we  knew  how  ignorant  our  young 
man  may  be  at  this  moment,  as  ignorant  of 
history  and  politics  as  of  social  usages.  We 
should  all  want  a hand  in  his  education ; we 
should  wani  to  mark  out  his  career.  We 
should  probably  spoil  him. 

Lightly  as  it  may  be  treated,  this  is  really  a 
very  serious  matter.  The  young  man  is  living 
here,  and  is  well  known  to  some  of  us.  And 
as  no  decent  young  man  can  be  sure  that  he  is 
not  the  man,  what  follows  ! Why,  that  every 
young  man  ought  to  conduct  himself  in  such 
a manner  that  his  biography,  when  his  cam- 
paign life  is  written,  will  be  pleasant  reading, 
and  so  that  he  will  be  in  some  measure  fitted 
for  the  office  to  which  he  is  to  be  elected. 
This  is  not  a piece  of  moralizing;  it  is  a mat- 
ter of  common-sense.  In  order  to  carry  on  a 
republic  successfully,  the  general  average  of 
conduct  and  ability  must  be  high.  If  we  were 
able  to  pick  out  our  man  now  and  set  him 
apart  and  train  him,  we  could  get  on  as  well 
as  they  do  in  England,  and  It  would  not  be 
much  matter  what  became  of  the  other  young 
fellows.  But  the  risks  of  our  position  are 
much  greater.  It  is  useless  for  us  to  say  that 
the  ballot  is  our  protection,  and  that  at  the 
proper  time  we  shall  elect  the  best  man.  The 
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fact  is  that  the  man  we  shall  elect  (at  the  time 
that  it  is  unnecessary  to  name)  is  already  des- 
ignated by  a decree  certain,  and  he  is  sure  to 
come  to  his  position,  whereas  Prince  Edward 
of  Wales  may  never  he  King  of  England.  Bnt 
if  the  Drawer  knew  his  name  it  wonld  care- 
fully couceal  it  from  him  and  from  the  public. 


It  seems  not  unnatural  that  a Boston  corre* 
spondeot  should  make  a Chicago  man  the  hero 
of  this  incident  in  what  is  called  real  life : 

A prominent  merchant  of  one  of  onr  West- 
ern cities,  who  counts  his  dollars  with  seven 
figures,  but  who,  iu  the  ardent  pnrsnit  of 
wealth,  has  neglected  such  frivolities  os  liter- 
ature and  art,  was  recently  visiting  Boston 
with  his  family,  and  seeing  the  sights  of  the 
Hub.”  In  the  course  of  his  wanderings  he 
entered  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  and  after 
gazing  superciliously  around  at  the  coutents 
thereof,  his  attention  finally  rested  upon  some 
fine  paintings  by  Gustave  Dor6,  which  were  at 
the  time  the  pride  of  the  city.  These  seemed 
to  interest  him,  for,  turning  to  his  guide,  he 
said,  “ G.  Dor6  f G.  Dord  ? are  these  by  G.  Dor6  T” 

On  receiving  an  afiirmative  response  he  con- 
tinued, ^^It  seems  to  mo  that  ho  has  improved 
greatly  of  late,  hasn’t  hef” 

The  guide,  remembering  that  the  artist  had 
been  dead  some  time,  struggled  awhile  with 
the  desire  to  be  truthful,  but  delighted  that 
the  great  man  had  at  last  found  something  to 
interest  him,  finally  doubtfully  answered  that 
perhaps  he  had. 

Then  the  Westerner  called  his  son  to  him: 
‘‘John,  see  these  pictures  by  G. DorA  Yes,  it 
certainly  seems  to  mo  he  has  improved  very 
much.  G.  Dord  f G.  Dor6 1 1u  painted  our 

house  in  Chicago 

WiiY  should  such  a simple  republican  inci- 
dent as  this  seem  amusing  f — 

On  a very  hot  day  last  July  a plain  old  Phil- 
adelphia millionaire  was  standing  in  front  of 
the  Continental  Hotel,  on  Chestnut  Street, 
holding  his  hat  iu  his  hand,  and  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow.  A passer- b}’,  tak- 
ing him  for  a beggar,  dropped  a nickel  in  his 
hat ; and  the  millionaire  looked  in  his  hat,  and 
simply  stared  at  the  retreating  philanthropist 
with  open  mouth. 

Will  the  bestowal  of  this  nickel  be  credited 
to  the  giver  at  the  lost  dayt 


The  aDstheiic  growth  of  this  country  since 
the  Philadelphia  Exposition  has  been  phenom- 
enal. There  is  no  town  so  remote  from  the 
sea-board  as  not  to  have  felt  the  art  impulse, 
scarcely  one  that  has  not  an  art  establishment 
that  'would  shine  in  the  Kue  de  la  Paix.  Iu 
going  through  one  of  these  establishments  in 
a Western  city,  the  reporter  (who  is  a college 
graduate)  of  the  thriving  daily  discovered  the 
following  treasure : “They  also  have  a number 
of  the  works  of  the  more  prominent  authors 
illustrated  for  the  holiday  trade.  Something 


new  in  this  lino  is  the  Longfellow  PoHfolio, 
This  is  a special  edition,  and  is  limited  to  five 
hundred  copies.  The  engravings  are  by  the 
eminent  French  artist  De  Luxe.” 


THE  TRIBUTE  TO  THE  “MINOTAUR.” 
....“’Twas  thus  I dreamed,” said  my  friend  to  me. 
“ More  girls  for  Minotaur  I”  said  he. 

But  where,  said  I,  is  the  galley  fair, 

With  gilded  oar,  the  wave  dividing, 

And  mast  en wreathed  with  roses  rare, 

’Tween  banks  of  blossomed  myrtle  gliding? — 

Its  hapless  freight  their  sad  eyes  hiding— 

“ By  different  routes,”  said  my  friend  to  me, 

“They  travel— all  wide-awake  1”  said  he. 

But  where,  said  I,  is  the  high-walled  town. 

Its  cruel  gates  behind  them  closing, 

Its  deaf,  white  temples  looking  down 
On  the  pale  victims,  some  reposing, 

In  terror's  death-like  stupor  dozing? 

“The  cities  they  leave,”  said  my  friend  to  me, 

“Are  built  in  a different  style,”  said  he. 

And  where,  said  I,  is  the  monster’s  own 
AU-hideous  den?  with  black  steps  leading 
Up  ’neath  the  gloomy  arch  of  stone? 

With  foul  and  flapping  vultures  feeding— 

Where  is  that  horrible  place  exceeding? 

“In  a brown-stone  front,”  said  my  friend  to  me, 

“ M.  Taur,  Esquire,  lives  now,”  said  he. 

What,  said  I,  is  the  man-beast’s  guise? 

Joins  he  to  glorious  form  celestial 
Hot  bellowing  mouth,  and  mad  brute  eyes. 

And  curled  ferocious  forehead  bestial?- 
Loathliest  of  all  on  globe  terrestrial ! 

“ Poole  makes  his  coats,”  said  my  friend  to  mo, 
“And  Sanders  and  Johnson  his  hats,” said  he. 

And  oh ! said  I,  yon  delicate  maids. 

In  happy  homes  long  fondly  tended. 

So  fair  beneath  their  glinting  braids. 

So  young,  so  meek,  all  undefended— 

Must  they  in  merciless  maw  be  rended? 

“You're  behind  the  times,”  said  my  friend  to  me ; 
“He  doesn’t  eat  ’em  now,”  said  he, 

“ As  did  the  original  old  M.  T. 

He’ll  marry  one  of  the  lot — 'twill  be 
The  match  of  the  season,  decidedly. 

....The  rest?— they’ll  be  picked  up,  don't  you  see. 
By  friends  of  Taury,  presently ; 

And  they'll  all  have  out  trousseaux  from  Worth,” 
said  he.  Nemo. 

The  following  story  is  not  inserted  on  ac- 
count of  its  truth,  although  it  is  vouched  for 
by  the  most  trustworthy  man  iu  Maryland,  nor 
as  a contribution  to  natural  history,  though  it 
has  value  in  that  regard,  but  simply  os  an  il- 
lustratiou  of  the  character  of  the  “ East  Shore” 
people : 

Captain  Green,  a typical  representative  of 
the  Eastern  Shore  of  this  State,  and  hospitable 
and  genial  as  the  days  are  long,  says  that  years 
ago,  when  he  was  a schooner  captain  trading 
iu  the  Chesapeake  Bay  and  tributaries,  when 
off  Patuxent  River  iu  a dead  calm  he  killed  a 
coot,  a species  of  wild -duck  proverbial  for 
their  toiighuess  and  their  tenacity  in  holding 
on  to  life.  When  fired  at  they  will  always 
dive  at  the  flash  of  a gun,  aud  being  very  quick 
in  their  movements,  it  is  exceedingly  difficult 
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to  bib  tliem.  Haviog  secnred  bis  coot,  be  in- 
structed bis  colored  cook  to  pat  it  in  the  pot 
with  some  potatoes  and  make  a stew  of  it  for 
dinner.  Shortly  after  (this  was  nine  o’clock 
in  the  morning),  a breeze  sprang  up,  which 
soon  increased  to  a gale,  so  much*  so  that  it 
was  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon  before 
Green  bad  a chance  to  get  his  dinner.  As  be 
was  going  into  the  cabin  (the  schooner  was 
now  off  Sharp’s  Island)  be  saw  some  coots 
ahead  in  the  water.  Getting  bis  gnn  (a  flint- 
lock) 06  quickly  as  be  could,  he  took  aim  at  the 
coots  and  pulled  trigger.  And,  boys,”  he  said, 
“you  may  believe  me  or  not,  but  when  that  coot 
in  the  pot  saw  the  flash  iu  the  pan  of  the  gun, 
bo  dived  down  iu  that  pot,  kicking  off  the  lid, 
and  sending  more  than  half  of  the  potatoes  on 
the  galley  floor.”  


A DEVOUT  and  worthy  gentleman  is  the 
clergyman  of  a parish  not  twenty  miles  south 
of  Chicago.  His  congregation  was  somewhat 
amused  at  the  singularity  of  one  of  bis  an- 
nouucemcuts  on  the  evening  of  December  5, 
which  was  as  follows: 

Remember  our  communion  service  next 
Sunday  forenoon.  The  Lord  will  be  with  us 
during  the  morning  services,  and  the  bishop 
iu  the  evening.”  

UNDER  A SEA-SPELL. 

Oh  ! dear  Clark  Russell,  como  sail  with  me, 

And  we’ll  climb  the  “comb”  of  the  “yeasty  sea”; 
You’ll  “gaff”  the  “lee  scuppers”  “taut”  and  fast, 
And  “fly”  the  gay  “helm”  from  the  “locker”  mast. 
We’ll  .sit  on  the  “spanker’*  In  “boora’Mng  weather, 
And  smoke  the  “bo’s-iin’s”  “pipe”  together; 

We’ll  sup  on  “pannikins”  rich  and  brown. 

And  with  “coppers”  of  “spuds”  will  wash  them 
down; 

While  you  “ clew  up”  the  “ sextant”  with  “ binnacle” 
“stays,” 

I’ll  fill  the  “studding-sails”  with  “haze.” 

When  the  “scuttle-butts”  are  “yawping”  wide. 
We’ll  sit  on  the  “port”  “log”  side  by  side; 

We’ll  pace  the  “ halyards”  with  happy  feet, 

While  the  “futtock  shrouds”  and  the  “ratlines” 
meet ; 

We’ll  “sight”  the  “grampus”  “athwart”  the  sea. 
And  “gig”  him  “astern”  the  “bows”  “N.E.”; 
We'll  “royar’-ly  dine  on  the  “cable”  at  ease. 

And  pluck  the  fruit  from  the  full  “cross-trees.” 
And  in  the  “ vang”  of  the  pale  moonlight 
We’ll  lounge  on  the  “ dog-vano”  and  “ box”  his 
“bight.” 

The  “ mate”  will  “ batten”  the  “ deck”  to  the  “ tiller,” 
And  “let  fly”  the  “cuddy”  so  the  breeze  will  “fill 
her.” 

As  the  “star  flakes”  pulse  In  the  “gray-green”  air 
We’ll  kindle  the  “compass”  and  get  up  a “flare”; 
While  you  “keep  watch”  In  the  “skipper's”  “keel,” 
I’ll  “go  below”  and  “brace”  the  “wheel.” 

Oh!  never  fear  to  “ship”  with  me. 

Your  yams  have  made  me  “jam  up”— on  the  sea ! 

Mel  R.  Colquitt. 


A CENTURY  or  more  ago,  wbat  is  now  the 
tbriving  little  city  of  Manchester,  New  Hamp- 
shire, with  its  thirty-seven  thousand  inhab- 
itants, was  a bowling  wilderness.”  Just  bow 
much  it  was  in  the  habit  of  bowliug,!  know 


not ; but  it  was  certainly  a wilderness.  The 
soil  was  largely  sand ; the  remainder  was  rook. 
But  if  the  soil  furnished  them  a scanty  supply 
of  food,  the  Merrimao  River  was  quite  gener- 
ous. Iu  the  spring  it  teemed  with  fish,  and 
then  was  their  harvest  of  meat.  Salmon,  shad, 
alowives,  and  lamper-cels  ascended  the  river. 
At  this  time  all  other  business  was  dropped, 
and  enough  flsb  were  caught  and  salted  down 
by  every  family  to  last  until  the  next  spring 
should  bring  more  fish.  It  was  so  important 
to  begin  when  the  first  flsh  came  in  sight  that 
a man  was  often  stationed  on  the  bank  of  the 
river  to  watch  for  the  first  appearance  of  shad, 
aud  **  flsh”  was  first  in  the  thoughts  of  every 
one. 

One  of  the  first  settlers  was  one  McClintock, 
a Scotch-Irishman,  who  built  him  a house  near 
the  falls  of  Amoskeag.  One  day  his  son  Jobu 
accidentally  fell  into  the  river  just  above  the 
fulls,  and  was  carried  down  through  the  foam- 
ing water  over  the  rocks  to  the  calm  water  be- 
low, but  being  accustomed  to  the  water,  and  a 
strong  swimmer,  he  came  through  all  right, 
and  swam  ashore  none  the  worse  for  his  invol- 
untary bath.  His  mother  came  rnshing  to  the 
river-bank  as  he  crawled  out,  and  cried  out  iu 
her  peculiar  Scotch-Irish  accent,  “John ! John! 
did  ye  see  any  fash  in  yer  doon-cooiuiu’  f” 

“ The  de’il  tak’  ye,  uiither,”  was  his  reply. 
“Do  ye  think  I wont  that  way  sakiu’  fash  f” 


It  takes  a child — the  age  of  four  appears  to 
he  the  limit — to  make  a straight  moral  appli- 
cation of  Gospel  truth.  Witness : 

Sarah,  aged  four,  is  a devout  little  Christian. 
She  has  a chiUrs  book  of  Gospel  Stories  lUua- 
traied,  which  she  studies  faithfully.  Lucinda, 
her  sister,  aged  ten,  has  been  teiliug  what  she 
will  do  when  “her  ship  comes  iu.”  She  be- 
comes indignant  at  some  of  Sarah’s  misdeeds, 
when  the  following  occurs: 

Lucinda.  “ Sarah,  you  shall  not  ride  in  my 
carriage  when  I am  grown  and  married.” 

Sarah  (to  whom  the  carriage  and  rich  hus- 
band for  her  sister  aro  very  real).  “Can’t  I, 
tecster  T” 

Lucinda.  “No.” 

Sarah  (after  a long  pause,  and  very  thought- 
fully). “Never  mind,  tees  ter;  you  keep  your 
carriage  and  horses.  I see  iu  the  Gospel  book 
where  the  wich  man  went  siioaU  to  the  debil, 
and  the  poor  man  was  carried  to  Abraham’s 
bosom.  You  keep  carriage;  I don’t  want  to 
wide  iu  it.” 


Sweet  to  us  are  the  stories  of  “ veterans.” 
Uncle  Lem  Spooner,  a veteran  of  the  war  of 
1812,  had  a considerable  local  reputation,  due 
as  much  to  his  great  age  as  to  his  original 
character. 

I remember  (says  a correspondent)  perfect- 
ly a story  he  related  of  his  war  exploits.  He 
was  then  iu  his  ninety-seventh  year,  aud  al- 
though addicted  to  telling  wouderftil  tales, 
all  drawn  from  his  own  vast  experience,  I had 
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never  been  fortunate  enough  to  hear  him.  One 
evening  in  the  old  Eagle  Hotel  I found  Uncle 
Lem  talking  as  usual  to  a large  company.  The 
conversation  turned  on  the  great  age,  good 
health,  and  astonishing  activity  of  the  vet- 
eran. By  degrees  the  old  man  was  led  to  talk 
of  his  youthful  days,  and  finally  volunteered 
to  relate  the  following  adventure : 

“ When  I was  a young  man  I enlisted  in  the 
army  as  a private,  but  in  a little  while  the 
captain  come  to  me  and  said,  ‘Spooner,  we 
want  to  make  you  corporal.^  Says  I,  ‘Cap- 
tain, I enlisted  as  a private,  and  1 intend  to 
stick  her  through  as  a private  to  the  end.' 
He  went  off,  but  in  a few  days  come  back,  and 
several  officers  with  him,  and  insisted  that  I 
should  act  as  corporal  for  six  months.  Bays 
I,  ‘Gentlemen,  if  it  will  be  any  satisfaction  to 
yoM,  I will  consent  to  act  as  corporal  for  six 
months.’  So  they  put  the  shoulder-straps  (f) 
on  me,  and  if  1 do  say  it,  1 was  about  as  smart 
08  any  on  ’em  in  them  days,  and  1 acted  os  cor- 
poral. 

“Well,  one  night  the  Captain  sent  for  me,  and 
told  me  to  take  a squad  of  men  and  go  up  to  a 
house  near  by  to  search  for  prisoners.  So  I 
took  the  men,  and  marched  up  to  the  house 
and  surrounded  it.  1 rapped  on  the  door,  and 
a lady  come,  and  says  I,  ‘Madam,  if  there  is 
any  soldier  in  this  house  of  any  kind  what- 
soever, conduct  me  to  him.’  She  saw  it  was 
no  use  to  resist,  so  we  come  to  where  a feller 
and  his  gal  was  together,  and,  gentlemen,  he 
was  a-huggin’  her  an’  a-kissin’  her  an’  a-hug- 
giii’  her  an’  a-kissin’  her.  Says  I to  him,  ‘ Come 
with  me,’  and  he  came.  I called  my  men,  and 
says  1 to  them,  ‘Men,  if  this  man  offers  to  git 
aw.ay,  or  abscond  in  any  manner  whatsoever, 
all  fire  to  oust* 

“Well,  we  hadn’t  gone  but  a little  way 
when  my  men  crie<l,  ‘He’s  a-gittin’  awayl 
He’s  a-gittin’  away!’  Says  I,  ‘Fire!’  And 
they  all  fired  to  oust.  And,  gentlemen,  that 
was  the  last  I ever  heard  of  that  man  from 
that  day  to  this  whatever,  I vow.” 

Uncle  Lem  had  a great  antipathy  to  a fami- 
ly in  the  neighborhood,  and  one  day  consulted 
a lawyer  with  a view  to  having  one  of  them 
arrested. 

“ Which  one  of  them  is  it  f”  said  the  lawyer. 

“Any  on  ’em,  squire;  it  don’t  make  no  dif- 
ference.” 

“ Well,  what  is  the  allegation  T” 

“Anything,  anything,  squire,  in  the  whole 
catalogue  of  crime ; you  can’t  hit  ’em  amiss.” 


Onk  evening,  at  family  prayers,  Mr.  M 

road  that  chapter  which  concludes  with,  “ And 
let  the  wife  see  that  she  reverence  her  hus- 
band.” After  the  exercises  had  closed  he  quot- 
ed it,  looking  meaningly  at  his  wife,  who  said: 
“1  am  willing  to  follow  the  new  teaching  on 
that  subject.  The  Revised  Edition  is  softer; 
I will  bo  guided  by  that.” 

The  Revised  Testament  was  produced,  and 


her  chagrin  may  be  imagined  as  Mr.  M 

read,  “And  let  the  wife  see  that  she  fear  her 
husband.”  


PROVING  AN  ALIBI. 

A CLERGYMAN  at  Cambridge  preached  a ser- 
mon which  one  of  his  auditors  commended. 

“ Yes,”  said  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  was 
mentioned,  “it  was  a good  sermon,  but  he 
stole  it.” 

This  was  told  to  the  preacher.  He  resented 
it,  and  called  on  the  gentleman  to  retract  what 
he  had  said. 

“ I am  not,”  replied  the  aggressor,  “ very  apt 
to  retract  my  words,  but  in  this  instance  I w-ill. 
I said  you  had  stolen  the  sermon ; I find  I was 
wrong,  for  on  ray  return  home,  and  referring 
to  the  book  whence  I thought  it  was  taken,  I 
found  it  there.”  


A WINTER  SCRAP. 

The  following  quaint  epitaph  was  written 
on  the  tombstone  of  a youth  at  Frith,  in  Der- 
byshire, England.  The  comparison  is  season- 
able. 

Our  life  Is  but  a winter’s  day. 

Some  only  breakfast  and  away ; 

Others  to  dinner  stay  and  are  full  fed ; 

The  oldest  man  but  sups  and  goes  to  bed. 

Large  is  his  debt  who  lingers  out  the  day ; 

Who  goes  the  soonest  has  the  least  to  pay. 


In  one  of  the  small  towns  of  Wisconsin,  a 
short  time  since,  the  vestrymen  of  the  town’s 
church  busied  themselves  in  soliciting  contri- 
butions for  the  purchase  of  a church  organ. 
One  of  the  wealthiest  business  men  repelled 
all  their  solicitations — he  had  no  money  to 
throw  away  on  church  organs;  and  finding 
there  was  nothing  to  be  gained  there,  they 
left  Mr.  Brown  in  disgust,  but  stole  a march 
on  him  by  calling  on  Mrs.  Brown,  who  imme- 
diately subscribed  her  name  for  two  hundred 
dollars.  Going  to  Mr.  Brown  for  collection, 
he,  of  course,  was  very  angry,  and  squirmed 
considerably,  but  to  no  purpose,  since  he  was 
obliged  to  come  down. 

Later,  at  a meeting  of  the  vestrymen,  it  was 
decided  to  hand  the  names  of  the  contribu- 
tors down  to  posterity  and  fame  by  naming 
the  pipes  of  the  organ  after  them.  After  the 
christening  had  been  going  on  for  some  time, 
and  there  being  no  .signs  of  a recognition  of 
Mrs.  Brown’s  gift,  one  of  tho  vestrymen  rose 
and  expressed  his  opinion  that  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, Mrs.  Brown  having  contributed 
two  hundred  dollars,  the  largest  sum  given  by 
auy  one,  they  should  in  justice  name  one  of 
tho  pipes  “ tho  Brown  pipe.” 

The  Chairman,  with  a few  words  condemna- 
tory of  haste,  said  that  they  had  provided  for 
this  case,  as  it  had  been  decided  to  name  tho 
bellows  “ tho  Brown  bellows.” 

The  appropriateness  of  tliis  was  fully  appre- 
ciated, and  there  is  no  doubt  the  bellows  will 
retain  its  personality  for  some  time  to  come. 
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A WILD-GOOSE  CHASE. 
L—THE  RISE. 


“ T^HAT  a pity  we  didn’t  bring  some 
T f funny  man  along!”  was  the  re- 
mark of  the  sleepiest  of  our  small  party, 
as  we  rushed  on  in  the  train,  through  the 
monotonous  but  richly  cultivated  section 
of  southern  Holstein  between  Hamburg 
and  Liibeck.  No  sooner  had  the  speaker 
uttered  his  complaint  than  he  had  abun- 
dant cause  to  regret  his  rashness,  for  there 
began  such  a flood  of  stale  and  imbecile 
puns,  idiotic  nursery  rhymes,  and  moss- 
covered  conundrums  from  the  further  cor- 
ner of  the  compartment  th^it  the  rest  of 
us  took  refuge  for  the  fiftieth  time  in  the 
red-covered  guide-book,  and  re-read  what 
we  knew  perfectly  by  heart:  “Liibeck  on 
the  Trave  (population  36,998),  the  first 
free  Hanseatic  town,  still  partially  sur- 
rounded by  ramparts,  has  externally  pre- 
served many  indications  of  its  importance 
in  the  Middle  Ages,  when  the  powerful 
Hanseatic  League  was  conducted  hence 
(1260-1669),  and  its  fieet  lay  at  anchor  un- 
der its  walls.  The  picturesque  towers  and 
pinnacles,  the  ancient  gabled  houses,  the 
fortified  gates,  the  Gothic  churches,  and 
the  venerable  Ratbhaus  are  reminiscences 
of  that  period,”  etc.  The  joker  in  the 
corner  at  last  ceased  to  fire  his  shots  at  his 
defenseless  companions,  but  we  could  hear 
him  muttering  to  himself,  with  a far-off 
expression,  “ Hans — attic — attic — hans — 
gable,”  and  we  knew  he  was  meditating 
some  more  harrowing  conundrum  than 
he  had  yet  perpetrated.  From  our  side 
of  the  train  we  shortly  saw  through  the 
trees  a charming  silhouette  of  slender 
spires  and  quaint  towers  against  a lovely 
summer  sky,  and  we  knew  that  our  deliv- 
erance was  near.  The  moment  the  train 
stopped  we  bolted  from  the  carriage  and 
awaited  our  friend  in  the  station.  He 
had  a dazed  look  in  his  eyes  as,  laden  with 
painting  traps  enough  to  take  out  a copy- 
right on  tlie  whole  landscape  of  northern 


Germany,  he  staggered  into  the  waiting- 
room  and  gasped  out : “ I suppose  they  call- 
ed it  the  Hanseatic  League  because  the — ” 
We  dashed  out  of  the  door,  corralled  a 
porter,  and  shipped  our  great  miscella- 
neous collection  of  luggage  to  the  hotel. 

From  the  railway  station  at  Liibeck  are 
seen,  beyond  a pleasant  garden,  the  twin 
towers  of  the  Holstein  Gate,  a fine  brick 
structure  of  late  fifteenth  century,  flank- 
ed by  the  more  distant  spires  of  two 
churches,  tall,  slender,  and  tapering.  Step 
gables  and  red-tiled  roofs  fill  Up  the  back^ 
ground,  and  complete  a picture  as  rare  in 
these  days  of  restorations  and  modern  im- 
provements as  it  is  agreeable  to  the  artist's 
eye.  We  could  scarcely  wait  to  see  our 
porter  on  the  way  to  the  hotel  before  we 
plunged  enthusiastically  into  the  heart  of 
the  mediseval  picture  before  us,  and  strolb 
ed  through  the  narrow  streets,  crowded 
with  projecting  stories  and  carved  door^ 
ways,  and  rich  in  beautiful  wrought-iron 
ornaments.  We  explored  our  way  to  the 
hotel,  and  arrived  excited  and  exhausted 
as  if  we  had  hurried  through  some  grand 
museum  of  ancient  art. 

We  were  professedly  in  search  of  the 
picturesque  in  dress,  landscape,  or  archi- 
tecture, with  a majority  of  the  party— two 
to  one,  in  fact  — in  favor  of  the  first. 
Like  the  Irish  emigrant  who  did  not  stoop 
to  pick  up  a silver  dollar  which  he  saw 
shining  in  the  street,  as  he  landed  in  New 
York,  because  he  expected  to  find  plenty 
of  gold  lying  around  further  up-town,  we 
did  not  pause  at  Hamburg,  where  the  cu- 
rious costumes  of  the  peasants  and  the  in- 
teresting architecture  would  have  furnish- 
ed us  with  a sejisori's  work.  We  reasoned 
that  if  in  Hamburg,  where  half  the  city  has 
been  built  since  tlie  fire  forty  years  ago, 
and  where  commercial  intercourse  with 
America  is  rapidly  changing  the  whole 
character  of  the  place — if  in  such  a city 
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through  til©  colonnatle  under  the  Rath^  mult  of  the  early  morning.  This  is  the 
haus.  The  scene  iu  this  inclosur©  is,  eveiy  hour  to  sit  on  the  welhvvorn  bench  under 
moriiing  of  the  week,  a very  characteristic  some  overhanging  story  and  imagine  the 
and  lively  one.  The  i>avthnent  is  covered  scene  wlien  merchants  of  every  imporUint 
with  farm  prcKluee  and  nierchandise  of  all  town,  fmiri  Novgonxl  to  Bergen,  from 
de.scriptions.  Rr»bust  [lejisant  \vonieii  seU  WLsby  to  London,  sought  this  their  com- 
the  freshest  of  vegetables  and  the  most  de-  mercial  capital,  in  the  days  before  the  dis- 
licious  dairy  prcxlucc;  fishwomeu  ranged  Co  very  of  the  New  World,  with  its  iininea- 
in  rows,  each  with  her  feet  and  petticoat  sumble  I'csonrees,  gave  a new  direction  to 
hem  tucked  away  in  a box  to  keep  the  trade,  and  made  the  greatest  commercial 
dra  MgbtsortV  at  tract  by  tlieir  vigorous  cries  partnei’ship  in  history  no  longer  a neces- 
customei*s  lo  select  from  their  stock  of  live  rity.  A Lutheran  priest  in  long  black 
lish  switnining  alH>ut  in  tnty.s;  carts  are  robe  and  high  ruff  hurrying  ibmugli  the 
crowded  together  in  one  corner,  piled  full  col oniuide  completes  the  illusion  of  the 
of  great  loaves  of  bread  j pigs  sqm^l  and  pa.st  induced  by  Ibis  unique  picture  of  its 
fowl  clatter  iu  ]>yraruids  of  cages;  tables  grandeur.  Two  lit  lie  children  in  latent 
creak  with  a burden  of  quivering  cheeses  Paris  fashions  trijr along  with  their  nurse, 
that  thicken  the  summiiding  air  : it  b a and  the  spell  is  broken. 

Buliel  of  sights  and  sounds  and  In  the  midst  of  the  Avealth  of  artistic 

which  the  tuuilitude  appear  to  enjoy  and  dcUiil  tlnit  the  city  affords  W'e  scaively  re- 
thrive upon,  while  the  stranger,  if  at  ail  gr^tled  that  we  did  not  find  the  elaborate 
fastidious,  holds  bis  curs  and  his  nose,  or  local  costuine  which  we  hiul  anticipated, 
takes  a Speedy  flight.  At  noon  time  the  Siliy-looking  huts  worn  by  the  market- 
shadows  of  I he  house  gables  full  upon  a women  seem  to  1k'  the  sole  distinctive  ar- 
clean  swept  pavement,  witli  only  a couple  ticleofcostiiiTie  among  the  peasantry.  The 
of  fniit  booths  to  remind  ono  of  the  tu-  unifonn  worn  by  the  porters,  a blouse  and 
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small-clothes  of  gray-blue  linen,  is,  with  and  in  justice  to  the  class  it  must  be  said 
the  exception  of  the  dress  of  the  servant-  tlial  fair  round  arms  are  the  rule,  and 
girls,  the  only  characteristic  attire  to  be  coai*se  or  ugly  faces  the  exception, 
seen  i n the  city.  The  latter  ai*e  disUn-  With  the  perverseness  of  human  nature, 
guished  by  a black  velvet  jacket  with  short  the  joker^  the  only  laiidscai>e  painter  of 


WlNiWW  Ui  niK  RAXHOAirS,  LVJ3KCK. 


putTed  sleeves,  a green  and  red  striped  j)et- 
ticoat,  an  oval  riudte  of  lace  »>n  the  Iwek 
of  the  headland  low  slippei*s  on  the  foet. 
The  arras  are  bare  almost  to  tlie  shoulders, 


tile  trio,  began  the  moment  we  arrived  to 
sketch  (1gui*es.  We  thought,  of  course,  it 
bad  joke  of  his%  but  when  lie 


was  only 

lK*gan  to  make  a landscape  of  the  prettiest 
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j^irl  if!  tlie  iiotel,  whom  he  had  persuaded 
to  pc>!>e  for  him,  we  began  to  uppreciate 
tlie  seriousness  of  his  admiration  for  the 
eocfTiettish  costume  so  heiKuning  to  the 
wearer,  and  iheiM^^.fore,  fur  the  sake  of  his 
family  and  his  reputiition  as  an  artist,  avo 
plaju ued  an  early  exodus.  But  Lubeck 
is  m»t  so  easy  to  get  away  from.  We 
found  ourselves  led  on  f mm  one  master- 
piece of  wood-carvdng  or  forging  to  an- 
other, from  one  oritauieiited  doorway  to 


another,  until  Ave  believed  the  treasui*es  to 
be  inexhaustible.  Strolling  along  the 
river-  front,  wl  lere  the  great  Hanseatic  ware* 
houses  reilect  their  time-- warped  roofs  in 
rich  red  masses.  Ave  were  led  hy  a skillful- 
ly carved  wooden  door  to  explore  the  in- 
terior of  a hnmble  -1<K>kiiig  beer - house. 
The  room  was  lighted  by  tAvo  windows  of 
small,  nielloAV-huiied  panes,  and  in  the  half- 
light.  dimly  seen  through  a cloud  of  smoke, 
an  old  man  sat  at  one  of  a row  of  heavy 


L 


pafcfen  witlvs* 
him.  We  pan^),  lij^taf^dv  aiict 

itt  a lytiisfWt'i?  befom  ^ve;  dar*?^;  eiitt^r. 

The  asxjoct  <pf  tlif3  mt^Hpr  was  50  uiiiiswai. 
antiqiiitj  Pf  place  iftiprc^siv^h 
t fl^li  as  if  we’  were  ii^ 
nied  1 tiit ioris  of  aoi^e  Q]d  Lii  };N^fe: 

er  of  a citeerjr 

lajidlauiy  Hoow  to  a l^ack 

room  and  asked  ' WttJf a 

cipproaetorig  to  ii  tur- 

ner and . Htit  4io  w to 

apd  f dm  itn  ro  I pind  to d 

»ud^  ft fto 

nto  iptoiy 

tones  darkto*  f /ffeiv  flip 

carrw^  liaird, 

gootk;  W if h tito  <ti 

of  ^bie  Si^ 

liicc  3of  toe covortoJ-  #il3(  b^iptto 
fully  carved  Oiik  pjutejljiig-:  C-Mpld  aud 
Bacchpii^  with  tUe  yJ^ie  and  -ftis*  produciji^: 
fornihhAppt^priatefeiVbjectsfor  the^ 
which  \vere  ivorkM  o^d^^ 
of  tliouffht;  iPlie'  nUisi  deiicato  euri- 

ously  fot^d.  ima  hinges  and 
foixud  jnt  the , ijoot:s,  id  tto^  pan- 

elied  1 and^o  window  shutters. 

TJjrtvni^b  f Ito  ^ 

ihj^  Work  l<>adip^ ,» 

Doton  M«^toPr>  ^pd  ibe  whofe  hVjntos 

with  tile  to^wiblp  d!  fr^tohf  imitto  hjtokil F 
toiOvivig^  the  qnay;  How  Ihhk  will 
it  itor  '^'^^acivtkiei.PMivad,  liefore  t)ie  house,  with 
its  toch  ttodiiioris  id  tlto  yH[i 
l^m 

have,  not  diaturbeito  Then  we  canto  ^ut  The  house 

from  the  fill! emu  imiet  of  ibe  b«tutiful  iii:'  Kauileute  Omipa^d0:»  dr 

Utotor  to  tlto  noisy  quay.  wKej'clhe  mon*  of  Ldbet^k.  ettoUvips  tH>hm«  to^th 

stcfS  of  ih«xlerH  iuveiiUon  shrieked;  aiicl  Jy  carved  and  decorated  paoellitig  of  3r»S5^ 


waOroiii  iso'a  w^ACKier. 


CAHVT.D  out  TA  N EL. 


riri  ;:iEr3^l  fr^n  , 

UWJEHS"f  0^  rv-ri^:.^,A^\i 
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on  the  map,  and  were,  withal,  so  suggest-  solitary  state,  with  open  rusty-binged  shut- 
ively  remote  from  the  great  commeix^ial  ters  disclosing  huge  empty  lofts.  Even 
centres  that  we  naturally  turned  that  W'ay.  thesedid  not  long  satisfy  our  now  irritated 
If  we  ever  visit  Kostock  again,  it  will  be  appetite  for  the  pictui'csque,  and  we  sought 
afu^r  it  has  been  disinfected,  for  on  the  the  cool  inlerioi*s  of  the  clmi'clies,  where 


IKON  STRAPrEl)  CONTRIBUTION  CUEST. 


stuffy  August  day  we  spent  there  we  were  on  the  bare,  wliite washed  walls  old  suits 
obliged  to  keep  our  luggage  closed  for  fear  of  armor  and  corroded  u’eapons  still  hang 
of  carrying  ojf  a too  lfn»ting  souvenir  of  over  the  tomb  of  the  soldier  who  fought 
the  stench -laden  atmosphere.  Even  the  in  tVi  is  clumsy  gear. 

statue  of  Blucher  which  adorns  the  public  A diligence  marked  in  large  letters 
square  of  this  his  native  place  hxiked,  to  ‘‘RJBN.ITZ''  attracted  our  attention  as  it 
oup  eyes,  exceedingly  dissatisfied  with  the  ruinhlod  over  tlie  pavement  toward  the 
quality  of  the  air  that  is  slowly  cornxliiig  country.  ‘"Lets  go  to  Rijibnijitz/'  said 
thtvsurface  of  the  bronze,  The  low  n gates  the  landscapist.  He  was  sitting  in  the 
ar<?  interesting.  ‘‘ They  would  make  first-  hole]  smelling  a bottle  of  turpeniiue, 
rate  drawing-cards  if  ])roperly  treated,^'  ob-  **  just  to  get  a brc^atli  of  fresh  air,’'  as  he 
j<K!ted  one  discontented,  travel -shattered  said. 

artist.  Thereiq>on  Ave  left,  the  gates,  ami  So  we  hired  a carriage  for  RihiviU,  sis 
8w<x>pe<l  down  with  our  sketch-books  upon  the  town  is  really  called,  and  under  a 
the  Ilanseaiio  warehouse.s,  \vhich  stand  in  great  lieap  of  sketch -Ixixes,  easels,  and  oth- 
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e^  travfil  we 

ljfr:  reii?i.iijn^^  A 

mw;  oj*  nies^gce  sKadrj 
tljfe  ^ tar  as  wi>/;'etniW  0t:(^ 

Wr  »iojfii/e:ii  at  a ioll-^tc  mn  ■ity-'. 

thi&  \t"Uaiaii  the  iuai^  pai&  onit 

a silok, 

tli^t  bfif^i^hU  l<>wei*  % 
a^i(le:ft^:ijC|^  titi  5?.iUbet*  ^1*1^ 


eri^:  Ai  ^ bit  of  pastUi’i^ 

].>u<i  <K)Vet^il  \tith  a gfeat  y^mty  of 
fi6\ver^  tlio  luoiiO^ 

the  of ;«lieep 

liijrdeil  i>y  a he 

wa  1 te<i , auil  geeat  of  t^Mcd  b 

active 

ITast;  ■ 'Ag ■;'.v?'e'- mi ^ 
cHTbe 

cuUiTated.  Jb^;  vt^cTh^y  ! oft^O;  w 

h a udre/js  ^ :n V al jed  ji  iither  m 

tls^  e^tecrt^A!^  Ai:4gmAr 

periiy  At vM*iliieb  1 anU- 

scai>^.  Witli  il\e  wai^  of  oiU’'  hop»s  of 
iiiuii  1 ig  ty  or 

S4?irse  bf:^iiAf^tic>ii  lUt -lU^  of  t bo 

U|»\b|r:-db^'ti  pictiir^s(|u4>uo>^  of  imorer 
. roMivirieis  aiiii  ffio  aerompa  aud 

tilth  of  ibeii*  iuluibitm^^^^  • ^ 


I . 

':  I . '•  ■ 


■ I 


* I'"'  •' 


-■  -ij 


:»:.:V;‘^V 


’•  . 1.- V*'«  ■?  I"'-'  ■■■>’  . -■•  • ';■■" 

whoLfini  ijuKs'  X'f)oit  'iLNyrKKix 


At pijifbfefaif  afttsi'  a ilnv&of  three  hours 
ornfoire.  wr  drirwirim^t^^^  iowii.  A ATami 
suiiiriiei*  raFfi  luicl  beg;a«  io  fall;  aud  Uirtiiigh 
the  mifil  gatberiwg  Bver  a hrc^d 
eaoltl  ?cee  the  oufetiuee  t\f 
towers  aiuoug  the  treeA  tf^i£^;: 

dashed  wro^  a^  stotih  bridge, 

andiAVay;,  a:b(} 

'■•oid->tt*^'.'v:v'0ttJia:/^^^^  a,;- 

. _] Ad  • h I txd>ie.-  ■ 

d)5it3W/>ind 

Odo  had  been 

Ipbkm^yfo 

ihe  bh  eou  Id 

sl>^gle  arohhd  the 

aod.  dhdly  }ight^*4  *^treets» 

l'bAdo|f)!7  dtf  ^ 

.;■  Aratle^;’ 'tbeAbiif oppff^i V Av' We  wim-. 
/A<i^od  artaitid  long  stt!>  we  ^ould^  And  then 
bhr  ^Ve  fdujid  that  the 

‘^‘  1^  liAcl  l><‘<?Si  pi.^}| >arA  for  dts  w Hi  i cut  refnj 

atien  tion.  15A’'eri^^tluhg  wa« 

Aiul  cioi^fortable.  I A dvo.  njinule^ 

df fer  retirhfig  lA  our 

. we^rt  iu  Hhe;  ballWAy  ^gai A Hi 

"yari^iu^  stages  of:hod^N«^»  f^>r 

Uie  sprvjintv  A hhij^ 
mKm  appeumh  uud  was  showu  fn  turn  the 
tdreA  ^ouebtAi.,  each  Arlth  A ijmitnU^ 
feather-bed  tAverfet  hieitsiat^ma  sack 

of  W tide  Eic {d a i i at lOJ i shod  ejt  jais- 

HTie  eould  XH>t 

uhderst  arid  the  p^nse  of  our  coin 
hut  tbA  Aurily  of  tlie^ 

;sphh.  Hheo  aodk.t^  1 

:-yrAfe' h>athe^^h£^  tlie  ••. 

Ar‘*d»f^V^ 

giHuH  dAfiedlty 

VC- thiat  we  CiUiUl  :»40T  sle»?p 
that  Hutttif  Anglic  dnder  a f>?aiher> 

ta?d  wtucdr  AYouid  ha  v^  suffocated  waiuiiiid^^^ 
winter^  After  eante^l  .VlrriapatiAhs^^^ 

All  BituidK  poopUj  sle|)i  w^idef^ owe 
bed  in  sutniuer  and  nhdrr  I wq  in 
,ke  w^jka  oldigbrt  tix  ChufeKs  that  there  biu3 
heyer  Iketx;  a call  for  upper  sheefA  a^rA 
hlaokels  iiV  h0Uv<e,  AtiH  li 2^  nonet 

as  a thii^ 

fi^ilicr  bed  OWt  of 

iBotforthAl^T^hA  watch- 

ttWu,  W'bo  tnade^^u  t heir  ui> 

,iiiteni;gilv)0'  ha^e 

slVpi  sv^inudly:'' ‘ ' *” 

; The-Alghtj  of  Ri)M^ 

'Ad: , It  :di f t''<^; 

ppnuu^^ii)p:ci^  iimhy.''iirb''. 

pt  ii  >e;('|Kirr  toWAh 

uf  \'*i>i5t75els  lie  At  'iohg,^ Irregu  lar  <inay. 


Go 


y^  ■ 
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satisfaction  with  the  result  of  the  trip. 
The  question  of  type  and  costume  was 
passed  over  lightly  as  possible  as  a matter 
of  trivial  importance.  We  would  not  have 
confessed  a satiety  of  Hanseatic  architect- 
ure for  the  loan  of  one  of  the  great  ware- 
houses as  a studio  rent  free.  The  only 
thing  that  looked  suspicious  of  discontent 
was  our  readiness  to  move  on.  This  rest- 
lessness was  quite  opposed  to  anything 
like  serious  work,  but  it  drove  us  to  pene- 
trate into  a great  many  corners  which, 
under  other  circumstances,  we  would  have 
passed  listlessly  by.  We  were  no  more 
glad  to  get  away  from  Ribnitz  than  we 
had  been  to  leave  Rostock  behind  us;  but 
when  we  had  fairly  cleared  the  smelly 
town,  and  breathed  the  air  laden  with  ear- 
ly harvest  perfumes,  we  were  as  happy  as 
the  reapers  wh6  laughed  as  they  lunched 
in  the  shadow  of  the  straw  stacks. 

A more  beautiful  farming  country  does 
not  exist  than  that  along  the  southern 
shore  of  the  Baltic.  No  fences  mark  the 
boundaries  of  the  fertile  farms  which 
stretch  away  over  the  rolling  hills  to  the 
distant  horizon,  all  aglow  with  yellow 
grain.  At  intervals  a clump  of  trees  oft- 
en seen  intensely  dark  against  the  ripe 
grain  shows  where  a farm-house  stands, 
and  giant  windmills  swing  their  sails  on 
the  highest  hill-tops.  The  highway,  a 
finely  built  chausseey  leads  straight  across 
the  country,  only  curving  to  pass  through 
some  village.  Mountain  asli,  birch,  and 
cherry  trees  border  the  road  in  an  unbro- 
ken rank.  In  the  ditches  and  by  the  road- 
.side  grow  countless  varieties  of  wild  flow- 
ers— a perfect  paradise  for  the  botani.st. 
From  the  highe.st  hill  the  eye  meets  to  the 
south  a succession  of  grain  fields.  To  the 
north,  beyond  the  soft  undulations  of  the 
cultivated  hills,  the  Baltic  shimmers  in 
the  strong  sunlight,  a narrow  line,  sharp 
at  the  horizon.  The  dimensions  of  the 
brick  barns  pi*ove  the  accustomed  magni- 
tude of  the  harvest;  the  luxury  of  the 
farmers’  houses  tells  of  inherited  success. 

In  a region  of  such  gi*eat  prosperity  and 
wealth  we  scarcely  knew  what  to  make  of 
a cluster  of  liovels  by  the  road  side  within 
sight  of  the  slender  spires  of  Stralsund. 
They  vrere  built  like  gypsy  huts,  dug  out 
of  the  hill  side  and  roofed  with  turf.  A 
half-dozen  ragged  children  were  playing 
with  a large  dog-cart,  and  the  great  ugly 
beast  accustomed  to  draw  the  vehicle 
growled  from  liis  turf  kennel  as  w^e  passed. 
Our  driver, whose  local  pride  was  shocked 


at  the  sight  of  this  wretched  camp,  hast- 
ened to  explain  that  the  people  were  no- 
thing but  Schleswigers,  road-buildei^  by 
trade,  who  were  engaged  to  break  stones 
to  repair  the  chaxiasee,  A little  further  on 
we  came  upon  a score  of  these  people  at 
work.  For  fully  a mile  ahead  of  us  there 
was  a line  of  stone  heaps  along  the  road, 
aW  the  stone-breakers  were  energetically 
hammering  their  way  through  this  mass 
of  flinty  field  stones.  Sheltered  from  the 
sun  by  rude  awnings  of  matting,  young 
girls,  bright -eyed  and  ruddy-cheeked, 
pounded  away  with  heavy  hammers  on 
the  large  fragments  into  which  the  men 
and  women  had  split  the  stones.  Children 
and  old  women  broke  the  pieces  still  small- 
er, and  piled  them  in  regular  heaps. 
There  was  something  coquettish  in  the 
dress  of  the  young  girls,  which  was  quite 
out  of  harmony  with  their  occupation.  A 
bright  handkerchief  wound  turban-like 
around  the  head  set  off  the  deep  brown  of 
their  faces,  and  gave  a softness  to  the  wea- 
ther-roughened skin.  A bodice  of  sti*ong 
cloth  fitted  closely  to  the  plump  figure, 
and  a short  i)etticoat  was  gi^ed  closely  to 
the  legs,  showing  bronzed  feet  and  ankles, 
well  modelled  and  graceful,  though  nei- 
ther small  nor  soft.  Chatting  merrily  as 
they  hammered,  they  were  the  picture  of 
health  and  contentment.  Their  liands, 
somewhat  protected  from  the  rough  stones 
by  flaps  of  thick  leather,  showed  to  what  a 
coarse  and  i-ude  occupation  their  lives  had 
been  devoted,  for  they  were  as  hard  and 
knotted  as  those  of  the  men,  their  fellow- 
laborers.  Here  was  a life-work  for  a wo- 
man!— wielding  a heavy  sledge-hammer 
all  day  long,  lifting  and  handling  rough 
stones  fi*om  the  time  she  has  eaten  her 
black-bread  and  raw  onions  in  the  morn- 
ing until  she  retires  to  the  straw  heap  in 
the  mud  hut  at  night.  Why  women 
should  be  engaged  in  such  convict  labor 
in  a country  where  prosperity  is  the  rule 
was  a problem  which  we  were  unable  to 
solve.  We  found  out,  after  a chat  with 
them,  that  the  Schleswigers  are  famous  for 
their  skill  in  road-building,  and  are  sought 
for  the  country  over  to  repair  the  chaus- 
sies.  They  said  a smart  stone-breaker 
could  earn  forty  marks  a week  (about 
ten  dollars). 

“If  the  men  didn’t  spend  all  they  earn 
in  a spree  every  pay-day,  we*d  be  well  off,” 
grumbled  an  old  woman,  whose  face  was 
the  texture  of  a dried  fig,  and  her  hands 
all  gnarled  and  calloused  like  some  strange 
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0I4  womaii  k»  t)i^ ui  tlie  '-iii^ii'.  tli«e  ilHyev^  is  We  rvf pivlly  kpprfa^ 

h^r  bf^tW  io  the  desiiiiktl^W 

TOftii?h- ^hnflihf  we  left'  thery^  a|^paN8yl^i?ti^fe' ■ Witm  ‘ yoh  :'git-  ;if-fe«^-, 
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»T.  Mary’s  church,  sTfut^UKO, 


tifiiHl  town  of  great  importance.  It  fig-  in  pmcess  of  demolition,  and  a broad 
urei^  largely  in  the  history  of  iher  league,  boulev^ard,  facing  the  beautiful  trce-bor- 
aiid  in  later  days  has  been  the  scene  of  deifjd  inlet,  ^vi II  s(X)n  surrc;und  the  (own. 
various  notable  events.  The  city  is  par-  Dominating  the  whole  islai^d^  a land- 
ticularly  memorable  for  its  successful  re-  mark  far  out  to  sea,  is  the  Marienkircbe — 
sistance  to  the  determined  siege  con-  acuriouspileofbriek^withaspiretooiii- 
duct/cd  by  Wallenstein  in  1()28.  He  had  significant  in  size  for  the  immense  edifice, 
sworn,  *'Die  Stadt  niuss  herunter  und  A great  square  near  by  gives  an  opportu- 
ware  sie  mit  Ketten  an  den  Himniel  ge-  iiity  of  comparing  the  church  with  the 
bunden  ’ (the  town  must  fall,  though  it  neighboring  liouses.  The  slender, 
were  fastenoii  by  chains  to  heaven),  but  ed  arches  are  seen  to  be  nearly  three  times 
after  the  loss  of  12,000  men  he  was  com-  as  Iiigli  as  the  five-story  building  adjoin- 
pclit'd  to  raise  the  siege  and  retreat.  From  ing.  In  the  middle  of  this  square^  whei'c 
the  Pviuny  of  Westphalia  until  the  fall  of  two  people  rarely  meet,  stands  a |nH>niinent 
Na]>:>leon  I.  Stralsund  belonged  toSweden.  jdacard  nailed  to  a post.  It  reads, “ Be- 
During  that  period  it  underwent  many  ware  of  pickpwkets.'’  Agangofxmson- 
sieges.  all  of  which  have  left  their  mark  on  ers  in  convict  garb,  under  charge  of  an 
the  towti.  Built  \x\Hm  a small  triangu-  ollicer,  sprinkle  and  sweep  the  pavement, 
lar  island,  with  no  unoccupied  gmtnid  to  and  as  they  advance  past  the  unconscious 
tempt  the  construction  of  new  houses,  the  municipal  satire  they  look  around  and 
city  proper  has  sulfered  little  change  in  smilcv doubtless  reflecting  on  tlie  poverty 
the  Tiuirch  of  inrpi-oycTnent.  A few  years  of  temptation  which  old  Stralsund  offers 
ago  the  walls  were  intact;  now  they  arc  U)  the  profevssional  rogxie.  The  stately 
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tfao  inlets;  of JOa^^sr^aV* 

faund  In 

WrougJ^t^jtdiV  worl^  of^  fautsi^^ 
a^  OOimtnnn  i>ur  0^411 

of  the 

of  the  B;irfh>)knU8  fiiiQiide,  Vk&i^Z 

fci^yely  restoriiVion, 

feddeit  Enough  vas 

1^0 w f 0 ^iUoV,  t|ie  general 

the  gla2e<l  tmek  i^reen/  ^itli 
rth j>e)rfoi*iitH>ri^  and  ^loh^ 

^4]  W liatnrnonious  su  r- 

Wihudih  siruc- 

t.]4T Cr  in  k i if •^g^  i f ril  togeth- 
er a ihh  tuK^uiU  i>»  ioipostd^ odly 

: .4  ‘ 

Wlntt  tl  for  ainn;^. ' 

moiit : ,.  ixh  ahle  ;tn\4'(iSci  f ...  '>Ve  .• 

new  or  Very  mndi^ 

enlerta'mkl  were  ihert?.  except 

tiicew?  who  ^vntched  as  skeiebth^^g^^  'We  at 

laj^t  grew  raibw  Of  fuWu^hing'  free 

euteriaihfiiVni  for  tho  nkiiri%  and  One; 
firijgli ^ V^purkli  ti^  niorij  i ng^  ^iimulafed  by 
the  iiticmin^  Of  tl^  tote 

l^kdM 


wc 

OW  sketehing^  trapk  id 
tlie  coot)  icy.  It  >yai^^  aIntONi  <ht  rk  we 

i^ache'd  dostr^ 

tve  wci’c  about  to 
qniotiof  tbe  jiigh  oi>  a large  htiiM 

BifOuPe tod  priighborhood,  Wd, 

even  to  Uie  v©rj^  quays,  vvhem  4^^  mfiJ/.V  we  trails Uted,  hoiw 

oils  shipping  m>aios  otily  a Vte  lerVietito^t-tod  ihe  Joker,  Boh 

sober  activity^  SrOall  steahiemitok^  fe^  v'  Wa  exn*i  romtK^ie  stu^in 

quent  trj]ns  lo  the  inland  of  liugt?n^  pbll  wlt^re  the  cHpiatO  iav^ 

ly  two  Dfines  awoy^  dtid  larger  it  is  here,  3 belic^to'^^i 

tlieBwedi^li  and  I^apish  iuythi^f  l)<fn*t 

esvi:4pe  fi'om  Oie^  dpih^t^ive  dir  Of  tliV  hto  fte^dsh  co^uiriO^  at  Itie  Oentesini- 

VQVf  The  old  gat^,  each  of  differ-  al  f Lct'}^^  by 

ent  destoh  ni  a state  Of  hegUto  lt>h 

iM?ros?«  I he  tf  H'h^bghfarOB  iV-lO’ch  ieiid  f roni  ISo  to-  neeclto  We  took 

Ihe  JVity-  to  tho  niainJand^,  % tickete  JqV  CoFH^rilot^ih  aiid  fo  snug 

theirdigihlfed  and  was 

are  Mgainsi-thei  iiifito*!!  Of  the  to  start  at 

ji-  renieb  Henaissahw  yOto  reilto^4>  tolh  bed  time, 

the  JlaatOjg  $ \vani^|  in  lliO  ^hibofh  ivater  of  and  K‘tU’i^d.M  }si  a liotOJ. 


wsocGin-mesj  e4«etA  rauM  scftjfine 


iShY  hi  ;dnsiVni« ' Uvy:  ioVe  cpui.r-s  tn^ek 

r .«••  - ■^'  Avft' '■V'lV..'l, . V.  .I'  r_i  j . ■ , 


\/  ■ ;.-;Vnd’,tut>'<:^hiV  dtV*to. 

' OjOV  irt/dtoto’ d .■' .' ' ' ' ■'■ 

Only ;. in  hi P^r-fu r d ■ ’ '■ '' •'■■'' ' 

' • And 

Tlic,  fidilV  binik  it>; i'>iOaiji  .dhrj, 
•Aisd  triic. 


Iter  p3')To<>]aix)4.4f  ^ is?  "^iiit^tf 

hi  hU  \'^t6r  ; hfiiS  haid  JV^r  'f^f:^tuty4de»^ 

p^iMjac^M  :iiii<i  wnt^m  liik^  evi^ytbdy  <iciJ!ir)?«^«  wljat  ii>  Vifih^  if ta^ 

Kfew  iif  jh^xV 

phrc^lam  fortiii&'  iAiMM 

MOi:  Ih^ir  brchJ^^ 

thui^UvZ ^ 

\n  f miv^;.; r t\  rfrri'^i  tit^Miw^  • u^- '■ 

of  .i?l>hj^.;;.  Z ^irlsh  ai)hat  .tlv<^, 


iinitnr] 


4 ;!qo|.tiG 

O 

l»4?ci:i  wikfte  tthi 

.'L'  ■ fc'iU;  .1 

:^iM^  W'  l^ff  •'^i1i:^;Z:  :i^ 

iw  ':feinh  .-y -Jiv  i t ii  Z';  *:  y ?: . 
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renimd  ouf  di&inictr 
^ Tbe  yerr 

givoti  ai  by  >;ull^»i?iurs: 

^tneiiy  ass<>cii'?f;ctl  wjtjy 
all  llr^V  ili^  plea^ut^s  i;yf 

tht;  l3t)ttlf.>  of 

really  €'<dMt'cd  life  the  ricti  jiuc^  !fvi?m 
a roiiiid  of  tee/;  jf  ;K|)i^,dmm^  of  " wiirvoi** 
I4hi^^k,  V if  ;it  ;^how  Tte- 

feige  a ptirtialJy  gla?;ed  rirtr  i)f  yri^ftiuy 
t>?4nvn^  brin^  to  iriiijd  $(ir  Artiiulr  Gaiyi- 
ii:^l£iibraied  sfrail.  Thero 
ivhlter  grazes  like  fai";  (iffd 

tlaTO  i?ay  a >?^>€Nyimeii  ttdy  yel  be.fournh 
dill  aritiqub  vaii<%  Kntv  rich,  itrtdllk^ 
ed,  d^r^in  amongitte  pm^i 
jad^i  yjay  tha 

fW.i’^h<unt=»,  Tlu/ir  beauty  tk  kVnd  gl^e  §1)^11  ryr^ 

that  inriy  a joy  fonA/r.  / ^ jhydUte  tilie  appelSkmg'^^^  of  that 

m ay  gditle  ais.lt  })OS^  ftrsjt  plir  Itecjcnasl^^  feeribed  by 

tjon  , Of  re<i  jtliero  muy  Ixe  thf?  ' 

■^>r£^r^e• 

did/'dvi^il.yediS'/  . : }^S^:--  y-:''^  - 

of  good  fivrluu^  io  Uie  finpgv^hoiying  tlie  ^ J fi  . 

goW  in  theiif  ^'•idoririg  -"  ' V /w 

the  metallic  siitatli\  or  gieite^h  \V  ^ ' • 

will  I ail  the  tiiils  of  the  rHiutem';  the 

red  of  itM7ii^  one  nf  tlm  nii:>,st  cal  • 

ons;  11  vernhlmii  prekiuted  froiit  imo  : ioul  V 

iiioisf  valuable  of  all,  though  nioclerii,  tlie 

teaul'i/ui  tLbl3  of  io^\:Jue  h 

«tf  gt'Idv  Bunie  Er«^hdt;#rtterH 

Jusif  iufo  tt ; '^  fiiiuily  ■ ' ; hy  Ihcuiselve^;  ^ V 

ihcv  also  tuake  ^ . 


<p?fc[.iiino5(- ^ WITH  ^caofcus  H.fMU;jt5  f?! 


V 3*Ar.«Li;r  of  ^RvsijAf,  t:oi/.OH» 


A OF  ClHlXErtB  eokoelmjjs: 


fcitiilH^:^  *?HC}t  Wlifcb^  nit^  of 

h«^  ^n  inWwuer  eii  (u  toiiiitA^^  luti>;4e*4fltii»r  i{#^ 

1 wi'ilt  w h ii*li  ft><i anil  1 li^if^^  p M n i vy  imU I 

^ ^ tUe  i 0M tatiM »j  t Waw ^^tl Ufe  1'afv  pi ij jr  I 

* • liuwtFifn'ar  patt^h^V  ^aiw<i  nt  h>fura:laljpn 

gavt)»rc  rea^iii,  m aJW  wtJM  d^vyiv^  oj^  tli«  arK  'Hm 

>>f  of  iVsh  ^ FmiiCih 

tlif-  rieii  W 

eKpcnltoui^,^  tln">r  frot^^  at 

th^  f)il|H^  Aivt  If;  is^ 

niakfe  ilM?-  :i;U  tfujp  poiwlaitii*  \ver<> 

pk4f«>p;  any ^otefin^v^  tir  Ibai  4if  ilm  ^^mp(^rurs^^^^ 

teinptH  lim  n<4  mf|F  DuHnir"  tl?}«  “ liirijc^  iVt>^  iiy 

but  lo  in  Ei'ini^lt  Tito'S 

wbi  i^;  ; W Uo^yfer  Ija^ . lafeii  ttie  i>tkm  biit  of  f^.y  1^ 

an^fyiit  Ilia 

much  hj^v  ;%  1^ of  it 

t>iih)j^t  ma^feih^;  a Uil  0^^ 

iu^^*  winch  are  Of hffat  Orf  Uie  or  wi*e  decOrali^^^ 

clarfciie^s  or  >>f  light.  It  ia  T^viflh  tdue  On  live  hxscUih  aVul  atterKTaHl 

tht^0<:^  dhiii^fe^  ccayxim  it  5.tan«par»ml  white  g1ai:o 

111 W W;§tici^*  r<^ ‘^eiil^^;  Puring:  Ihe.  w'iohd  iTtdang ^hoa)  periodv 

ing^^SVlixtVf^  W rt0w4ihit;it;ib'at  ^ f tgv?- 15t>r.  Ue>  chlirnol  W Inxt  tlie 

it  ia  to  ti)^  latter,  . F^meb  Vail  ite  e^h  faintly  appeurf^l^ 

...■-'•/  ■•-■'iffVi -\  ,•  ' V."’'' V!’V*’v'v^ 

ilepth;  of  fthaile.s  tin  d y a Wlfe?^ » • v, 

H^nVp  it  tJs^  ; ^ 

feeore  of  colof*  twfrr*,  U>  •/ " - 

iilo^trole  iu  " 

Of  lire  ja>rerfam^t  ^ " .•^- 

^ohghi^hM'' 

' Um  ^ 

^thr'  of '•a*s  f»y:i»i?t5f»il  :,.  : , 
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WHITE  VASE  DRCOHAtEU  WITH  1*INK-TREE  iU  COLORS, 


outlinef?  and  dotaila  Towanl  the  end  of 
the  period  a new  Hupply  of  fine  cobalt  wa^ 
obtained,  but  it  failed  a^raiu  at  the  com* 
nuMiceineni  of  the  tliird  period,  wliich, 
nevertheles!<,  was  the  g-(*eaiest,  1567-1723. 
A ^reat  innid>er  of  new  colors  wtit:*  dis* 
covered  during  tins  time,  and  every  inetli* 
od  of  painting  on  poi'celain,  under  and 
over  g-laze,  in  thick  and  thin  color,  and 
for  every  deg^ree  of  licat  in  the  firing', 
WiLS  jiracticed.  Egrjg  shell  pon^elains,  those 
wifli  rose  cohir  entering'  into  the  decora^ 
tion.  t»r  with  gold*  are  not  of  earlier  date 
than  this,  lait  they  may,  esjX'Cially  if  of 
little  ai^tbtic  nwrit.  la:*  later,  a.s  fiM>ni  tliis 
thitMhe  dt^adeiK*e<)f  the  art  has  heeri  mpid 
jihd  \HAt*heefced. 

AUhoUglf  it  is  known  that  such  and 
snoh  eoh>rs  and  nuHles  of  decoration  were 
not  in  nst.'  hef»>re  certain  flutes,  it  would 
>x>  k>  litfk*  pnrposf*  |<i  speculate  on  the  ex- 
act  age  of  aiiy  particnlai' spee^^  of  Chi- 
nese porcelain:  it  is  safe  to  assert  t>f  any 
good  piecf  tlint  it  is  i>]der  than  the  prc*sent 
centur}'.  It  inav  be  held  as  certain  that  a 
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rose  colored  vase,  or  one  into  the  decora 
tion  of  which  that  color  enters,  can  not 
have  becni  made  longer  ago  than  1690, 
while  a piece  decorated  -svith  bine  and 
w hite  may  he  of  the  time  of  the  ein]^»er- 
or  Kingde,  who  reigned  for  tliree  years, 
from  A.n.  1(K)4  to  1007,  If  a jar  should  be 
painted  with  pers^>nagt\s  wearing  the  pig- 
tail, it  is  not  more  than  two  hundred  and 
dfty  years  old,  that  appendage  having 
been  introduced  by  the  Tartar  conquerors ; 
but  if  thej>ers«inagesrepn^«ented  wear  long 
rolies,  both  men  and  women,  and  if  the 
males  wear  sipiare  black  head-gear,  then 
it  may  \m*  of  very  high  antiquity.  The 
Chines€*.  however,  have  at  all  times  de- 
lighted in  reproducing  the  best  efforts  of 
former  peritKls,  and  have,  as  a roatter  of 
coum*,  and  without  dislionest  intent,  cop- 
ied marks,  dates,  handling,  and  every- 
thing.  Chinese  collectors  have  T>een  in 
the  habit  of  paying  as  much  for  a good 
copy  as  for  an  authenticated  original.  A 
Eui'Oiieuii  c>r  American  collector  must 
therefore  lie  content  to  do  m they  do,  and 
class  a piece,  not  as  having  been  made  un- 
der such  or  snicli  an  enqieror  or  dynasty, 
tbougli  the  inscription  may  state  as  much, 
hut  as  l»eing  of  such  a style.  Still,  taken 
in  this  way,  a coll<xdion  may  lie  made  a 
fairly  c(*mplete  and  very  interesting  in- 
dex to  the  histoiy  of  tljo  art  and  of  tlie 
peculiar  civilization  of  the  Chinese. 

The  very  oldest  jxuvelains,  it  is  likely, 
wei'e  white,  either  plain  or  oniainented 
with  engravings  in  the  paste*  or  with  a 
relief  obtained  by  pressing  the  paste  into 
similar  engmvings  in  w<xid.  The  col  lei'- 
tion  contains  no  specinien  of  the  archaic 
typo  with  ornanjents  derived  from  thepre* 
liistorie  vases  of  gold  and  bronze,  with  dis- 
torted human  faces  and  stiflly  designed 
characters,  reminding  one  of  Aztec  sculp- 
tures, That  which  has  the  mo.st  antique 
apfiearance,  a little  heart  -shaped  vase,  is  or- 
namented  with  draw  ings  in  several  shades 
of  ri(?h  blue,  of  other  vases,  pi  longs.  and  so 
forth,  of  the  primitive  ,style.  It  is  an  ex- 
quisite little  object  tbough,  with  a clear, 
soft,  and  even  white  glaze,  and  tlie  Ih^KI- 
ness  and  .skillful  distribution  of  fiie  deco 
rut  ion  is  heyotid  all  praise.  It  bears  one 
of  lliose  series  of  “six  marks’’  wdiich  an‘ 
supposed  to  distinguish  the  inanufactnn's 
of  the  later  tiine.s  of  the  Ming  emperors, 
and  \vhi<’h  read.  Made  from  the  antique 
at  (he  house  where  tliey  practice  the  vir- 
tues/* or  .soTnelhiiig  of  the  .sort.  A little 
Huttened  Ixittle  is  7>rol>ab1y  of  the  s;une 

MU  ^ hi. 


A OOLLEei’iON^  or  CmNESE 


sty  lei  irt  IVjyv*.  ^ ;iw^:  Jlirtse 

|ifoijyly  with  ithnuiJH'  ehrysantho-  eU  iu 

iriuna  ihivvr-r^  aud  U*a Kfdctirljtlly  it  io  thh  furtii  of  auiminj^  <5?:  VhiiVliy^ 

iii  pXi-^Ueai  bijuc*  uiiUe^i*  aoh’jur  ivhd ^lihftig; : lil^iters  td 

:T:ht>  j^e^uliar  slmd hii?  fd  the  the  lietitl  aiid  ihi>  hantl’^  jumjm  jtj  Wsk-'ait 

t>Iue  ^ri.hvadis  of  old  **  luwiharir'  all  dw;5>rak*d  over  ihe  j[tfevteivjN’tvt  J)f  ^ 

^Vritciked:i<^  ifie  in^i^r  t5Urf4:c:('c-  yello^^v/or  viol^tVwftU 

jiUetl  i>y  t*  lU  \iB\Ht  iA  Voi*>*  reiiikfe  jl'eiiery*'^  thfe- 

|.mirio»h  IrAiUitiofiH  the  «fK‘eioier>rf  rej>U'Kh?d  f^ajelife^ 

Ht  thef  were  made  at  King-ie  other  ol>jerf^v  y^oi*oei>iin)>;  have  a 

»ddii  tlk' Moii|rOl  dyhai»ty  of  Yueh^  a 

/tik.  The  Wue  haxvthovik’'  ^ 

C"  r here  ^UdvViii  i.Si  mo»t  likolyv  Of  a^^liU 

tkha  ^f  the  httiiiehe^  of  pluia  blossoiits 
sho^;  faArility  .t>f  h kind  that  H 
"Irki  at  a 

and  piit^  cobal  t of  ^ v ‘ ; 

till  hraiud^  He|^>bWtfO^  th^m 
un*^a!iriUier<  ATU  tkc 

to  ♦>;  : . ■ 

ejdleiir  in  Uiti  uiitny  wiiVc^  th  hidhtikkVen 

to  the  ^alnii nal in j?  eva  of  a peiiiuii  vvV  aH.  ‘ )Ui 

It  is  t‘rohabi>'  of  the  thh/r  of  ib.i^^^ 

epd  *>f  the;  Miiijr  dyijasty,,  - ' 

Of  lt:^i^' >!^xauiplcfv  Absenhed  iilf  htit  : mat  whu  h eauM*d  thirin  to  he 

« hi  an  impoffivaO  wroni^ly  cOn^>hle»*i*tfa^  of  «eeoiet  i,uml!fy 

fVifM  fciilhr^  ■ to  iiie  .r^ecodd  of  diuroeor:  'fltey  the  colit very  ireinai'kahho 

tivdt*H,  thh^e  pahtto)  •ivither  in  imui^iiarent  ^ mfioh  i»n  S<codnt  of  tUoirfme  uiul  doi#e 
or  decolor  hnjx^al  wnh  thiinL  ■ gmihe<V  fhodt^'Jr  tfraf  hec^tivi*' 

hiscUit  True  of  tfiitr  fi;irhe^tv  theii*  fiirms,  theie 

^sIyle  are  lyuht^ed  (k  t’?;eevith>w,  Und  lite  htaitjVnheh^? 

the  ein^de  theh*  pai^iiihir^.  dSo^  de^^pitf  t ii*^ 

wldch  di'stiyht^fQaH^^^l^  hi  > fytnpofkry  and  diijuKt  di^fiivuivtihbo^^^^ 

hlvH‘ anil  reih  >4.p]dlefl  iVptmf}boiiif»  4on>e  fell,  ? I iiH‘  liu ve*  «ih ii'kly  n i whfnci  iil 

v^hh  tU»:  t/^iy  otltei'i^.'k^  the  tlieir  pbee  hr  ooH^WHioiyjs,.  where  iia-y  unv 

ib«;d‘  iiini  jiiirevall  of?lot‘‘«  anvieift-  iiow  elo^^sevl  and  et»hkd<OMHt  atYtnfifkj 
ly  kfbtvr^  %htern:*d  into  style  i>f  n:H>>t  im^h^jns^  prv^inetihus  vT  lln;  i-HTnuiat' 

paWitfk^  tn  prdyehyoMiei  Tlfe^  are  ^vJiay 

Mv  hn^  cla4^  ^ieille  fy-  There  vine  fotlf  oi  {I ve  i?uinled'  idtH'i  N in 

/yh/M  rerfe  ""Vi  )f  lihYsn  Ciddl'^^v*  Du  ihb  ’^ioneeticui  ii  luelv  cofiiv' nrjdef  ein^nrn 
Sarlel; the^rAn  mh  rellOvT  u niyiHli  de;?»ih'ipl  ion  pm*  of  them  is  a sirp<*rh  hlix  l( 

yhihd-aptyriwch  tiMMOmmel>  ei£t|p>yHl  for  fpag**  hhf  r.  Its  i;^o!nrs> 

tbl(i»h^d  j^'tsiruVidi  f>ii  ijisrhit  ,‘oMiets?,  Vi  hii  h Ui'iiiehiyrl;  doi^  yelkoV  rin  rj[»t>  hit‘tV  ■, 

iv»fOi<lefe  'ih»‘  nalet lA^  .aye  it';*>n  pv'd,  hhvriv^  sr:i*eVuv;;^  T yr.rer  u aotl  hlM»jk  jifu 

add  ?'\t*emrdnui J y hi ue  . Piihi fiti ys  of  thi^  M roes'll y i-ideM'^  jii.  TIka  n iurkinyiv  ;ii u( 
sort.,  kxioYt  u 01  tvlihiH  hefoiy  »»ver  lOtUhn^  0/  Ijiy  (n*rin  in 

;^^ht»z;C%  ;ov  seidoiii  foutal  except  U}jnn  pircM  s it  tliin.  t>;aispluT''iy>;  vh>lp  Jael  tui  vii  hh  a 
of  ^^*ote5s(]lu^  ^ot•^l  loui  di  lVrisht  h'diii/jiril^  ut  luicf*  and  llrovoi*^.  Tliif 
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rose  ou  a slightly  rouj^lieued  surface.  The 
briglit  colors  of  the  elegant  conventional 
ornanients  are.  hatched  one  over  another 
in  the  mauuer  of  good  Middle  Age  illuini 
luitinn. 

There  are  several  examples  of  the  de 
dine  brought  about  by  Euro[>ean  inter- 
course, large  viises,  crowded  with  little 
Ogums,  garden  scenes,  pavilions,  in  the 
medallions,  and  with  peonies,  birds,  bul- 
terllies,bats,  dragons,  monsters  of  all  sorts, 
scmlls,  conventionalized  foliage,  mid  dia- 
))ers,  in  the  borders  whidj  siuround  llieni, 
and  which  repi^esent  tlie  generd  ground 
of  the  older  vases. 

Toward  llie  end  of  the  sfn’cntcimth  een- 
tury  the  iiottersofHoiieu  and  of  Delft  found 
it  necessary  to  pTOtect  themselves  against 
tlie  Oriental  invasion  which  at  that  time 
threatened  extinction  to  their  tmde,  and 
could  think  of  nothing  better  than  to  copy 
as  well  £is  they  might  the  Chinese  designs 
mid  manner  of  working.  In  this  way 
tliey  gained  a degree  uf  skill  that  many 
of  lliem  afterward  used  in  tuming  the 
inoi’e  slightly  decomted  Chinese  porcelains 
among  the  constantly  increasing  importu- 
turns  into  som^JUiiug  like  the  moi*e  richly 
decorated  and  therefore  costlier  ones.  At 
their  object  in  doing  this  may  Jiave 


black  **  lUWlMOKN^’  VASB,  MINC.  PKRIOD,  RICH 
IBIDESCK?<T  CLAZE. 


slaty  rocks  and  the  grass  at  the  foot  of  the 
are  drawn  with  equal  Bharpness,  and 
the  wliole  hfis  the  briliiance of  a waters 
color  ill  transparent  tints. 

Tlie  linal  tievelopineut  of  the  ax4  twk 
place  during  th^  hiSt  I'eigns  id  the  Ming 
ilyiUEsty,  1611-1723.  A gi*eat  many  new- 
CoIoi*s  were  invented,  especially  tlie  rose 
red  of  etiloridc  of  gold,  .several  new  yel- 
lows, carmine  purple.  opaque  wliite.  and 
Olliers,  used  afterward  tf>o  lil>6 rally  in  the 
erowiletl  ilecorations  of  the  doc’adence. 
Kept  within  proper  bounds,  these  new 
tints  give  a ciiarming  air  of  gayety  to  the 
dir^licate  paintings,  whether  of  oniainent, 
or  tlowei'S  and  birds  and  insecla.  <.u*  scenes 
from  history  and  roinanct^in  which  they 
art*  found. 

The  vase  with  the  curious  picture  of  a 
Clxinese  lion  hearing  llo\ver.s  io  a iligui- 
btdi  person  in  long  rolics,  behind  whoni 
an  attendant  i.s  holding  a fan.  is  coveret,!, 
except  for  this  nx€*ilallion  and  one  like  it 
on  the  ojiposite  .side,  with  a gi'ound  pf  pule 
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' ’ ?i&w  jAXiy  ^CD,- ■ ■ ;.• 

i liM  Uizen,  red  awl  t>Vuvfd  |rtH#Atii»>n  of  8>:ilf|odrm 

*T,apiw)»5t:*».*^  Tui>d*jUed  tii  iii  4 >f  AvdtHl*»>AVvhur,  4-  /jld  CUinHse;.  ilca^iVyC  kiid  rtu!ltU'*'>  Iti  Ted,  K Wtfe 

sn  rnind  fi.  Mjoderri:  dolorpd  aiirl  partly 


:^t  iaiije' povt^^^uin^Uiui;  iiife' 

tuy0iiio*l  ttl  bnt  i>i}<ivip  ]7)yaxii3  tliie^ 

ip*t  l^tjg  wivhii^  if  th^  ^ 

<♦>  ijni^  M j but^lH  Jau^t 

tjp  H new  i!iTilti§ti^^  ite^ 

l4>  irwfidbi  lt>  tir^it  thej  4;>y U 

•\^lii  br  1 1;  ;t>  b 

^(^i^  il^y  life  lu  t)fo^  jp^vje 

Jp  ^ iiutl  V^ioiii^  ciinuaves  tb>^t 

iip>  white  j>:r<:»uttd  tliXf  *>VM 

6f  ^§leJidt^r;}^^4h9hll-eyy^^ 

74rHi  HlH’te  ui  i1hine^>  hHhes^  piuUw^.a 

4>f  th»^  to  Uie  »-? 

U^p  jar  tjuv  Kiieppeap  thifrchaut^  Weiri*  poli tt?} v 

lu>W^‘'i^<£>*.  (lor  h>  M*  Withi^tli'  4';U3^*^. 

C Fphm  the  time  <^f'ltit*if  first  npjp»t>rAn*n»re 

fpiiUiM#  My  ii.  : IP  iihyt  jrarniAirs- 

htMM  wHfrIi  iir  ocytiiipeh^l 

the  #j?i wuig^nf 

^reat  riutctaruML  these  cha main ^ |WdiK‘Lmrt^  o Taficl 
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of  the  rising  sun,  but  it  is  only  within  re- 
cent ye^rs  that  a collection  like  this  pre- 
sent one  could  have  been  formed.  Mar- 
guerite d’Autriche,  Charles  V.,  and  other 
royal  and  princely  collectors  of  old  times 
had  but  a few  specimens  of  white  or  blue 
and  white.  The  great  collectors  of  a later 
time,  the  Count  de  Fonspertuis,  M.  De 
Jullienne,  the  Duches.se  de  Mazarin,  had 
little  else  but  pieces  of  an  ordinary  char- 
acter, which,  nevertheless,  sold  for  as 
much  as  pictures  by  Raphael  and  Murillo. 
Statuettes  of  cats  and  dogs,  figurines  (ma- 
gots),  and  vases  of  the  decadence  called 
“ pagodes”  or  “mandarins,”  were  the  im- 
j)ortaut  pieces  of  those  times.  It  is  doubt- 
hil  if  any  of  these  bearers  of  the  standard 
of  la  haute  curiosite  could  feast  their  eyes 
upon  such  an  assemblage  of  fine  and  rare 
sj)eciraens  as  can  Mr.  Charles  A.  Dana, 
whose  collection  it  is  that  I have  been  de- 
scribing. 

The  miserable  opium  wars  of  France 
and  England  against  the  Chinese,  and  the 
I’obbery  of  the  summer  palace  of  the  em- 
peror, resulted  in  the  introduction  into 
Europe  of  fine  porcelains  of  a sort  thereto- 
fore almost  unknown,  some  of  which  have 
since  found  their  way  to  this  country. 
Tlie  Tae-ping  rebellion,  which,  in  de.stroy- 
ing  the  city  of  King- te- chin,  inhabited 
by  nearly  two  hundred  thousand  potters 
and  decorators,  gave  a blow  to  the  manu- 
factui*e  from  which  it  can  never  recover, 
at  the  same  time  threw  thousands  of  fine 
pieces,  long  guarded  by  wealthy  Chinese 
among  their  treasures,  into  the  hands  of 
dealers.  This  source  is  believed  to  be  now 
([uite  exhausted.  Our  American  collector 
are  dependent  on  the  sales  that  take  place 
from  time  to  time  in  Europe,  whence  piece 
after  piece  has  been  brought  over  here,  un- 
til now,  in  the  opinion  of  one  of  the  lar- 
gest dealers,  but  little  more  can  be  looked 
for  from  that  direction.  Small  vases,  only 
a few  inches  in  diameter,  are  held  at  hun- 
dreds of  dollars;  pieces  of  any  size,  and 
showing  a particularly  beautiful  coloring, 
or  rich  iridescence,  or  excellent  modelling, 
or  tine  painting,  may  l>e  worth  thousands. 
It  is  not  without  roa.son  that  they  are  so 
prized,  for  in  workmanship,  in  material, 
in  taste,  and  artistic  invention,  they  are 
better  than  the  l)est  specimens  of  Cauca- 
sian art.  A Persian  watei*  l)ottle.  on  the 
one  hand,  and  some  s|)ecirnens  of  line  old 
Sevres,  in  Mr.  Dana'.s  possession,  on  the 
other,  are  among  the  best  tilings  of  the 
kind  that  our  race  can  boast  of.  The 


Persian  piece,  of  coarse  paste-imitation 
porcelain,  made  without  kaolin,  and  paint- 
ed in  the  careless,  blotty  manner  charac- 
teristic of  their  work,  can  be  put  beside 
the  Chinese  specimens,  though  distinctly 
of  lower  type  than  tliey;  but  the  Sevres, 
and  the  English  and  the  Saxon  wares,  can 
not  bear  comparison  with  it.  The  Japa- 
nese artists  of  to-day,  stimulated  by  the 
demand  that  exists  for  work  that  shall  be 
frankly  decorative,  and  free  and  artistic 
as  well,  and  of  which  they  only  seem  to 
have  preserved  the  secret,  are  turning  out 
work  in  some  I'espects  as  meritorious  as 
the  old  Chinese.  But  though  Japanese  art 
is  founded  on  the  Chinese,  the  disposition 
of  the  people,  gayer,  lighter,  more  impres- 
sionable than  that  of  their  teachers,  shows 
itself  in  all  that  they  do.  Their  work 
lacks  the  solidity,  the  seriousness,  the  im- 
portance, of  the  Chinese.  It  may  be  more 
amusing,  but  it  is  not  so  deeply  interest- 
ing. It  may  be  brighter,  but  not  so  rich ; 
cleverer,  but  not  as  elegant. 

Some  old  Hizen  porcelains  and  some 
uncommonly  good  examples  of  modern 
Japanese  wai*e  make  a little  collection 
apart  on  Mr.  Dana’s  shelves.  Clever  as 
are  the  latter,  and  remarkable  for  the 
strength  of  their  blue  and  red  decorations 
as  are  the  former,  their  inferiority  to  the 
Chinese  wares  can  not  for  a moment  be  dis- 
puted. Compare  the  slap  dash  execution 
of  the  tall  Japanese  vase  in  the  group 
on  pi*eceding  page  (5),  with  its  wliirl  of 
spray  and  cloud,  and  writhing  dragon  in 
high  and  sharp  I'elief,  its  poor  contour, 
and  its  hap-hazard  spotting  of  dark  blue 
and  white  and  gold,  with  the  refined 
drawing,  the  smooth  luxurious  glaze,  and 
the  exquisite  and  original  shape  of  the 
Chinese  piece  behind  it.  The  latter  is 
masterly,  quiet,  decorous ; the  former, 
with  all  its  wonderful  cleveme.ss,  its 
movement,  its  happy-go-lucky  composi- 
tion, is  a mere  toy  beside  it.  The  more 
dignified  dark  brown  jar  (3),  wuth  figures 
and  live  branches  in  imitation  of  wood- 
carving, serves  even  better  to  show  up  the 
superiority  of  the  old  Cliinese  work;  but 
no  Chinese  or  other  work  of  the  pi*eseut 
day  is  equal  to  it.  Its  maker,  a Japanese 
lady,  is  still  living. 

The  Chinese  spirit,  materialistic,  ration- 
alistic, describable  in  the  .same  terms  as 
the  matter  in  which  it  has  loved  to  work, 
dense,  line, and  polished,  has  enshrined  it- 
self in  these  objects.  It  has  found  in  their 
decoration  its  best  means  of  expression. 
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ALONG  THE  RIO  GRANDE. 


J^avo  a grand  labyrinthine  climb  up  the 
without  a pause  in  iUs  run  of  twenty- 
five  miles  to  quaint  old  Santa  Fe,  at  the 
feet  of  the  Rcxdcies*  In  tliat  city  one 


gmit  mountain  elasters  rise  purple  in  the 
west — tl»e  Cerillos,  a group  of  cojiical  low 
j>eaks,  c*h>se  at  haiuf  the  Placei*s^  with 
stores  of  precious  luinerah  the  mighty 


INDIAN  WATER  CABrUEfUj. 


Zaiidias^  the  V^alles.  and  the  disUiut  blue 
Jemez  rangOvUie  latter  ilecked  witli  snow 
ami  wreathed  with  light  clouds.  A short 
ti'iiin  dashes  with  brisk  audacity  otf  on 
the  branch  and  up  a steep  grade.  It  will 


can  see  at  a glance  that  he  is  liigh  up  on 
the  table -land,  for  the  feet  of  the  gmil 
mountain  chains  all  around  are  liidden, 
and  their  heads  si'cm  to  be  peering  up 
over  the  edges  at  tlie  ancient  city. 
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ftW  ii  i/j  l>ip  of 

'Vj:/‘:.i‘:/v\-.v;',.!^'‘;;'-:v^^^  : ^V0yil^UmiS..,:lh>il  ./Hr  ihtsj;  ^Oinill^  'tlic* 

of  k^po))if  ici  ^iglit  to  be 
Wi^  |>ai55i  duwu  tte  aitd  ll^o 

Av)i^li  a rivJBp  bed 

>;id?tjv  to  ftto  tb^  (bnl^t  of  ttoir  fiva}  f ^ 

Otijy  ‘H  ;tivlif?ii!loiilj»^  ii^  >vAUrr  frutk  to  fettoy 

jitni.yii»^  arrHiruV  ui  it^  and  108ht<{  ; tiiid^i*  tlt^ 

a Tbe  ^ Hhixtd^  ^ 

to  ^i>oy^  W u08aV«» 

tt  tVtat  tli<?  t*aif\\"ay  t^mtonknreot: 

IS  pi}^v  rti1)bHvw^kk/^W  fijost 

nov,"  aiiU  tbeii  tnas^i  ve  stoA^  ^ TUe  -toaWtHl  fxj  fl#><v  ^ 

puOy  todOeioly  betodie'!«^  to 

it  Iw  tli<?  raitty  loftto  ^m^rtHAvater 

topjiosi^d  by  fittt 

aiol  tiVstoO  i8;  lu)|ietl  Ibat  tlm  of  A^tdiOfo 

liiodi’!'  tmtil  it  isileafetiin^^.^^^a  ffiuiOit!^ vridls  large  ‘ tWicda  ex- 

loHsfiig  Wbr^t  of  dow^ 

tlu‘  lOovMiiaifis,  JlUiug  froiir  liHt^k  tu  to^O  TbtO  toiv 

Bit?  hnntd  be<b  eMijity^^  H hwj^ti  of 

h>agefl  the  river  jryet  lieio^ 

butinO  ■ slwVivO  tyvyr  the  gi^t 

Bidotler  tif  iirilt  tat liOsyo  ^ 

Bt  iiie 

tto  coBtit^V'  Uai»<L  ife  ^V**  ;.L 

\v  ith  ra^Hii^*  i*VrrH>^  ||i  )i  VtiOt^  Tbrisr.  \i*  it4itp*c*sii  ye,  but 

UHV  thr  Hkiifting  •Spoils  the  TtraB 

ihr^e  dry  Atrv'iito,  too^t  to  o^ji^roBy  hrtikf  tl^e-  hip 

pet^t'houii  riyffrsi  tot  OMt):  0^  iht^y 

hai  jaLitobilaiyd  puto  of  U'at^k  odd 

voad-to<V  ut  </x  pt>sto  p - : . ' ^oio^Hbin^  SvUie^^  bot^ug^isiiou  of 


\%i  fj»>  .*i  ■}  ) V , ^ 


j^TjV:l«‘i  jv»^*  tAVviM>»1  v*r?»r  (n.6-l»<? C ’» ni<y/ <>[  ■ 5 l/'^v  * ' -.  f 

4ftl  ht:'  l**^VS|if^fiH 4^. ; / ' , ■ |Wr\\,“'  ; . ' •.  •'^.'  ' • - < 

Tl^  ;J»V  , • ; ^^  - ■ ' *'?  ‘• 

ll*  lUACtt^'  T'k/V»'-15V:»*}  ,Hlf>f  l .ic^t' ^ 

bUi^vit 

iife<*  V«<itiv  IniufiUtii^u^y  ^ 

r(»iHnfy.4^f  iH/iiV^  Iw^ri^.  . 

in  .V’ 

mlftiniseii  t1iWit{2^1rUi^  vast  -witlv  t^^'viTmg*o  p^io^lfv  ^it  i!f 

rnnvutiii^?=»  Th^  i[>t^‘t^)lo  Vsijli  im’X'^tWlV 
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Hvjtstiemi  liiiK  .iin  fr».wnuj^  black  wificb  risrc^  4li 

ia Kv?«f} U!t?iTnftss t i t, vr i t U f^cilr  Ik^b it.  Ttii^r^;  U a rude  eb u rvji 

and  tbp  glcunuug:  ^ witb  twin  is<|imre 

!«^rfiajn  winding  down  fi^m  w it:  a br^n^d  hrms?!! 

tbriiu^li witli  ti>  tlie  rix^r.^  i larc^ 

ly  l)ai-^c|;r^>ubd  of  tbt^ky  bre  diia** 

iiiiK,  vefr^liifigly  wdeoOiO^^^  ainl  tlieire 

isv^ll  tliig  bill  ainl  ^^roat  ;f^4dei^^  b f(dl«Hi 

icee^l  tbfy^  cobles  in  bi^^nrii  adolK'.  A 

dNu^^bt^  fr^bn  tb^  rive^  Hibl  llic  labdt  , fi}!^  ih(^  eiilin  ttte 

iby  low  H\][iu laiion  seern  to  tie 


ilerb  tl>^.  bouiliwb^^  Oliubby  ydHldi*^n^; 

fol ky\H  i]io  ri v^^r-bft bk,  ciwr^i ug  1H>W  ai lil  «pli?li  \ it  llib  w bile  the 

tUeb  the  iirr^at  or  lri“r<>ftiinc:  riwr  ii^  uliye  ;yrttli  tlK* 

ditches^  Wbicb  k^yo 

nessv  ^fee’dAVdi^n  porldns 

The  vnlley  c^:»r)tno!t»;  and  tlh  runs  Bib  Tao^,  si^mething 

smffly  in  tis  tbr<>us?h  a like  nnles 
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may  not  Btaiui  at  a Ix'siiW 

Ihf^  ifu*oming'])Opu]atimK  Still,  it  will  l>o 
a long  time  lipfon^  1 ho  Mexican  of  Now 
Mexico  is  thoroughly  anglicized.  Per- 
haps, like  the  other  representative  of  tlie 
Ijiitin  race  in  North  Americ.a.  the  hahitant 
»»f  (.•iinada  after  the  conquest,  he  will 
more  than  hold  his  own. 

The  nineteenih-eentury  toucTi  given  hy 
thi^  railroad  luis  transformed  (he  liumdruni 
old  M«  xic;ui  jdac*'  of  xVllnu|uerqtie  in1t>.  or 
rather  has  added  on  to  it.  a hustling  roil- 
roati  centre,  with  sti*cet  cjirs;  fine  stories,  a 
nunil>er  of  hoteliSi  and  a rapidly  growing 
population  and  tnuie,  Tlie  iui]K)rianr<‘  of 
Alhuqiie!M|ne  com»>s  largely  frotn  its  situa- 
tion at  the  point  where  one  of  the  most 
imporhuit  parts  of  what  is  known  m the 
Atchisruj,  Topeka,  and  Santa  Fe  system. 


the  Athiiiiic  and  Pacific  Railiviad,  hmncli- 
os  olT  from  the  main  line.  The  Atlantic 
and  Pacific  Railroad,  known  iis  the  ihii*' 
ty  - fourth  paralhd  route,  has  the  advaip 
Urge  c»f  tHung  tlie  mo.st  dimd  line  t<.>  the 
Pari  lie.  having  the  ciisiest  grttdes. 
ersiug  n region  without  great  extJ*ernes  of 
eithei*  lieat  or  cold,  and  with  a .succession 
of  luglily  pirlures(|m‘  and  varied  scenery. 
The  general  oflices  of  the  Atlantic  and 
Pa<*itic  and  its  exten.sive  construction  and 
nqiftir  shops  aiv  at  AllMiquerquc,  forming 
the  centre  of  an  iTiijtortaul  new  quarter  »»f 
the  town,  or  mlilition/’  as  the  trans-Mis 
sissippi  word  is.  The  real  junction  of  the 
.\tlantic  .and  Fran  fie  is  ;p  Isl»*ta,  twelve 
miles  to  file  south.  l>ut  the  Atchison.  Tope- 
ka, and  BanUi  Fe  )‘ails  are  used  by  the 
trains  of  the  former  for  the  intervening 
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distance.  The  eastern  division  of  the  At- 
lantic and  Pacific  is  under  construction 
through  the  Indian  Territory,  across  the 
“Pan-handle”  of  Texas  and  eastern  New 
Mexico  to  Albuquerque,  and  will  form  a 
direct  line  to  St.  Louis  in  connection  with 
the  St.  Louis  and  San  Francisco,  which  it 
joins  at  the  boundary  of  Missouri  and  the 
Indian  Territory,  and  which  is  joint  own- 
er of  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  with  the  At- 
chison, Topeka,  and  Santa  Fe. 

The  veteran  American  inhabitants  of 
Albuquerque — of  little  over  three  years’ 
residence — tell  of  the  “olden  times”  when 
there  were  only  a few  tents  and  shanties 
where  the  new  town  now  stands — New  Al- 
buquerque, as  it  is  called,  built  about  two 
miles  to  the  eastward  of  old  Albuquerque, 
close  to  the  railroad.  To  the  rapid  growth 
of  the  place  I can  testify.  Returning  aft- 
er a month’s  absence  in  1881, 1 found  that 
the  number  of  buildings  had  about  dou- 
bled. The  manufacture  of  adobes  was  go- 
ing on  at  a prodigious  rate,  and  there  was 
a lively  clatter  of  carpentry  in  the  erec- 
tion of  frame  buildings.  The  tinder-box 
style  of  building,  however,  is  hardly  adapt- 
ed to  the  dry  climate,  to  say  nothing  of  its 
discomfort  under  a vertical,  summer  sun 
and  in  sand-storms.  After  a great  fire 
has  swept  away  all  the  wooden  structures, 
as  it  inevitably  must,  a return  to  the  com- 
fortable and  rational  adobes  may  be  ex- 
pected, where  brick  is  not  used.  These 
have  made  Santa  Fe  about  the  only  fire- 
proof city  in  the  United  States,  or  it  was 
so  until  lately,  a number  of  ready-made 
Chicago  frame  buildings  having  been 
swept  away  collectively  by  a fire,  after 
standing  three  or  four  months. 

Visiting  Albuquerque  again  a year  and 
a half  later,  in  1882, 1 found  the  changes 
that  had  taken  place  in  the  mean  time  still 
more  remarkable.  Where  at  that  time 
there  was  but  one  business  street,  lined 
with  an  inferior  class  of  buildings,  and 
scattering  houses  dotted  here  and  there 
over  the  level  fields,  outlining  the  anato- 
my of  the  town  that  was  to  be,  the  skeleton 
had  become  clothed  with  good  solid  urban 
flesh,  or,  to  speak  more  literally,  with  brick, 
stone,  adobe,  and  timber.  The  buildings 
now  stood  in  sturdy  ranks.  Railroad 
Avenue  had  been  paralleled  by  another 
and  a handsomer  business  street  named 
Gold  Avenue;  the  interaecting  cross 
streets  had  also  been  built  up  with  busi- 
ness houses;  large  and  glittering  plate- 
glass  windows  were  filled  with  attractive 

VoL.  LXX.-^No.  419.-46 


goods  in  the  latest  fashions;  a spirit  of 
modem  aesthetic  taste  was  not  infrequent 
in  exterior  and  interior  decorations ; there 
were  cleanly  restaurants  where  a nicely 
broiled  duck  shot  on  the  banks  of  the  Rio 
Grande,  or  a cut  of  buffalo-fish  caught  in 
its  waters,  was  served  in  a style  that  might 
cause  one  to  draw  a veil  over  the  memories 
of  the  horrors  of  frontier  cookery  that 
haunted  the  place;  and  the  streets  were 
brightly  illuminated  by  a gas  of  excellent 
quality  made  from  coal  mined  out  on  the 
Atlantic  and  Pacific  Railway  near  the 
Arizona  line  — a particularly  gratifying 
change  from  the  all -pervading  darkness 
of  former  days,  into  which  one  ventured 
with  grave  apprehensions  lest  a “hold- 
up” might  be  in  waiting  for  him.  The 
first  brick  had  been  man  uf Pictured  in  the 
town  only  a few  months  before,  and  there 
were  already  numerous  brick  buildings  of 
substantial  architecture  on  the  business 
streets.  Altogetlier  Albuquerque  had  be- 
come the  most  city-like  looking  town  in 
the  Southwest,  and  a place  of  bright  pros- 
pects— “a  second  Denver,”  it  was  called. 

Albuquerque  has  not  the  charming  situ- 
ation of  Santa  Fe,  nor  its  incomparable 
summer  climate,  its  altitude  being  some- 
thing like  two  thousand  feet  less.  No 
town  on  the  Rio  Grande,  however,  is 
without  mountain  scenery,  and  Albu- 
querque is  fortunate  in  having  the  Zandia 
about  twelve  miles  to  the  eastward.  I 
have  never  been  more  tempted  to  enthu- 
siastic superlatives  than  in  the  presence  of 
this  magnificent  rock  pile,  which  has  the 
large  dignity  of  a single  long-sweeping 
wave  uplifting  itself  in  a calm  sea.  The 
sky  here  knows  few  changes.  The  Zan- 
dia, however,  makes  up  for  this,  and  al- 
ters its  aspect  from  morning  to  night,  its 
surface  presenting  those  subtle  effects  of 
light  and  shade  that  an  artist  is  wont  to 
seek  in  the  shifting  clouds.  In  the  morn- 
ing the  mountain  rises  above  the  town  a 
mass  of  dark  and  vague  purple  shadow 
with  majestic  contour.  The  march  of  the 
hours  is  marked  by  indescribable  changes 
in  surface  appearance ; a broad  platform 
appears,  a rock  pinnacle  shoots  up,  a tre- 
mendous ledge  juts  out  into  the  clear  light 
from  the  depth  of  shadow  still  behind,  and 
a new  race  of  Titans  seems  to  be  spring- 
ing into  being  from  the  womb  of  their 
mountain  mother.  There  is  no  haze,  but 
in  the  heat  of  noon  a robe  of  transparent 
atmospheric  purple  enwraps  the  mountain 
royally,  and  pulsates  with  the  life  of  the 
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hour.  It  is  not  until  the  low  sun  throws 
his  rays  full  on  the  western  face  that  ev- 
ery rock,  every  detail,  of  the  gigantic  mass 
is  revealed,  and  tlie  whole  seems  close  at 
hand.  Then  the  sun  suddenly  suffuses  it 
all  with  gold,  and  flushes  tlie  summit  with 
a rosy  cloud- wreath,  until  the  splendor 
fades  away  into  the  dusk,  and  the  mount- 
ain becomes  more  darkly  mysterious  than 
in  the  morning. 

In  the  region  of  Albuquerque  there  be- 
gins a marked  characteristic  of  the  mount- 
ain forms  of  the  Southwest,  reaching  away 
down  into  Mexico.  The  peaks  are  not 
disposed  in  continuous  ranges,  but  stand 
in  isolated  groups,  which  seem  to  be  sail- 
ing away  down  the  plains  like  icebergs  at 
sea,  the  distant  ones  showing  their  conical 
summits  just  above  the  horizon.  The 
Rocky  Mountains  proper  end  at  Santa  Fe, 
and  they  might  be  compared  to  a great 
glacier  mass  pushing  down  from  the  north 
until  it  can  no  longer  resist  the  hot  south- 
ern sun,  but  breaks  up  into  detached  frag- 
ments like  icebergs,  which  continue  their 
southern  voyage  scattered  widely  over  the 
plains. 

The  Rio  Grande  is  on  each  side  hemmed 
pretty  closely  in  by  mountains  in  its  course 
through  New  Mexico.  On  the  way  up 
westward  from  Isleta  on  the  Atlantic 
and  Pacific  Railroad  trains,  climbing  the 
steepest  continuous  grades  that  exist 
throughout  the  course  of  that  railroad, 
there  is  a remarkable  view  for  a long, 
long  way  directly  down  the  valley,  and 
it  seems  as  if  the  straight  track  of  the 
Atchison,  Topeka,  and  Santa  Fe,  shooting 
away  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see,  might  then 
keep  on  without  a curve  until  it  reached 
the  south  pole.  The  whole  narrow 
breadth  of  the  valley  may  be  surveyed  at 
a glance,  and  one  is  struck  by  its  uniform 
V-shai>e,  a great  trough,  with  the  mount- 
ains standing  apart  along  the  sides  like 
lines  of  posted  sentries. 

One  of  the  most  striking  things  about 
New  Albuquerque  to  me  on  my  first  visit 
was  the  sidewalk,  to  use  a Hibernianism, 
it  being  actually  in  the  middle  of  the 
broad  Railroad  Avenue,  for  the  street-car 
track  was  planked  over  between  the  rails 
and  used  as  a walking  place,  while  the 
rest  of  the  street  was  a bed  of  soft  sand. 
The  old  town,  however,  has  a number  of 
picturesque  features,  it  being  pretty  thor- 
oughly Mexican,  and  the  entire  business 
of  the  place  having  removed  to  New  Al- 
buquerque, it  is  dull  enough.  The  most 


charming  piece  of  architecture  is  the  Mo- 
lino  de  la  Glorieta  (the  mill  of  the  grove, 
as  its  Spanish  name  signifies).  It  is  a 
building  of  wood  and  adobe,  irregular  in 
construction,  and  embowered  in  a grove  of 
fine  large  trees  planted  by  its  prosperous 
owner,  Mr.  Franz  Huiiing,  one  of  tlie  old 
residents,  and  a leading  merehant  and 
wine-grower.  Mr.  Huning  brought  with 
him  from  Germany  a German’s  love  of 
the  forest,  which  has  made  him  an  impas- 
sioned tree-planter  during  his  long  resi- 
dence in  New  Mexico.  In  1881  he  set  out 
1500  trees.  There  are  in  old  Albuquerque 
some  pleasant  Mexican  houses  with  pretty 
court-yards  filled  with  flowers. 

I had  no  idea  that  there  could  be  so 
much  character  to  the  humble  adobe  be- 
fore coming  to  New  Mexico,  but  I found 
that  it  was  capable  of  excellent  architect- 
ural results  when  used  appropriately.  The 
size  of  the  mud  bricks  makes  them  adapt- 
ed to  massive  forms  of  construction,  in 
which  broad  and  stately  effects  may  be  ob- 
tained. Ill  hue  the  adobe  varies  with  the 
region,  so  that  each  place  has  literally 
its  ‘ ‘ local  color.  ” Adown  the  Rio  Grande 
it  passes  through  all  the  shades  of  brown, 
from  a rich  golden  tone  to  a burnt  sienna. 
In  some  places  it  looks  exactly  like  red 
sandstone,  and  at  Fort  Wingate,  in  the 
western  part  of  New  Mexico,  beyond  the 
continental  divide  on  the  Atlantic  and  Pa- 
cific Railroad,  it  is  a light  gi*ay,  which 
looks  white  against  a background  of  dark 
pines. 

The  gardens  and  orchards  along  the 
Rio  Grande  strike  unspeakably  joyous 
notes  of  color;  perhaps  because  of  the 
crystal  clear  air,  perhaps  on  account  of  the 
immediate  contrast  wnth  the  desert  which 
is  always  a neiglibor — probably  for  both 
reasons.  The  contrast  of  the  adobe  garden 
walls— broad  liorizontal  bands  of  brown 
glowing  in  the  sunshine — with  the  luxu- 
riant and  brilliant  verdure  of  the  orchard 
foliage  that  crowns  them,  is  exceedingly 
beautiful. 

The  varieties  of  fruit  that  have  been  in- 
troduced from  the  East  of  late  years  attain  a 
remarkably  fine  flavor.  I never  before  en- 
joyed such  delicious  strawberries  and  cher- 
ries as  in  a hospitable  garden  at  Santa  Fe, 
the  consequence  of  perpetual  sunshine, and 
an  unfailing  supply  of  water  applied  just 
at  the  time  it  is  wanted.  Fruit-raising  on 
the  Rio  Grande  promises  to  become  an  ex- 
tensive and  profitable  business. 

The  Jesuits  who  ai’e  in  charge  of  the 
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church  of  San  Felipe  Neri  have  a beauti- 
ful garden  in  Albuquerque,  with  long  al- 
leys densely  shaded  by  fruit  and  nut  trees, 
and  bordered  with  all  sorts  of  small  fruits. 
There  are  pleasant  benches  to  rest  upon, 
and  in  the  shade  it  is  delightfully  cool,  for 
in  the  clear  dry  air,  which  does  not  hold 
the  heat,  there  is  a vast  difference  be- 
tween sunshine  and  shadow.  The  Jesuits 
have  a fine  vineyard,  and  make  an  excel- 
lent quality  of  wine.  Vegetation  grows 
rapidly  here  when  once  started,  and  it 
seems  hardly  possible  that,  only  twelve 
years  before,  this  garden  could  have  been 
an  arid  waste. 

Albuquerque  is  the  centre  of  an  impor- 
tant wine-growing  district,  being  only 
surpassed  in  the  valley  by  La  Mesilla  and 
El  Paso.  A number  of  firms  are  engaged 
in  the  business  here,  and  since  they  have 
established  the  practice  of  buying  the 
grapes  from  the  Mexicans  and  pueblo  In- 
dians, and  making  the  wine  themselves  in 
large  quantities,  the  quality  has  much  im- 
proved. It  is  related  that  at  the  pueblo 
at  San  Felipe  there  were  once  considerable 
vineyards,  but  as  the  Indians  got  drunk 
on  the  wine  they  made,  their  autocratic 
governor^  who  is  elected  by  themselves, 
adopted  the  summary  and  effective  reme- 
dy of  uprooting  the  vineyards.  Now  that 
the  Indians  can  sell  their  grapes,  they  have 
been  permitted  to  plant  their  vines  again. 
Some  of  the  best  vineyards  in  the  valley 
are  those  belonging  to  the  industrious  and 
frugal  Indians  at  Isleta.  There  are  com- 
monly but  two  kinds  of  grape  growti — 
the  Mission,  which  is  the  same  as  that  of 
California,  and  the  Muscatel — both  being 
of  the  European  si>ecies,  a quite  different 
fruit  from  the  grape  of  native  origin  cul- 
tivated in  “the  States.”  The  vines  are 
planted  only  a few  feet  apart,  and  are  not 
trained  on  poles  as  in  France  and  Ger- 
many, nor  on  trellises  as  in  Italy,  but 
have  no  support  at  all,  being  kept  very 
low  and  stumpy,  growing  only  about  three 
feet  high.  This  is  principally  to  enable 
easy  protection,  as  through  the  winter  the 
vines  are  covered  with  earth  heaped  up 
from  between  the  rows.  Since  the  climate 
is  not  so  severe  as  in  French  and  German 
wine-growing  regions,  at  first  considera- 
tion it  seems  as  if  this  precaution  should 
be  no  more  needed  here  than  there,  but  a 
wine-grower  told  me  that  in  his  opinion 
it  was  not  so  much  the  temperature  as  it 
was  the  dry  quality  of  the  cold  air  which 
killed  the  vines.  At  Mesilla  I was  told 


that  some  growers  in  that  place  covered 
up  their  vines,  while  others  did  not,  and 
it  seemed  to  make  no  difference.  Mesilla, 
however,  is  protected  from  the  sweep  of 
the  cold  northerly  winds  by  a range  of 
mountains.  The  vineyards  of  the  Rio 
Gmnde  were  sadly  injured  in  the  Novem- 
ber of  1880,  when  an  early  cold  snap  found 
many  growers  with  their  vines  uncovered. 
Thousands  of  vines  wei*e  killed.  The 
vines  are  of  Spanish  origin.  Possibly  if 
experiments  were  made  with  the  hardier 
varieties  from  France  and  Germany,  these 
might  be  found  to  need  no  covering,  and 
the  quality  of  the  wine  might  also  be  im- 
proved, as  it  has  been  in  California.  There 
are  thousands  of  acres  on  the  Rio  Grande 
available  for  grape  culture,  and  the  wine 
product  may  be  expected  to  increase  with 
the  attention  attracted  to  the  resources  of 
the  valley  by  the  building  of  the  railroad. 

The  quality  of  the  wine  differs  greatly. 
The  average  native  wine  found  in  Santa 
Fe — it  is  not  grown  there ; the  altitude  is 
too  great  for  the  European  grape — was 
abominable  stuff.  In  Albuquerque,  how- 
ever, one  can  find  excellent  wine,  espe- 
cially at  the  Jesuit  fathers’,  and  also  at 
some  of  the  principal  wine-gi'O weirs’.  The 
late  Madame  Josephine  Tondre,  at  Isleta, 
was  famed  for  her  wine,  and  was  one  of 
the  most  successful  gi'owers.  The  wine 
of  Mesilla  and  El  Paso  is  also  of  good 
quality.  The  best  of  the  red  wine  is 
light,  and  not  at  all  heady.  The  best 
“white”  wine — it  is  about  the  color  of 
sherry— has  a taste  something  like  a very 
dry  sherry  with  an  approach  to  Hock,  the 
sherry  flavor  doubtless  a reminiscence  of 
the  Spanish  origin  of  the  grape. 

The  wine  is  cheap,  but  tourists  seldom 
see  it  unless  they  make  an  effort.  The 
strangeness  of  the  scenery  and  the  people 
attract  genuine  pleasure-tourists  to  New 
Mexico,  which  they  find  as  foreign  in 
character  as  the  lauds  across  the  ocean. 
Your  true  tourist  always  likes  to  test  the 
local  specialties  in  food  and  drink,  for 
without  them  lie  feels  as  if  he  had  hardly 
known  the  country.  Tmvellers  always 
enjoy  with  an  especial  relish  the  antelope 
steak  served  at  railway  eating-houses  in 
Colorado  and  western  Kansas  on  this  ac- 
count. Now  if  they  wei'e  only  allowed 
tlie  pleasure  of  a bottle  of  the  vino  del 
pais^  at  a moderate  price,  with  their  meals 
at  the  excellei^  railway  eating-houses  in 
New  Mexico,  the  popularity  of  the  south- 
ern transcontinental  route  might  be  in- 
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creased,  while  to  railway  dyspeptics  it 
would  afford  a blessed  relief  from  the  al- 
ternative between  alkali  water  and  tea 
or  coffee,  the  indulgence  in  the  latter  two 
of  which  three  times  a day  is  apt  to  be 
too  much  for  the  nerves  and  quiet  rest  of 
many  travellers. 

New  Mexico  is  undoubtedly  very  rich 
in  mineral  resources,  but  her  development 
comes  considerably  later  than  that  of  Colo- 
rado, and  it  received  a sudden  though  not 
disastrous  check  in  the  collapse  of  the 
“ mining  boom”  in  the  East.  Too  many 
Eastern  investors  have  been  bitten  by  the 
handling  of  fancy  stocks  for  a full  restora- 
tion of  confide  nee,  and  future  prosecutions 
of  mining  enterprises  will  mostly  have  to 
be  made  by  parties  on  the  ground  or  near 
the  spot,  instead  of  after  the  “ unsight-un- 
seen” method.  Really  good  mining  prop- 
erty does  not  have  to  go  a-begging. 

New  Mexico  has  made  great  progress 
as  a mineral -producing  Territory  since  the 
suppression  of  the  Apache  outbreak  in 
1881,  which  paralyzed  nearly  all  mining 
enterprise  for  several  months.  The  dis- 
coveries at  Lake  Valley,  and  the  brilliant 
showing  made  by  New  Mexico  at  the  Den- 
ver Mining  Exhibition  in  the  summer 
of  1882,  opened  the  eyes  of  outside  people 
to  the  resources  of  the  Territory.  There 
followed  a great  immigration  of  miners 
from  Colorado  and  other  mineral  regions, 
and  the  increase  of  New  Mexico’s  output 
of  rich  ore  has  been  remarkable. 

Meanwhile  the  prospector  is  scouring 
the  country ; one  meets  him  by  day,  trav- 
elling generally  in  x>airs  with  ponies  and 
pack-mules  or  hurros^  and  at  night  the 
mountain-sides  are  a-twinkle  with  his 
camp  fires.  The  miners  of  New  Mexico 
are  a fine  class  of  men,  as  a whole,  and  a 
credit  to  their  trade.  There  are  many  clear- 
eyed, brown-cheeked  lads  among  them, 
cheery, fmnk, and  pleasant-spoken, and  the 
Eastern  college  gr^uate  is  not  unfrequent- 
ly  of  their  number.  The  life  is  generally 
a healthy  one.  Courage  and  hope  are 
kept  up  by  the  expectation  of  “ striking  it 
rich”  at  any  moment.  The  professional 
prospector,  when  he  hits  upon  a promising 
claim,  does  not  wait  to  realize  a large  sum 
hpon  it,  but  sells  out  for  a few  thousand 
dollars.  He  finds  it  more  profitable  in  the 
end  to  keep  moving  rather  than  wait  for 
the  chances  of  making  a fortune  at  one 
sweep.  Single  great  min^,  or  mines  of 
great  promise,  have  thus  in  the  wild 
days  of  speculation  passed  through  a num- 


ber of  hands  before  their  final  capitaliza- 
tion at  a million  or  so  in  the  Eastern  stock 
market.  The  man  in  New  Mexico  is  poor 
indeed  who  does  not  carry  a mine  in  his 
pocket:  that  is,  represented  by  specimens 
of  brilliant-hued  ore,  streaked  with  red, 
green, blue,  purple,  wonderfully  iridescent, 
stratified  with  layers  of  native  copper  and 
silver,  or  speckled  with  gold  fiakes.  The 
unskilled  Easterner  gazes  thereon  in  won- 
der, and  taking  their  beauty  as  a measure 
of  their  worth,  concludes  that  they  must 
assay  thousands  of  dollars  to  the  ton. 

The  traveller  bound  down  the  valley 
now  goes  to  sleep  in  his  Pullman  berth 
shortlyafterleaving Albuquerque.  When, 
at  about  four  o’clock  in  the  morning,  the 
porter  awakens  him  to  tell  him  he  is  al- 
most at  Rincon,  the  junction  where  he  is 
to  change  cars  for  El  Paso,  the  midsum- 
mer air  is  laden  with  a strange  aromatic 
odor,  something  like  a sweet  mixture  of 
peppermint  and  sage.  This  scent  is  so  uni- 
versal that  it  becomes  oppressive  and  al- 
most sickening.  It  comes  from  the  herb- 
age on  the  plains.  The  first  glimmer  of 
dawn  is  faintly  limning  the  eastern  mount- 
ain-tops as  one  steps  out  on  to  the  plat- 
form at  Rincon  station.  The  Arizona  and 
California  bound  passengers  sleep  quietly 
on  as  the  Pullman  speeds  on  to  Deming 
to  join  the  Southern  Pacific  Railroad. 

We  start  out  for  El  Paso  in  the  early 
light.  The  vegetation  has  become  more 
southern.  The  cacti  are  larger,  and  new  va- 
rieties appear.  Dense  and  beautiful  woods 
border  the  river,  whose  company  we  are 
keeping  once  more.  Soon  we  are  in  the 
midst  of  a mountain  range,  the  San  Diego, 
and  the  Rio  Grande  is  plunging  through 
a gorge  of  wonderful  wildness  and  grand- 
eur. The  railway  keeps  close  to  the  riv- 
er, turning  and  twisting  hither  and  thith- 
er while  we  gaze  out  upon  some  of  the  fin- 
est scenery  in  New  Mexico.  The  rock  is 
volcanic,  and  how  it  must  have  been  hurl- 
ed and  tumbled  about  in  the  ancient  con- 
vulsions to  give  it  such  disordered  forms ! 
This  land  must  have  looked  like  a Titans’ 
bivouac  when  all  these  craters  which  dot 
it  were  afiame. 

The  rising  sun  gilds  the  peaks,  and  there 
is  a glorious  opposition  of  dark  foreground 
masses  against  light  summits,  distant  and 
high.  The  point  of  view  changes  radical- 
ly every  moment,  and  the  new  vistas  ever 
opening  down  the  stream  give  keen  delight 
to  this  morning  ride.  The  river  dashes 
wildly  through  tlie  gorges. 
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A sight  of  cool  blue  peaks,  sharp  as  nee- 
dies  and  closely  serrated,  is  caught  above 
the  near  mountains.  They  appear  and 
disappear,  but  at  last  a turn  in  the  gorge 
brings  the  train  suddenly  out  into  the 
wide  valley,  and  the  remarkable  Organ 
Mountains  stand  in  full  view  to  tlie  east- 
ward, showing  the  full  height  of  their 
majesty  from  foot  to  summit  as  they  rise 
from  the  plain.  They  received  the  name 
of  Organ  Mountains  (Sierra  de  los  Or- 
ganos)  from  the  Spaniards,  who  saw  in 
their  striking  perpendicular  lines  a resem- 
blance to  giant  organ  pipes.  Though  con- 
siderably lower  than  the  Zandia,  they  ap- 
pear to  be  higher,  the  lower  level  of  the 
valley  making  the  difference.  Their 
neighborhood  gives  to  Las  Cruces  and 
Mesilla  a dignity  equal  to  that  conferred 
upon  Albuquerque  by  the  Zandia.  A sus- 
picion that  the  Organs  concealed  valuable 
mines  had  long  existed,  and  when  the  rail- 
road opened  up  the  country  to  prospect- 
ors, the  neighboring  town  of  Las  Cruces 
built  considerably  upon  the  expectation 
of  its  verification.  But  the  looked- for 
“boom”  did  not  come,  and  the  place  re- 
lapsed into  the  dull  Mexican  drowse  from 
which  the  locomotive  whistle  had  aroused 
it  long  enough  to  lay  out  a new  town  site, 
but  it  did  not  endure  long  enough  for  the 
disposal  of  any  of  the  lots.  Las  Cruces 
was  therefore  astonished  to  find  one  day 
in  1882  that  the  long-awaited  and  almost 
despaired-of  discovery  had  really  been 
made;  that  ore  had  been  struck  in  the 
Organs,  assaying  away  up  in  the  hundred 
thousands.  So  Las  Cruces  has  at  last 
come  to  her  own,  and  is  now  a mining 
centre  of  no  mean  importance. 

Las  Cruces  and  La  Mesilla  are  the  two 
important  places  of  this  region.  They 
are  immediate  neighbors.  When  New 
Mexico  was  annexed  to  the  United  States 
the  boundary  line  ran  just  south  of  the 
town  of  Dona  Ana,  and  to  escape  the  annoy- 
ing assumptions  of  the  newly  immigrated 
Americans,  a large  number  of  Mexicans 
left  and  founded  La  Mesilla,  just  across 
the  boundary  in  Mexico,  and  away  on  the 
banks  of  the  Rio  Grande.  That  stream  is 
a very  capricious  one,  and  in  its  high 
stages  it  changes  its  course  in  dozens  of 
places  every  year,  the  light  soil  of  its 
banks  offering  little  opposition  to  the  will 
of  the  waters.  One  morning,  a few  years 
ago,  the  inhabitants  of  La  Mesilla  awoke 
and  found  themselves  on  the  other  side  of 
the  river,  which,  during  the  night,  had 


decided  to  go  to  the  westward  of  the 
town.  In  driving  to  Mesilla  from  Las 
Cruces  one  fords  the  old  channel,  which  is 
now  a pond  of  clear  water  filtering  in 
through  the  sand. 

The  fertility  of  the  Mesilla  Valley  led 
to  its  purchase  fi*om  Mexico  by  the  United 
States  under  the  Gadsden  Treaty,  moving 
the  boundary  about  thirty  miles  south- 
ward, and  making  American  citizens  of 
the  Mesilleros  after  all.  La  Mesilla  is  a 
charming  - looking  place,  with  luxuriant 
gardens  and  noble  trees  densely  shading 
its  streets.  The  United  States  land  office 
for  the  southern  part  of  New  Mexico  is 
here,  and  the  great  excess  in  the  number 
of  paid-up  mining  claims  over  those  of  the 
northern  district  at  Santa  Fe  speaks  well 
for  the  prosperity  of  the  mining  interests 
of  the  section.  Contemplating  the  uncul- 
tivated soil,  one  wonders  where  the  Mesi- 
lla Valley  got  its  fame  for  fertility,  since 
it  apparently  consists  of  barren  sand  tuft- 
ed with  rank  weeds.  But  an  abundance 
of  sunshine  and  water  works  wonders 
here,  as  is  testified  by  the  rich,  tilled 
fields  and  the  many  l^autiful  orchards 
and  vineyards.  The  profits  of  agriculture 
here  are  great.  One  of  the  leading  citizens 
of  Mesilla  is  said  to  have  an  annual  income 
of  something  like  $10,000  from  eighteen 
acres  of  vineyard  and  orchard.  Several 
hundred  acres  of  prairie  land  would  hardly 
accomplish  so  much.  The  mildness  of  the 
climate  is  shown  by  the  existence  of  a 
beautiful  large  fig-tree  in  the  pdtio  of 
one  of  the  Mesilla  houses.  Considerable 
Mesilla  wine  is  now  taken  East  by  the  rail- 
way, and  it  is  averred  that  in  the  hands  of 
New  York  dealers  the  Mesilla  label  is  not 
infrequently  replaced  by  the  legend,  “ Pine 
Old  Sherry.” 

The  onion  is  a famous  product  of  the 
Mesilla  Valley ; it  grows  to  an  enormous 
size — larger  than  I have  ever  seen  or  heard 
of  elsewhere.  Onions  seven  or  eight 
inches  in  diameter  are  not  uncommon. 

The  acequias  madres,  the  “mother  ca- 
nals” of  the  irrigating  system,  broad  and 
shaded  by  fine  trees,  are  a beautiful  fea- 
ture of  the  scenery.  Their  water  is  of  a 
tawny  orange,  and  flows  as  rapidly  as  that 
of  the  river.  It  is  genially  warm;  de- 
lightful for  bathing,  despite  the  abundant 
earthy  matter  held  in  suspension. 

The  fear  has  been  expressed  that  it  would 
be  hardly  possible  to  irrigate  the  Mesilla 
Valley  much  more  extensively  than  at 
present,  as  the  water  supply  is  scanty,  and 
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in  some  seasons  the  river  runs  dry  alto- 
getlier;  but  it  is  likely  that  a system  of 
wells  would  make  the  water  supply  ample 
enough  for  all  demands.  In  Syria  exten- 
sive vineyards  are  irrigated  from  large 
wells  dug  for  the  purpose,  and  some  day 
it  may  be  found  profitable  to  apply  the 
same  idea  to  the  Mesilla  Valley.  The  wa- 
ter of  the  river  underlies  the  whole  val- 
ley bottom.  A few  feet  below  the  ground 
at  any  place  water  is  always  found  in 
abundance.  This  accounts  for  the  mag- 
nificent trees  in  La  Mesilla.  Their  roots 
strike  down  into  the  ground  water,  so  that 
in  the  driest  of  weather  and  fiercest  of 
heats  they  are  never  athirst,  but  always 
proudly  lift  up  their  crowns  of  deep  rich 
emerald.  Fruit  trees,  after  a good  start, 
never  i*equire  irrigation,  it  is  said.  They 
grow  very  large  here,  and  in  the  enor- 
mous peach-trees  one  would  hardly  recog- 
nize the  short-lived  tree  of  the  North. 

Between  Las  Cruces  and  El  Paso  the  rail- 
road travei*ses  plains  of  mesquite,  about 
whose  enormous  roots  great  sand  mounds 
are  heaped.  The  mesquite,  a species  of  aca- 
cia, naturally  grows  up  into  a considera- 
ble tree,  but  the  fi’equent  sweeping  of  the 
plains  by  fire  keeps  it  a shrub*  in  appear- 
ance. Its  vitality  must,  however,  come 
into  play  somehow,  and  therefoix?!  jt  runs 
all  to  root.  These  mesquite  roots  form 
the  fuel  of  the  region.  An  insignificant- 
looking bush  will  thus  often  yield  cords 
of  wood. 

The  mountains  skirting  either  side  of 
the  broad  valley  draw  near  together  as  El 
Paso  is  approached,  and  the  train  is  soon 
passing  beside  the  river  through  a wild 
gorge.  On  the  other  side  is  another  rail- 
way track,  and  even  for  some  distance  it 
runs  parallel  with  ours.  It  is  the  South- 
ern Pacific,  and  as  soon  as  a white  monu- 
ment high  up  the  steep  mounUiin-slope 
tells  that  down  as  far  as  the  Gulf  the 
right  bank  of  the  Rio  Grande  is  foreign 
soil  thenceforth,  it  crosses  the  river  on 
a high  iix)n  bridge  in  order  to  keep  with- 
in the  United  States,  and  runs  beside  us 
through  the  pass  at  a liighcr  grade.  Pass- 
ing Fort  Bliss,  we  alight  in  El  Paso,  and 
step  into  a drift  of  light  sand  almost  as 
fine  lis  ashes.  El  Paso  has  not  always 
borne  its  present  eux>honious  name.  Tiie 
settlement  was  originally  called  Magoff- 
insville,  and  afterward  Franklin,  by  wliich 
latter  name  it  is  still  known  in  Mexico. 
The  fine  sand  prevailing  everywhere  is 
the  great  drawback  to  comfort.  One  has 


to  wade  through  it  almost  ankle-deep  in 
some  places,  and  the  carriages  send  up 
clouds  of  suffocating  dust.  The  massive 
adobe  buildings,  with  arched  colonnades 
over  the  sidewalks,  as  in  many  Italian 
cities,  give  parts  of  the  town  considerable 
picturesqueness.  High  mountains  slope 
back  from  either  side  of  the  river.  They 
are  grand  in  aspect,  but  with  the  utter 
barrenness  of  their  naked  rock  they  do 
not  invite  intimacy,  as  our  Northern  hiUs 
beckon  us  to  them  with  the  beauty  of 
woods,  glens, and  upland  glades,  with  their 
brooks,  mosses,  and  ferns.  It  seems  as  if 
the  mountains  of  North  America,  in  their 
march  southward,  gradually  disrobed 
themselves.  Sometimes  at  first  sight  they 
are  forbidding,  but  here  and  there  their 
ravines  conceal  scenes  of  rare  beauty. 
Outwardly,  however,  they  look  stem  and 
unrelenting,  bristling  with  nude  crags 
that  pierce  the  hot  sky. 

El  Paso  is  now  a great  railroad  centre, 
and  thei'efore  promises  to  become  an  im- 
portant city.  Four  giant  railway  corpo- 
rations meet  here—the  Atchison,  Topeka, 
and  Santa  Fe,  from  Kansas  City;  the 
Southern  Pacific,  from  San  Francisco  on 
the  one  hand  and  New  Orleans  on  the  oth- 
er; the  Texas  and  Pacific,  from  St.  Louis; 
and  the  Mexican  Central  {Ferro  Carril  de 
Central  Mejicano)^  from  the  city  of  Mexir 
CO.  The  published  plan  of  the  town  site  of 
El  Paso  shows  that  its  people  have  great 
expectations.  The  projected  rectangular 
streets  gridiron  the  desolate  waste  of  foot- 
hills—at  present  a regular  Sahara — occu- 
pying space  enough  for  a second  Chicago. 

The  prosperity  of  El  Paso  will  natural- 
ly be  shared  by  its  Mexican  neighbor, 
Paso  del  Norte,  where  the  Mexican  Cen- 
tral Railroad  has  extensive  terminal 
grounds,  and  a handsome  railway  station 
of  adobe  with  a large  court  in  the  Mexi- 
can style.  There  is  also  a line  of  horse- 
cars  between  the  two  towns. 

From  the  foot-hills  back  of  El  Paso  the 
Rio  Grande  may  be  seen  winding  down 
toward  tlie  Gulf,  seemingly  irresolute  how 
to  choose  its  ^vay  among  the  distant  peaks 
that  loom  up  from  the  Texan  and  Mexican 
plains  like  gi*eat  hay-stacks.  Below  Ei 
Paso  the  Mexicans  call  the  stream  the  Rio 
Bravo.  It  means  “ rapid  river,”  but  tak- 
ing the  Spanish  literally,!  concluded  that 
tlie  name  must  be  bestowed  because  it  was 
indeed  a brave  river  to  have  come  so  far 
through  a thirsty  land  and  still  have  any 
w'ater  left  in  it. 
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I. 

HOW  old  Professor  Evers  was,  none  of 
his  neighbors  knew,  but  they  all 
thought  it  quite  probable  that  he  would 
never  grow  older;  certainly,  in  appear- 
ance at  least,  he  had  not  changed  a parti- 
cle for  twenty  years.  His  smooth,  round, 
ruddy  face — all  the  ruddier  because  his 
short,  thick  hair  was  so  white— furnished  a 
fine  picture  of  sound  mental  action,  heart- 
felt calm,  and  animal  force.  No  lines  ra- 
diated from  the  clear,  joyous,  inscrutable 
gray  eyes ; no  flight  of  arrows  sped  from 
the  comers  of  the  firm  mouth  across  the 
cheeks  and  the  chin  when  he  laughed  with 
his  friendly  neighbors,  as  he  often  did — 
perhaps  much  oftener  when  his  friendly 
neighbors  were  not  present  to  see.  And 
then  his  varied  and  incessant  activity, 
bodily  and  intellectual,  was  testimony  di- 
rect of  his  vigor,  energy,  and  sanity.  Still, 
inasmuch  as  he  was  peculiar  in  both  his 
appearance  and  habits,  it  is  not  surprising 
that  his  neighbors,  who  were  peculiar  nei- 
ther in  the  one  nor  in  the  other,  should 
gradually  have  come  to  eye  him  askance; 
and  by  reason  of  some  facts  to  be  men- 
tioned later,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that 
little  legends,  loosened  one  by  one  from 
this  brain  and  from  that  brain,  and  floating 
all  toward  him,  should  have  attached 
themselves  to  various  parts  of  his  person- 
ality, and  in  time  have  formed  about  it  a 
misty  envelope,  seen  through  which  the 
things  that  had  been  in  no  wise  remark- 
able now  became  quite  extraordinary,  and 
the  things  never  wholly  understood  hence- 
forth truly  mysterious. 

For,  in  the  first  place,  no  one  knew  any- 
thing of  the  origin  of  Professor  Evers. 
Twenty  years  before  this  momentary  up- 
lifting of  the  curtain  from  his  life,  the  col- 
lege in  Owensville — a quiet  town  situated 
in  the  heart  of  the  blue-grass  region  of 
Kentucky— had  called  him  by  correspond- 
ence from  some  small  institution  in  the 
North  to  fill  the  chair  of  chemistry  in  its 
own  faculty.  The  executive  committee 
in  doing  so  had  construed  its  functions 
with  admirable  strictness,  and  having  sat- 
isfied itself  of  the  approved  qualifications 
of  the  desired  incumbent,  it  had  forborne 
to  penetrate  to  tlie  secrets  of  his  private 
history,  inherited  and  original  peculiari- 
ties, and  other  phenomena,  which  are  wont 
in  such  cases  to  become  matters  of  intense 
local  and  social  concernment.  He  pro- 


voked attention  even  then  by  the  pictur- 
esque contrast  between  his  youthful,  hand- 
some face  and  his  very  gray  hair,  no  less 
than  by  the  reticence  of  his  character  and 
the  tender  seclusion  in  which  he  kept  the 
fragile,  seraphic  young  creature  whom  he 
introduced  as  his  wife ; and  the  spirit  of  in- 
vestigation, which  is  always  strongly  de- 
veloped in  small  college  towns,  felt  itself  so 
outraged  by  these  unexplained  variations 
of  human  structure,  and  by  these  incal- 
culable misdemeanors  of  human  conduct, 
and  in  consequence  behaved  itself  in  a 
manner  so  unseemly,  that,  as  the  result  of 
the  first  year’s  acquaintance — or  rather  of 
the  first  year’s  failure  to  get  acquainted — 
a separation  took  place  between  Professor 
Evers  and  Owensville — the  town  remain- 
ing where  it  was;  Professor  Evers  go- 
ing four  miles  into  the  country,  and  buy- 
ing a farm  situated  near  one  of  the  beau- 
tiful turnpikes  that  everywhere  thread 
that  beautiful  region.  On  his  own  fertile, 
velvety  acres  he  had  since  resided,  but 
alone;  for  the  year  after  his  removal  fra- 
gile Mrs.  Evers  had  faded  away  as  softly 
as  a white  mist,  leaving  him  childless. 
Thenceforth  he  had  become  to  the  eyes  of 
his  pastoral  world  three  things — ^a  profess- 
or of  chemistry,  a practical  botanist,  and 
a farmer.  And  of  all  the  idyllic  farms 
beneath  the  sky  of  that  region — so  blue,  so 
calm,  so  bountiful  of  light,  so  far- vaulted — 
there  was  none  more  alluring  than  his. 
It  was  a paradise  of  bloom  and  music,  of 
greenness  and  running  waters.  There 
were  woodlands  crowned  heavily  by  huge 
walnuts  of  immemorial  youth;  maples  so 
green  when  all  the  woods  are  brown ; king 
oaks  from  whose  topmost  bough  the  squir- 
rel dropped  with  painless  fall ; benign  elms 
on  whose  far-reaching  arms  the  vine  slept 
the  summer  through,  or,  waking,  reached 
outward  to  embrace  the  ash,  which,  pale 
and  tender,  loves  to  grow  apart;  and 
mighty  avenues  of  water-seeking  syca- 
mores with  leopard-spotted  limbs.  There 
were  meadows  over  which  grazed  the  cat- 
tle, and  quiet,  shaded  pools  where  huge 
bristling  porkers  buried  their  larded  sides 
in  miry  coolness.  On  one  hill  side  an  or- 
chard ; on  another  a vineyard  of  Concord 
and  Catawba,  from  which  the  vintager 
made  his  own  wine;  while  caught  in  a 
delicate,  glistening  net -work  of  fences 
were  great  white  barns  and  spacious 
homes  for  all  gentle  feathered  folk ; and 
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wondrous  gardens,  both  of  vegetables  and 
flowers. 

For  many  years  Professor  Evers  had 
added  to  the  improvements  of  this  place, 
until  now  it  was  left  without  lack  or  blem- 
ish ; and  in  the  mean  time,  also,  he  had  so 
remodelled  the  substantial  brick  dwelling, 
which  he  had  found  newly  erected  on  it 
at  the  time  of  his  purchase,  that  it  lay  with 
something  like  ideal  beauty  in  the  fore- 
ground of  his  pastoral  landscape.  Now, 
as  it  seemed  to  his  neighbors,  there  was 
nothing  more  for  him  to  do — nothing  but 
to  teach  on  and  on  and  on  until  he  should 
die — if  death  was  to  be  his  portion — be- 
queathing his  wonderful  farm — to  whom  f 
His  neighbors  felt  as  much  interest  in  ask- 
ing that  question  as  they  felt  their  inabil- 
ity to  answer  it.  But  just  yet  there  seem- 
ed no  necessity  for  answering  it.  Twenty 
years  now  they  had  been  watching  him 
take  unlimited  draughts  of  that  fatal  mix- 
ture, atmospheric  air,  as  safely  as  though 
it  had  been  the  fabled  elixir  of  immortal 
youth.  Twenty  years  they  had  known 
him,  nine  months  of  the  year,  five  times  a 
week,  at  the  same  hour  of  the  morning,  to 
drive  from  his  door  on  his  way  to  Owens- 
ville  to  hear  his  classes,  and  just  as  many 
times,  at  a never-varying  hour  of  the  aft- 
ernoon, to  return.  Then,  when  the  wea- 
ther permitted,  he  either  directed  the  work 
on  his  farm,  or  with  his  deft  fingers  and 
defter  thoughts  worked  in  his  gardens.  If 
the  weather  did  not  permit,  he  busied  him- 
self in  his  laboratory  or  his  conservatory 
— for  he  had  treated  himself  long  ago  to 
both  — or  disappeared  in  the  library  or 
some  other  part  of  the  house,  whither  even 
the  watchful  eye  of  a servant  was  not  al- 
lowed to  follow  him. 

,On  the  whole,  I do  not  see  how  his 
neighbors  could  have  understood  him,  for 
it  should  also  be  remembered  that  there 
were  certain  rooms  in  his  house  to  which 
not  one  of  them  had  ever  gained  admit- 
tance, though  su  ndry  visits  had  been  made 
him  with  the  sole  view  of  discovering  what 
they  could  possibly  contain.  And  then 
there  was  the  laboratory,  into  which  none 
of  them  had  ever  been  allowed  to  put  so 
much  as  a nose:  not  that  any  of  them 
wished  to  put  a nose  inside  it.  No,  in- 
deed ; far  from  it.  It  smelled  bad  enough 
on  the  outside;  so  bad,  in  fact,  that  even 
the  animals  had  been  known  to  run  away 
from  around  the  house  at  times,  and  the 
servants  to  be  sick  for  days.  But  he  nev- 
er was  sick.  He  was  stmnge  who  could 


stand  such  vile  odors.  A further  griev- 
ance was  found  in  the  fact  that  he  never 
attended  the  neighborhood  church  on 
stormy  Sundays,  but  remained  closely 
shut  up  at  home,  doing  Heaven — perhaps 
the  devil — only  knew  what.  And,  final- 
ly, he  never  cpmplained,  and  he  never 
predicted  anything — drought  or  flood, 
mildew  for  grape,  famine  for  bee,  frost  for 
tomato  vines,  bug  for  potato  vines,  smut 
for  wheat,  or  curculio  for  plums. 

Respect  for  him  they  were  bound  to 
feel,  for  he  was  an  admirable  farmer.  The 
“riders”  of  his  fences  ^were  always  heavy 
and  straight.  His  gates  swung  with  unc- 
tion on  their  hinges.  After  the  cutting 
season  there  was  no  dock,  nor  dog-fennel, 
nor  rag- weed,  to  be  found  in  his  remotest 
fence  corners.  In  the  spring  he  usually 
had  seed  corn  to  spare,  and  sometimes 
even  silver-skin  onion  sets.  This  alone  al- 
most counterbalanced  his  lack  of  punctual- 
ity at  church.  After  a fashion,  too,  they 
were  his  friends.  When  he  met  a brother 
farmer  on  the  outskirts  of  his  farm,  he 
would  sit  for  hours  with  him  on  a stump, 
if  not  busy,  and  whittle  a stick  in  a man- 
ner satisfactory  to  the  most  fastidious ; the 
blacksmith  in  the  lane  was  scarcely  his 
match  in  appreciating  the  fine  points  about 
horseflesh ; he  generously  distributed  the 
richest  favors  of  his  bee-hives,  orchards, 
and  gardens;  and  he  had  a genial,  hearty 
way  of  invading  the  little  family  groups 
at  meal-time,  and  of  remaining  at  the  table 
after  all  the  rest  had  finished  and  arisen 
— a procedure  which  he  excused  on  the 
ground  that  he  who  eats  and  runs  away 
will  eat  with  grief  another  day. 

Nevertheless,  when  he  left,  they  always 
watched  him  as  far  as  they  could  see  him. 
This  meant  that  they  regarded  him  as  the 
possessor  of  secrets  which  it  would  be  very 
pleasant  to  have  revealed.  But,  alas ! the 
secrets  never  were  revealed — they  could 
no  more  see  into  him  than  they  could 
count  the  seed  in  one  of  his  big  green 
gooseberries;  and  so  there  ever  grew  in 
them  the  sense  of  being  unjustifiably  kept 
from  enjoying  some  doubtless  very  pun- 
gent fruit  on  the  tree  of  knowledge.  Mat- 
tel’s ^vent  on  thus  from  bad  to  worse,  by 
almost  imperceptible  degrees,  until  the  ar- 
rival of  the  summer  preceding  the  one  that 
marks  the  period  of  this  humble  history. 
For  at  the  opening  of  that  preceding  sum- 
mer Professor  Evers,  instead  of  remaining 
at  home  during  his  vacation,  as  he  had  al- 
ways been  known  to  do,  had,  without  a 
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word  of  explanation,  closed  his  house  for 
the  summer,  instructed  his  servants  to  ad- 
mit no  one  during  his  absence,  and  dis- 
appeared until  the  opening  of  college  in 
the  following  autumn.  Then  he  had  as 
mysteriously  re-appeared,  sun -browned, 
handsomer,  happier  than  ever,  and  gone 
to  work  with  a will  to  do  the  thousand 
things  which  he  loudly  accused  himself  of 
having  shamefully  neglected. 

Now  this  was  too  much — absolutely  too 
much — for  human  nature  to  stand ; it  not 
only  aggravated  the  already  existing  mys- 
teriousness, but  it  operated  as  a curtail- 
ment of  certain  specific  and  indispensable 
pleasures;  for  it  was  only  during  the  sum- 
mer that  Professor  Evers’s  neighbors  saw 
much  of  him.  It  was  only  then  that  he 
gave  dinner  parties  until  he  had  acquitted 
himself  of  the  annually  incurred  social  ob- 
ligations to  the  whole  community.  It  was 
only  at  these  dinner  parties  that  the  ladies 
got  a chance  to  nibble  with  sad  misgivings 
at'  his  pickles,  and  to  make  clandestine 
grimaces  at  each  other  across  the  table, 
owing  to  excess  of  salt  in  his  butter  and  of 
ginger  in  his  preserves.  It  was  only  after 
these  d i nners  that  he  led  a tumultuous  bevy 
of  dames  through  the  marvellous  gardens, 
and  plucking  the  very  commonest  flowers 
in  the  whole  neighborhood,  gave  them 
names  that  threw  his  portly  auditors  into 
transports  of  mirth.  It  was  only  after  re- 
turning from  the  gardens  to  the  house  that 
he  would  pass  the  laboratory  with  the  care- 
less remark,  “Of  course  you  don’t  wish 
to  go  in  there,”  and  would  glide  along 
a dark  passage,  past  those  never<opened 
rooms,  without  so  much  as  apologizing  for 
the  torture  he  inflicted.  When,  therefore, 
these  summer  guests  found  themselves 
defrauded  of  their  uniquest  recreations  by 
the  abrupt  withdrawal  of  the  host,  they  in- 
evitably took  it  ill. 

When  Professor  Evers  returned,  they 
all,  male  and  female,  felt  it  incumbent  on 
themselves  to  exhibit  to  him  a demeanor 
significant  of  their  altered  feelings;  but 
be  seemed  so  unconscious  of  this,  and 
was,  despite  it  all,  so  uniformly  agree- 
able, that  in  the  course  of  a few  months 
public  sentiment  exx)erienced  a favorable 
reaction.  It  was  universally  understood, 
however,  that  a repetition  of  such  conduct 
the  next  summer  would  bring  matters  to 
a critical  state,  and  as  the  period  of  his 
vacation  drew  near,  a hush  of  portentous 
expectation  settled  down  upon  the  entire 
community.  The  vacation  came.  Again, 


with  no  word  of  justification.  Professor 
Evers  closed  his  house  and  disappeared. 
Then,  as  had  been  predicted,  things  did 
come  to  a crisis,  as  the  rest  of  this  record 
is  pledged  to  show. 

II. 

Of  all  the  near  neighbors  of  Professor 
Evers,  the  one  whose  house  was  nearest 
his  own,  whose  feelings  toward  him  most 
completely  summed  up  the  emotions  of 
the  neighborhood,  and  whose  interest  in 
him  had,  for  altogether  private  reasons, 
assumed  the  character  of  a master  passion, 
was  Mrs.  Peckover — Mrs.  Artemesia  Head- 
ley  Peckover — ^a  widow  turned  forty-three 
— relict  of  the  late  Silas  Peckover. 

Tall,  broad,  vast  Mrs.  Peckover!  with 
heavy  black  hair,  a low  forehead,  heavy 
brows,  large,  conscientiously  industrious 
eyes,  a full  mouth,  above  which  was  the 
masculine  adumbration  of  a mustache, 
and  with  a brown  mole  on  one  generous 
cheek,  out  of  which  three  black  hairs  rose 
up  furiously  like  plumes  in  the  war  bonnet 
of  some  mimic  dragoon.  She  was  descend- 
ed from  an  unbroken  ancestry  of  farmers, 
and  the  lustre  of  her  agricultural  tradi- 
tions had  been  made  more  resplendent  by 
the  successes  of  her  own  career.  She  sent 
her  workmen  afield  almost  before  the  rob- 
in and  the  wren  had  twittered  in  her  hedge. 
She  sat  on  the  back  of  her  horse — a strong 
one — and  directed  the  capping  of  her 
hemp-stacks  till  the  spires  were  as  straight 
and  symmetric  as  specimens  of  mediaeval 
architecture.  She  did  a great  deal  more 
than  Providence  toward  tempering  the 
winds  to  her  shorn  lambs ; and  her  bams, 
her  coops,  her  fences,  her  honeysuckle 
frames,  glistened  like  Parian  marble  with 
periodically  applied  coatings  of  white- 
wash. She  was  the  strongest  character 
in  the  neighborhood.  Professor  Evers,  per- 
haps, excepted ; and  doubtless  there  were 
times  when  even  he  felt  about  meeting 
Mrs.  Peckover  as  Dr.  Johnson  felt  about 
meeting  Burke.  She  was  the  circulating 
library  of  free  and  useful  knowlege,  the 
neighborhood’s  calendar,  its  unpublished 
daily  newspaper,  its  weather  bureau,  its 
signal -service  station,  its  centre  of  gravity, 
its  tidal  wave,  its  earthquake,  its  north 
star,  its  overflowing  Nile,  its  pluvial 
Jeremiah,  its  magnetic  needle,  its  Colos- 
seum. Too  numerous,  too  elusive  for 
summation  or  analysis  were  her  functions 
and  prerogatives. 

As  has  been  said,  she  was  Professor 
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Evers’s  nearest  neighbor.  She  felt  that  it 
devolved  upon  her  to  secure  for  her  neigh- 
bors that  information  and  that  satisfac- 
tion from  Professor  Evers  which  were  ne- 
cessary for  their  peace.  So  she  watched, 
studied,  discussed, visited  him,  and  invited 
him  often  to  tea,  with  only  this  irritating 
result,  that  when  she  had  added  all  that 
her  neighbors  felt  and  tliought  to  all  that 
she  felt  and  thought,  the  resulting  accu- 
mulation of  knowledge  was  utterly  be- 
yond her  grasp  on  account  of  its  extent 
and  variety. 

Worst  of  all,  the  Professor  himself  was 
constantly  contributing  fresh  data,  for  he 
vras  always  giving  her  some  shock  or  oth- 
er. One  day,  as  she  had  been  driving 
along  the  lane  that  separated  their  farms, 
and  had  looked  over  into  his  lawn,  she 
beheld  Professor  Evers,  his  hat  off,  his 
head  up,  his  coat  tail  flying  in  the  wind, 
running  with  all  the  speed  of  his  short 
legs  after  a blue-and-red- winged  butterfly. 
Another  day,  as  she  had  been  walking 
with  him  through  his  garden,  speaking 
seriously  of  the  depth  at  which  lettuce 
seed  ought  to  be  planted,  he  had  suddenly 
sprung  over  the  border,  and,  with  an  ex- 
clamation of  savage  joy,  brought  forth 
from  a bit  of  shrubbery  a big,  white,  fat- 
bellied  moth.  She  had  hardly  treated 
him  with  civility  during  the  rest  of  the 
shortened  interview,  and  hurrying  home, 
had  gone  into  her  gai*den,  and  given  the 
peas  such  a hoeing  that  not  the  imp  of  a 
weed  had  showed  its  head  for  a fortnight. 
But  the  shock  that  almost  destroyed  all 
friendliness  on  her  part  had  come  through 
the  laboratory.  During  the  progress  of 
its  construction  Mrs.  Peckover  had  driven 
over  to  obtain  from  the  Professor  an  au- 
thoritative statement  of  its  functions;  but 
he  had  been  uncommunicative,  and  no 
scientific  conception  of  its  possibilities  was 
present  to  her  intelligence.  The  first  time, 
therefoi*e,  that  she  saw  jets  of  flame,  showers 
of  sparks,  and  puffs  of  lurid  smoke  through 
the  windows  of  the  recently  finished  lab- 
omtory,  which  happened  late  one  evening 
as  she  was  walking  out  to  her  front  gate,  she 
thought  nothing  else  than  that  her  neigh- 
bor’s liouse  was  on  fire,  and  at  once  ran 
with  all  possible  and  quite  unprecedented 
violence  to  give  notice  and  help,  with  only 
til  is  reward,  that  a sable  lady  of  some  fifty 
years,  in  answer  to  lier  vehement  sum- 
mons at  the  front  door,  remarked,  with  true 
scientific  coolness  and  precision:  “Lor! 
no,  ’m,  the  house  isn’t  a-burnin’.  Mars 


Charles  is  jes’  a-sperimentin’  in  the  liber- 
tory.”  I say  this  episode  almost  put  an 
end  to  her  good-will  toward  him.  It  is 
certain  that  when  she  reached  home  she 
said  very  audibly  that  she  would  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  such  a confound- 
ed fool  of  a man,  and  that  she  kept  her 
word  for  several  months. 

III. 

Nevertheless,  as  the  years  went  by,  Mrs. 
Peckover  had  ladled  out  of  the  vast  yeasty 
basin  of  her  emotions  three  small,  hard, 
pebbly  substances  that  looked  like  inde- 
structible mental  facts:  an  increased  re- 
spect for  Professor  Evers ; an  increased  rec- 
ognition of  her  inability  to  comprehend  and 
manipulate  him ; and  an  increased  wish  to 
see  him  placed  at  her  side  as  Silas  the  Sec- 
ond. U nder  the  inspiration  of  this  last  idea 
her  mind  became  discursive,  and  swept  over 
a vast  field  of  prospective  realities.  Among 
these,  worthiest  of  enumeration,  was  the 
annexation  of  liis  farm  to  hers — Mrs.  Peck- 
over never  thought  of  the  annexation  of 
her  smaller  farm  to  his— and  the  complete 
personal  possession  of  that  mysterious 
house,  laboratory,  conservatory,  never- 
opened  rooms — everything! 

But  no  matter  at  what  point  her  reflec- 
tions on  this  theme  began,  or  to  what  point 
they  wandered,  they  always,  by  some  in- 
scrutable law  of  her  mind,  terminated  at  the 
person  of  Professor  Evers  himself.  What 
would  she  do  with  him  ? And  here  I am 
compelled  to  admit  that  she  found  herself 
losing  that  clear  mastery  of  the  subject 
which  had  characterized  her  previous  de- 
liberations. He  might  not  he  Silas  the 
Second;  he  might  be  Charles  Evers  the 
First.  Behind  this  thought  there  loomed 
away  into  the  background  a chaos  of 
gloom-enveloped  possibilities,  so  that  nei- 
ther her  ambition  to  gratify  her  neighbors 
nor  her  wish  to  furnish  an  answer  to  the 
old  troublesome  question,  Who  is  to  be 
Professor  Evers’s  heir  ? was  strong  enough 
to  induce  her  to  commit  her  vast  strength 
to  the  carrying  out  of  a plan  which  she 
herself  suspected  would  become  in  the  end 
inevitable. 

In  this  unsatisfactory  way,  at  least,  mat- 
ters had  stood,  Professor  Evers  on  one  side 
of  the  road,  Mrs,  Peckover  largely  on  both 
sides  of  the  road,  until  the  arrival  of  the 
summer  when  he  first  deserted  the  neigh- 
borhood to  spend  his  vacation  in  the 
North.  Even  thus  matters  had  continued 
to  stand  after  his  return,  though  this  be- 
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havior  on  his  part  had  affected  her  more 
profoundly  than  any  experience  of  her 
whole  lifetime.  But  when  the  present 
summer  had  arrived,  and  he  had  again 
disappeai*ed,  then  was  fired  the  long  train 
of  motives  and  interests  that  was  coiled 
around  her  heart  and  brain,  producing 
an  explosion  that  shook  her  to  her  deep, 
deep  foundations.  When  the  smoke  clear- 
ed away,  she  saw  her  path  clear  before  her. 
There  had  been  a blasting,  which  had  left 
fresh  discoveries.  For  now  Mrs.  Peckover 
all  at  once  understood  the  reason  of  these 
periodic  disappearances.  Her  neighbors 
might  believe  that  Professor  Evers  was 
wasting  his  summers  travelling  for  plea- 
sure, or  bathing  himself  in  the  ocean;  not 
she.  He  had  his  own  soap  and  towels  and 
green-painted  bath-tub  at  home  for  that. 
No.  He  was  really  seeking  a professor- 
ship in  some  Northern  institution,  and 
that  found,  be  would  leave  the  neighbor- 
hood. Had  he  not  told  her  that  the  col- 
lege in  Owensville  was  failing  year  after 
year;  that  it  was  in  his  debt  to  the  amount 
of  several  thousand  dollars;  that  he  wish- 
ed he  was  paid  and  out  of  it ; that  he  had 
thrown  away  the  fullest  measure  of  useful- 
ness in  his  professional  life  by  ever  com- 
ing to  Kentucky  ? This  was  all  certainly 
true. 

Now  the  idea  that  Professor  Evers  might 
suddenly  and  forever  leave  the  neighbor- 
hood was  the  most  unwelcome  conclusion 
that  her  imagination  had  ever  presented 
her  with,  for  he  had  become  ineradicably 
rooted  in  the  loam  of  her  fertile  nature. 
Had  it  been  necessary  for  him  to  sell  his 
farm  and  buy  one  in  a lagoon,  Mrs.  Peck- 
over  would  have  been  willing  to  follow 
him  and  purchase  contiguous  acres.  But 
next  to  not  separating  from  him  was  not 
leaving  her  neighbors;  and  in  order  to 
avoid  the  unwelcome  necessity  of  doing 
either,  if  it  were  not  too  late,  she  resolved 
to  take  immediate  measures  of  prevention. 

And  now  I hope  that  all  the  lovers  of 
Mrs.  Peckover  are  prepared  to  be  told  what 
was  her  most  characteristic  quality  of 
mind,  for  it  is  to  the  simple  exercise  of 
this  quality  that  the  following  events  are 
strictly  ascribable. 

When  Mrs.  Peckover’s  mind  began  to 
move  toward  any  distant  object,  it  did  so 
very  slowly  at  first,  and  with  much  disti'ess 
from  obstacles  either  imaginary  or  actual- 
ly perceived  to  be  lying  in  the  way.  By- 
and-by,  however,  it  advanced  with  an  ac- 
celerated motion,  so  that  imaginary  ob- 


stacles were  no  longer  invented,  and  really 
existent  obstacles,  by  reason  of  the  momen- 
tum, became  of  less  account;  and  finally, 
both  in  virtue  of  fresh  increments  of  ve- 
locity and  increased  momentum,  it  was 
whirled  to  its  destination  with^such  ir- 
resistible force  as  to  make  her  arrival 
at  her  destination  seem  the  happiest,  the 
quickest,  and  the  least  obstructed  part  of 
her  entire  journey.  In  fact,  it  was  widely 
known  that  Mrs.  Peckover’s  arrival  some- 
times produced  cjuite  a collision  between 
herself  and  the  object  toward  which  she 
had  moved.  At  other  times,  on  account 
of  sheer  inability  to  control  herself,  she 
was  carried  so  far  beyond  the  point  where 
she  had  meant  to  stop  that  there  was  quite 
as  much  trouble  in  returning  to  it  as  there 
had  ever  been  in  reaching  it.  And  at  still 
other  times  she  was  brought  up  at  the  des- 
tination with  such  confusing  suddenness 
that  there  was  left  her  no  clear  recollec- 
tion of  where  she  came  from,  how  she  ar- 
rived there,  or  why,  indeed,  she  had  ever 
started. 

The  bearing  of  this  peculiarity  of  mind 
on  the  important  case  in  hand  is  plain. 
Mrs.  Peckover  had  from  the  very  first 
been  moving  toward  Professor  Evers,  but 
slowly,  very  slowly;  in  fact,  quite  as  an 
emotional  glacier.  Then,  for  many  years, 
despite  numerous  obstacles,  she  had  been 
gradually  gaining  in  velocity.  And  now, 
finally,  she  all  at  once  was  to  be  found 
bearing  down  upon  him,  distinctly  out- 
lined in  the  near  foreground,  without  any 
apparent  obstacles  in  lier  patliway,  and  at 
a rate  of  motion  wliich  insured  her  a speedy 
and  memorable  arrival.  Borne  on  by  this 
momentum,  she  resolved  to  give  him,  at 
their  first  interview  after  his  return,  un- 
mistakable indications  of  her  immediate 
and  long-deferred  wishes.  Borne  on  by 
it,  she  lost  sight  of  the  old  familiar  land- 
marks by  which  she  had  long  regulated 
her  toilets,  general  demeanor  toward  the 
other  sex,  topics  of  conversation,  and  en- 
tire emotional  rdfc,  and  passed  forward 
under  a new  heaven  of  taste,  sentiment, 
and  invention. 

Since  the  wooing  of  Silas  the  echo  of  a 
tender  passion  had  never  vibrated  on  Mrs. 
Peckover  s ear  or  through  the  neatly  kept 
apartments  of  her  brain ; but  in  preparing 
herself  for  the  approaching  interview  with 
Professor  Evers,  she  was  evidently  im- 
pressed wdth  the  conviction  that  a white 
dress,  a single  red  rose,  twilight,  the  moon, 
a low-voiced  tete  d-tete,  were  stock  propcr- 
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ties  in  the  emotional  drama  of  civilized  hu- 
manity. In  her  now  utterly  undone  con- 
dition of  mind  and  heart,  Mrs.  Peckover 
resolved  also  to  wear  slippers  and  clock 
stockings,  for  she  suspected  that  Professor 
Evers  had  formed  an  improper  conception 
of  her  feet;  not  that  she  designed  display- 
ing to  him  her  feet,  but  that  there  was 
tranquillity  in  the  thought  that,  if  unseen, 
they  were  not  unsightly.  Her  jewels  were 
to  be  ear-rings,  bracelets,  brooch,  and  neck- 
lace of  that  historical  variety  known  as 
family  hair,  and  her  toilet  became  com- 
plete with  the  determination  to  take  down 
from  the  top  shelf  of  her  wardrobe  the 
large  turkey-tail  fan  which  she  had  had 
made  from  one  of  her  own  bronze  gob- 
blers. How  she  prepared  herself  in  mind 
and  heart  I shall  leave  her  conversation 
and  her  actions  to  show. 

On  the  afternoon  of  the  last  day  of  Aug- 
ust Professor  Evers  reached  home.  On  the 
evening  of  that  day  he  received  an  invita- 
tion to  take  tea  with  Mrs.  Peckover  the 
next  evening.  At  five  o’clock  that  next 
evening  Mrs.  Peckover,  prepai*ed  to  the 
uttermost  in  body,  soul,  and  spirit,  enter- 
ed her  practical  little  parlor  and  took  her 
seat  at  one  of  the  front  windows  to  await 
the  arrival  of  her  guest. 

It  has  been  said  that  in  states  of  great 
mental  momentum  Mrs.  Peckover  lost 
sight  of  all  obstacles  lying  in  her  path- 
way. Nevertheless,  as  she  sat  thus  ea- 
gerly expectant,  her  thoughts  struck  sud- 
denly against  an  unpleasant  jutting  possi- 
bility : what  if  she  should  fail  ? She  had 
never  heard  the  famous  quotation  respect- 
ing that  word  “fail”;  moreover,  she  was 
no  “youth,”  and  she  had  no  “lexicon”; 
but  she  had  what  was  better — native  re- 
sources, strategic  powers,  self-reliance. 
Still,  the  jutting  possibility  jarred  her  a 
little  as  she  glanced  against  it  and  passed 
on;  evidence  of  which  was  to  be  noted  in 
the  fact  that  she  started  violently  from 
her  chair,  and  with  a blow  of  the  turkey- 
tail  fan  smote  unto  death  a yellow-hipp^ 
bumble-bee  that  had  just  come  in  from 
the  coral  honeysuckle  outside.  Then  re- 
seating herself,  she  applied  to  her  wound- 
ed consciousness  the  oil  of  soothing  medi- 
tation: how  evidently  she  was  the  Pro- 
fessor’s favorite  neighbor;  how  lie  had 
shown  this  preference  by  the  frequency, 
duration,  unceremoniousness  of  his  visits ; 
how  clear  it  was  that  he  must  marry 
sooner  or  later;  how  clear  it  was  that  she 
was  the  only  person  in  the  neighborhood 


who  was  a suitable—  At  this  luminous 
point  in  her  refiections  Mrs.  Peckover 
heard  the  latch  of  her  freshly  whitewash- 
ed front  gate  lifted,  and  applying  her  eyes 
to  the  narrow  space  between  two  slats  of 
the  green  window -shade,  she  beheld  the 
low,  sturdy  figure  of  her  guest.  He  came 
up  the  walk  at  an  animated  pace,  swing- 
ing his  hat  in  his  hand,  and  smiling  with 
pleasant  anticipation.  How  handsome, 
how  eligible,  how  assimilable  he  looked! 
As  she  watched  him  for  a moment  there 
was  that  sudden  leaping  of  the  heart  which, 
in  another  woman,  would  have  betokened, 
alas,  love;  as  she  tlien  arose  and  bustled 
toward  the  front  door  there  was  that  joy- 
ous agitation  of  the  turkey-tail  fan  which, 
in  another  woman,  would  liave  guaran- 
teed him  peace;  and  as  she  planted  her- 
self auspiciously  on  her  threshold  and 
looked  down  upon  him,  now  advancing 
with  a much  broader  smile,  there  was  in 
her  that  sensation  of  being  borne  easily, 
swiftly,  triumphantly,  toward  the  goal, 
which,  in  another  woman,  might  have  been 
a slight  miscalculation. 

IV. 

“ Well,  I declare!  Good-evening,  Pro- 
fessor.” Mrs.  Peckover  liked  to  say  “Pro- 
fessor.” The  frequent  use  of  that  title 
somehow  introduced  her  to  a participation 
in  its  emoluments. 

“Is  ‘ it  a vision  or  a waking  dream,’ or 
— Mrs.  Peckover  ? Mrs.  Peckover,  cer- 
tainly; and  yet  certainly  not  Mrs.  Peck- 
over— ^not  my  Mrs.  Peckover;”  and  with 
these  words  Professor  Evera  stepped  into 
the  porch,  and  imprisoning  one  of  her 
hands  in  both  of  his,  gazed  smilingly  and 
with  genuine  friendly  ardor  into  her  re- 
sponsive eyes.  Looking  at  them  standing 
thus,  one  would  have  thought  that  he 
had  something  important  to  say  quite  as 
well  as  she. 

“Well,  I’m  glad  to  see  you  haven’t  de- 
serted the  neighborhood  altogether.  Walk 
in  the  parlor,  if  you  haven’t  forgotten  the 
way;”  and  lest  he  had,  Mrs.  Peckover  her- 
self showed  what  the  way  was. 

“ Deserted  the  neighborhood  ? Desert- 
ed my  neighbors? — my  farm? — your  farm? 
— you%  My  dear  Mrs.  Peckover ! Why,  I 
was  never  so  happy  in  my  life  as  at  this 
moment  of  completely  realizing  myself 
back  again.  But  tell  me,  Mrs.  Peckover, 
have  I changed,  or  have  you  changed,  or 
has  everything  changed  ? For  surely  I 
never  saw  everything  looking  so  fresh 
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and  so — so  beautiful.  The  late  summer 
rains  have  brought  back  the  spring.  My 
farm  is  the  Garden  of  Ekien ; so  is  yours — 
two  Gardens  of  Eden — one  for  Adam,  the 
other  for  Eve.  Ah  I Mrs.  Peckover,  if  the 
latter  rains  could  only  fall  on  us — I beg 
your  pardon — on  7ne,  and  bring  back  mg 
vanished  May!  But  I mustn’t  talk;  I 
want  to  hear  you  talk.  Only  I will  say 
you  were  kind — as  you  always  are — to  in- 
vite me  over  this  evening.  Aside  from 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  you — the  greatest 
pleasure  that  awaited  me — I escape  all 
danger  of  being  suffocated  at  home.  You 
ought  to  see  how  things  swarm  around 
me  over  there — every  blessed  servant, 
beast,  flying  creature,  and  creeping  thing 
to  be  individually  recognized,  appreciated 
anew.  Why,  when  I entered  my  gardens, 
a rose  bloomed  right  out  for  joy,  and  the 
cabbages  looked  as  though  they  would 
speak  or  burst.  What’s  the  news  ?” 

Now  Mrs.  Peckover  had  never  heard 
Professor  Evers  talk  in  just  this  way. 
His  ordinary  figures  of  speech  she  had 
trained  herself  to  endure,  but  there  were 
vagaries  in  these  remarks  passing  the 
pains  of  experience,  and  she  felt  herself 
choking  a little  at  the  waist,  and  almost 
wished  herself  out  of  the  white  muslin 
right  there  and  then.  It  had  never  oc- 
curred to  her  that  the  changes  which  she 
had  wrought  in  herself  would  operate  to 
produce  confusing  changes  in  him.  With 
true  feminine  tact  she  selected  from  the 
whole  speech  that  to  which  it  was  safest 
to  reply. 

“ Well,  I reckoned  you  wouldn’t  stand 
on  ceremony,  and  wait  to  be  invited  here, 
Professor;  but  it’s  always  my  rule,  when 
I want  to  see  anybody  at  my  house,  to 
invite  ’em.  If  you  want  ’em,  invite  ’em, 
that’s  what  I say,  and  then  there’s  sure  to 
be  no  mistake.  Maybe  the  mistake  this 
time  was  my  invitin’  you  so  quick;  but  I 
didn’t  know  but  what  you’d  be  goin’  right 
away  again,  you’re  gettin’  to  be  such  a 
traveller.” 

Mrs.  Peckover  laughed  gayly,  and  look- 
ing down,  gave  the  red  rose  two  or  three 
fillips  with  her  third  finger.  There  was  a 
little  ancient  dust  on  one  of  the  petals. 

“I’m  never  going  away  again,  Mrs. 
Peckover,  never!  Two  summers  are 
enough  for  a man  of  my  age  and  habits. 
You  know  that  I was  only  looking  in  the 
North  for  some  specimens,  and  these  I have 
brought  home  with  me,  as  you  shall  see 
when  you  come  over.  Now  I’m  at  home 


to  stay — stay  till  my  neighbors  lay  my  old 
bones  beneath  the  blue-grass.” 

“Well,  you  were  raised  North,  and  I 
reckon  it’s  natural  enough  you  should 
w’ant  to  go  back  there  onee  in  a while; 
but  Kentucky  and  Kentucky  people’s 
good  enough  for  me;  and  I reckon  you 
might  live  'there  a good  many  years  be- 
fore you’d  find  such  neighbors  as  you 
have  here — neighbors  that  would  think  as 
much  of  you  as  yours  do,  all  of  them; 
though  I reckon  you’ve  heard  that  some 
of  them’s  dead  since  you  went  away.” 

‘ ‘ I have  not,  indeed,  and  that’s  bad  news. 
Who?” 

“Well,  Joe  Elbert  is  as  good  as 
dead,  and  John  Phelps  died  three  weeks 
ago  last  Thursday.  Let’s  see  — was  it 
Thursday?  Yes,  I’m  right;  the  way  I 
know  it  was  Thursday  is,  they  didn’t  bury 
him  till  Sunday  evenin’,  and  that  was  a 
long  time  to  keep  him,  as  I said  then. 
They  might  just  as  well  have  buried  him 
Saturday,  because  it  wasn’t  a busy  season, 
you  know,  and  everybody  could  have  gone 
just  as  well ; and  it  would  have  been  bet- 
ter, because  Saturday  was  a clear  day,  and 
Sunday  it  rained  all  day ; and  I always  say 
if  you  have  a good  day  for  a thing,  it’s  no 
use  waitin’  for  a bad  one.  It  went  mighty 
hard  with  Lizzie  at  first,  but  she’ll  get  over 
it,  and  be  spry  in’  around  to  marry  again. 
That’s  what  I always  say;  a woman  that’s 
been  married  once  ivill  marry  again ; and 
I’m  not  sayin’  I blame  ’em — any  of  them. 
A farm,  especially,  is  no  place  for  a wo- 
man, and  no  place  especially  for  a woman 
with  no  children.  It’s  bad  enough  for  a 
man,  let  alone  a woman,  and  especially  for 
a man  with  no  children.  But  I reckon  you 
know  something  about  thaty  Professor.” 

Mrs.  Peckover’s  momentum  was  increas- 
ing; Mrs.  Peckover’s  guest  was  becoming 
more  interested.  Indeed,  at  a certain  turn 
in  these  remarks  he  had  become  rigid  with 
attention,  and  when,  the  next  moment, 
Mrs.  Peckover  caught  his  gray  eyes,  there 
was  a gleam  in  them  to  which  the  history 
of  her  acquaintance  with  him  furnished 
no  parallel. 

“You  are  right  there,  Mrs.  Peckover — 
you  are  right  there.  My  loneliness  for 
many  years  has  been  almost  insupport- 
able. Truly,  I do  not  see  how  I have 
lived  through  it.  Aunt  Sally  is  an  ac- 
ceptable dairy-maid,  but  a woful  failure 
from  every  social  stand-point;  and  Jim, 
you  know,  has  far  more  respect  for  science 
than  knowledge  of  her  ways.” 
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“Every  man  ought  to  have  company 
at  home;  that's  what  I’ve  always  said. 
He  ought  to  have  company  at  home— 
not  much  company,  but  some,  and  that 
of  the  right  kind.  But  speakiii’  of  Aunt 
Sally  and  Jim,  I reckon  they’i*e  the  only 
ones  that  are  glad  to  see  you  go  away  in 
the  summer.” 

‘ ‘ My  Aunt  Sally  and  my  Jim  glad  to  see 
me  go  away  from  home ! Why,  they  shed 
enough  tears  to  have  watered  a bed  of  my 
lilies.  I’d  like  to  know  what  you  mean 
by  anything  so  scandalous  as  that?” 

“Oh,  I reckon  everything’s  all  right 
now.  Maybe  it  is,  for  negroes  are  sly,  but 
they  are  not  to  be  trusted — nobody^ s ; no- 
body's negroes  are  to  be  trusted.  Yours 
are  as  good  as  anybody’s,  but  there  isn’t 
anybody’s  to  be  trusted.  And  if  every- 
thing is  right  now,  everything  wasn’t 
right  a month  ago.  That’s  what  I was 
sayin’  to  Sally  Tarleton  as  we  were  driv- 
in’  past  your  house  at  that  time.  ‘Sally,’ 
said  I,  ‘ negroes  are  not  to  be  trusted,  and 
supposin’  we  were  to  drive  in  now  and 
take  a look  at  the  Professor’s  gardens,  don’t 
you  reckon  we’d  see  siglits  V 

“ ‘ Let’s  drive  in,’  siiid  she. 

“Sally’s  mighty  peculiar,  you  know, 
and  I couldn’t  refuse.  So  we  did  drive 
in,  and  we  did  see  sights.  I reckon  there 
hadn’t  been  a hoe  struck  in  those  gardens 
since  you  left. 

“ ‘Sally,’ said  I,  ‘these  negroes  aren’t 
to  be  trusted,  and  if  the  Professor  is  goin’ 
away  every  summer.  I’ll  tell  you  what  he 
ought  to  do:  he  ought  to  get  a white 
housekeeper.’ 

“ ‘ No,  he  oughtn’t  to  get  a white  house- 
keeper,’ said  she;  ‘he  ought  to  get  mar- 
ried.’ Sally’s  thoughts  are  always  run- 
nin’  on  marriage,  you  know. 

“‘No,  he  oughtn’t  to  get  married,’ 
said  I. 

“ ‘ And  why  not  get  married  ?’  said  she. 
Sally’s  a great  hand  to  ask  questions,  you 
know. 

“ ‘He  oughtn’t  to  get  married,’  said  I, 
‘because  the  kind  of  woman  to  suit  him 
is  very  hard  to  find,  and  if  he  was  to  find 
her,  he  mightn’t  know  her  when  he  saw 
her.’ 

“‘And  what  kind  of  woman  would 
suit  him  ?’  said  she.  Sally’ll  never  let 
you  rest,  you  know,  till  she  gets  it  all  out 
of  you. 

“‘The  right  kind  of  woman  to  suit 
/iim,’  said  I,  ‘ ’s  got  no  foolishness  about 
her.  She  ought  to  have  some  property  of 


her  own,  too — property  just  as  good  as 
his,  if  she  didn’t  have  as  much  of  it.  And 
she  ought  to  be  healthy  and  strong,  and 
know  how  to  attend  to  business  w’hen  he's 
away,  and  not  be  afraid  to  stay  by  her- 
self during  the  day — maybe  all  summer — 
and  have  a high  social  position  in  the 
neighborhood.  And  now  where’ll  you 
find  a woman  that’s  got  no  foolishness 
about  her,  and  has  property  of  her  own  as 
good  as  his,  if  not  as  much  of  it,  and  is 
healthy  and  strong,  and  attends  to  busi- 
ness, and  is  not  afraid  to  be  by  herself,  and 
has  high  position  in  the  neighborhood  ? — 
where  ?’  said  I. 

“ ‘ Nowhere  that  I know  of,'  said  Sally, 
laughing.  Sally’s  a great  hand  to  laugh, 
you  know. 

“‘I’m  not  sayin’  she  can't  be  found, 
but  that  she’d  be  hard  to  find,  ’ said  I ; ‘ and 
that  if  she  was  found,  the  Professor,  as 
like  as  not,  wouldn’t  recognize  her  when 
he  saw  her.’” 

“ I think  you  do  me  injustice  there,  Mrs. 
Peckover;  indeed  I do.  I believe  I should 
recognize  such  a lady.  In  fact,  I know  I 
should.  Do  you  suppose,  Mrs.  Peckover, 
that  Miss  Tarleton  would  have  favored  my 
suit  ?” 

“ You  can  do  better  than  marry  such  as 
Sally  Tarleton,  though  I ain’t  sayin’  a 
word  against  Sally.  And  then  I thought 
you  knew  she  was  engaged.”  Mrs.  Pecko- 
ver’s  fan  generated  a little  cyclone  around 
her  head. 

“I  did  not,  indeed.  But  do  go  on,  Mrs. 
Peckover.  I am  very  glad  to  see  that  you 
take  an  interest  in  this  subject.  It  is  a 
little  strange  that  I of  late  have  had  my 
mind  turned  in  the  same  direction.  I feel 
as  though  I could  marry  every  man,  wo- 
man, and  child  in  the  neighborhood.” 

“ I reckon  one  ought  to  be  enough,  if 
she  was  the  right  kind,  Profes.sor,  and  it’s 
as  like  as  not  you  wouldn’t  find  hut  one 
that  hasn’t  already  been  spoken  for.  You 
know  it  seems  like  everybody’s  already 
married  or  is  goin’  to  get  married.  There’s 
Sam  Cochrane’s  run  away  with  Phoebe 
Lyons,  and  Tom  Cassell  was  goin’  to  run 
away  with  Bettie  Jones,  but  the  old  folks 
gave  way,  and  they  were  married  at  home. 
And  then  tliey  say  that  old  Dick  Chin  is 
settlin’  to  the  widow  Moore;  and  I know 
of  another  couple  that  might  be  counted 
in,  if  they’d  only  uiiderstand  each  other.” 

Ml'S.  Peckover’s  guest  was  grow’ing 
more  deeply  attentive  to  her  slightest 
word;  Mrs.  Peckover  was  gliding  onw^ard 
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to  the  goal  as  gently  as  a Nicaean  bark 
o’er  a perfumed  sea. 

“ And  why  dorCt  they  understand  each 
other,  Mrs.  Peckover  ? Tell  me  that. 
Whose  fault  is  it  ? Why  doesn’t  the  lady 
herself  explain  ? Why  doesn’t  she  plain- 
ly indicate  to  the  gentleman  the  fact  that 
they  do  not  uiidei’stand  each  other  ? I’m 
sure  he'd  feel  greatly  obliged.  Such  things 
are  done  sometimes — ai*e  they  not  ? — when 
the  gentleman  is  especially  backward,  and 
an  understanding  must  be  reached  ? If  I 
could  only  be  of  service  1 Suppose  you  let 
me  interview  the  gentleman  on  the  subject, 
while  you  undertook  to  prepare  the  lady  ? 
How  do  you  like  that  idea,  Mrs.  Peckover?” 

I can  not  con  jectui*e  what  turn  the  con- 
versation would  have  taken  just  hei*e  had 
Mrs.  Peckover  made  reply.  But  at  this 
instant  a small  sable  apparition,  dressed 
in  stiffly  starched,  long-sleeved,  white 
apron  and  blue  cottonade  pantaloons,  ap- 
peared in  the  parlor  door,  and  said,  with 
the  frank  display  of  twenty -two  teeth, 
and  in  a voice  of  ringing  clearness,  “Sup- 
per’s ready,  Miss  Artie,”  whereupon  “Miss 
Artie”  at  once  arose,  and  in  choicer 
phraseology  saying,  “Walk  out  to  tea, 
Professor,”  was  left  with  no  chance  of 
pertinent  rejoinder;  for  even  had  the  pub- 
licity of  the  tea  table  not  operated  as  a 
damper  upon  the  ardor  of  the  hostess,  the 
obligation  of  presiding  over  the  ti’iumphs 
of  her  housewifely  skill,  with  simple- 
hearted  devotion  to  the  material  needs  of 
her  guest,  was  too  imminent  and  en- 
grossing to  allow  a divided  mind.  Still, 
she  had  time  to  observe  that  her  guest 
was  enjoying  the  most  unheard-of  ex- 
altation of  spirits.  Never  had  she  seen 
the  like  of  it — never,  certainly,  witnessed 
the  like  of  the  deference  and  gallantry 
shown  to  herself.  On  all  this  she  placed 
her  own  judicious  construction,  and  to- 
ward the  close  of  the  meal  she  began  to 
await  impatiently  the  renewal  of  the  con- 
versation. “Walk  out  into  the  front 
porch,”  she  was  at  length  able  to  say; 
and  once  more — now  in  the  deepening 
twilight — the  two  were  left  alone. 

When  Professor  Evers  took  his  seat  at 
one  end  of  the  yellow  settee  tliat  was 
placed  on  one  side  of  Mrs.  Peckover’s 
clematis-covered  little  porch,  Mrs.  Peck- 
over, by  a vigorous  twirl  of  her  right 
hand,  whisked  a large  cane-bottomed  rock- 
ing-chair before  him  in  such  a manner 
that  he  was  made  a prisoner  in  a small 
triangular  inclosure,  of  which  one  side 


was  the  settee,  another  side  the  wall  of 
the  house,  while  the  living,  effective  hy- 
pothenuse  was  Mrs.  Peckover  herself. 

“I  reckon  if  you  hadn’t  come  home 
soon,  Professor,  I’d  have  gone  over  to  see 
how  things  were  coinin’  on  at  your  place. 
You  know  I’ve  always  said  7ny  farm  was 
too  small  for  me,  and  yours  was  too  large 
for  you.” 

“I  should  regret  losing  my  nearest 
and  dearest  neighbor,  but  if  you  ai*e  dis- 
satisfied with  your  farm,  and  wish  to  sell 
it,  I’ll  become  the  purchaser  to-morrow.” 

“I  reckon  when  / leave  this  neighbor- 
hood there  won’t  be  many  people  left  in 
it,”  said  Mi*s.  Peckover,  with  an  instanta- 
neous reversion  to  practicality. 

“Then,  perhaps,  I’d  better  sell  you 
mine.” 

“ Why,  then  Fd  be  losin’  my  nearest 
and  dearest  neighbor.  Professor.  Besides, 
I didn’t  say  that  both  farms  would  be 
too  large  for  me  ! But  I’m  not  the  farm- 
er I’ve  been.  Professor,  and  I’ll  never  be 
again.  You  know  I sprained  my  ankle 
last  year,  and  since  then  I’ve  always  been 
hampered  about  goin’  around  freely.  No, 
a farm’s  no  place  for  a woman.  If  there’d 
been  a man  there  to  do  what  I was  tryin’ 
to  do,  my  ankle  would  be  sound  still.  I’ve 
been  thinkin’  I’d  give  up  the  farm — house- 
keepin’s  good  enough  for  me — if  I could 
only  find  a suitable  white  man  to  turn 
over  the  farm  to.  But  the  kind  of  man 
to  farm  for  me  would  be  hard  to  find.  Pro- 
fessor— mighty  hard  to  find.  What  do 
you  think  of  my  plan  ?” 

“It’s  admirable,  Mrs.  Peckover;  it’s  sim- 
ply a perfect  idea.  With  my  house  re- 
enforced by  a housekeeper,  and  your  farm 
presided  over  by  a competent  manager, 
there  would  be  nothing  more  to  desire. 
If  I can  be  of  any  assistance  to  you  in 
finding  such  a person — ” 

“There’s  time  enough  for  that.  Profess- 
or, if  that’s  the  best  that  can  be  done,  and 
I’m  not  sayin’  it  is.”  Mrs.  Peckover's 
manner  was  positively  arch. 

“You  are  right  there  again.  It’s  per- 
fect of  its  kind,  but  not  ideal.  You’d  still 
be  a lonely  woman,  Mrs.  Peckover.  You 
are  right  in  saying  that  a farm  is  no  place 
for  a single  person,  man  or  woman.  If 
practicable,  there  ought  to  be  children ; so 
I'll  suggest  the  ideal  thing.  Mi’s.  Peck- 
over : get  married.  How  does  that  strike 
you  ?” 

“ Ah,  Professor,  that  would  depend  on 
the  kind  of  man.” 
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Dearest  Mrs.  Peckover,  what  tfowZdbe 
the  right  kind  of  man 

Mrs.  Peckover  stopped  rocking.  Pro- 
fessor Evers  stopped  breathing.  The  katy- 
did in  the  coral  honeysuckle  grew  as  still 
as  a locust  in  Egyptian  stone. 

“Well,  he  must  have  perfectly  regular 
habits  for  one  thing”  (oh,  Mrs.  Peckover, 
how  can  you !),  “and  he  must  be  healthy, 
and  never  complain.  He  must  have  prop- 
erty of  his  own — land  just  as  good  as  mine, 
and  not  too  far  away.  He  must  know 
more  than  I do  about  some  things — less, 
maybe,  about  others.  He  must  be  a good 
farmer,  as  good  as  I am.  I don’t  care  if 
he  isn’t  like  other  people,  and  I don’t  care 
about  knowin’  his  age  or  where  he  was 
raised.  That  kind  of  a man  would  be 
hard  to  find.  I’m  not  sayin’  he  can't  be 
found,  but  that  he’d  be  hard  to  find.  But 
if  he  teas  found,  I reckon  I’d  know  him 
when  I saw  him.” 

I only  know  the  effect  of  Mrs.  Peck- 
over’s  words  upon  Professor  Evers  by  what 
he  did.  He  moved  suddenly  and  very 
quickly  along  the  settee  toward  Mrs.  Peck- 
over’s  chair,  and  extending  one  of  his 
hands,  had  it  clasped  warmly  by  both  of 
hers.  I only  know  that  thereupon  Mrs. 
Peckover  rose  to  him,  and  he  with  her, 
and  that  after  some  slight  adjustments  of 
their  relative  positions — importantto  them 
but  unnecessary  to  describe  — Professor 
Evers  was  folded  tenderly — oh,so  tenderly ! 
— ^toMrs.  Peckover’s  infinite,  soft,  white  bo- 
som. I only  know  that  Mrs.  Peckover’s 
momentum  had  at  last  brought  her  to  her 
destination.  I only  know  that  after  they 
had  remained  thus  for  a few  moments — 
moments  of  calm  suspiration  on  her  part, 
of  mysterious  gurgitation  on  his — her  arms 


opened,  and  his  head  came  forth,  bringing 
away  from  her  bosom  the  red  rose  hang- 
ing from  the  tip  of  one  of  his  ears.  I only 
know  that  after  a few  words  of  parting — 
words  made  incoherent  and  unnatural, 
perhaps,  by  that  momentary  shamefaced- 
ness that  overtakes  every  son  of  fallen 
Adam  when  he  catches  himself  in  such  a 
situation — Professor  Evers  was  gone,  and 
Mrs.  Peckover  sank  once  more  into  the 
cane-bottomed  chair. — Failf  Had  Arte- 
mesia  Headley  Peckover  ever  failed  ? For 
an  hour  she  sat  thus,  her  mind  sweeping 
on  into  the  future  over  a magnificent  arc 
of  anticipations  and  achievements;  then, 
into  the  halo  of  light  that  was  shed  out- 
ward around  Mrs.  Peckover’s  figure  from 
the  lamp  suspended  at  her  back  in  the  hall, 
came  the  dark  shadow  of  a negro  boy,  who 
handed  her  a note.  Sitting  where  she 
was,  Mrs.  Peckover  read  as  follows: 

“ My  dear  Mrs.  Peckover,— On  reach- 
ing home  I find  that  the  specimens  of 
which  I spoke  have  all  arrived,  though  I 
was  expecting  nothing  until  to-morrow. 
The  most  valuable  specimen  is  a New  Eng- 
land white  rose,  a perennial  bloomer,  the 
arrival  of  which  I was  anxious  to  antici- 
pate by  a day,  in  order  to  prepare  the  soil 
for  its  reception.  To-morrow,  as  it  hap- 
pens, is  my  forty- fifth  birthday,  I should 
like — without  any  ceremony — to  come 
over  to  tea;  but  I must  bring  the  rose  with 
me.  Of  course  you  understand  that  the 
rose  is  a young  lady  whom  I met  in  the 
North  last  summer,  and  whom  I married 
in  the  North  two  weeks  ago.  I had  meant 
to  tell  you  this,  but  something  (I  forget 
what)  prevented.  Shall  we  come  ? 

“ Your  friend,  Charles  EvEBa” 


WRITTEN  UPON  A BLANK  LEAF  IN  “THE  COMPLETE  ANGLER,” 

WORDSWORTH’S  MISCELLANEOUS  SONNETS,  I.,  1«. 

WHILE  flowing  rivers  yield  a blameless  sport 
Shall  live  the  name  of  Walton:  8a^  benign! 

Whose  pen,  the  mysteries  of  the  rod  ana  line 
Unfolding,  did  not"  fruitless  exliort 
To  reverend  watching  of  each  still  report 
That  Nature  utters  from  her  rural  shrine. 

Meek,  nobly  versed  in  simple  discipline, 

He  found  the  longest  summer  day  too  short, 

To  his  loved  pastime  given  by  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  down  the  tempting  maze  of  Shawford  Brook. 

Fairer  than  life  itself,  in  this  sweet  Book, 

The  cowslip  bank  and  shady  willow-tree; 

And  the  fresh  meads,  where  flowed,  from  every  nook 
Of  his  full  bosom,  gladsome  Piety! 
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Coloue]  Mayo  married  Abigail  Dellfirt, 
daughter  of  John  De  Hart,  of  Elizabeth- 
town, New  Jersey,  who  was  a member  of 
the  tirst  Continental  Congress,  that  met  at 
Philadelphia  in  1774-5,  and  one  of  the 
most  prominent  lawyers  in  his  State, 
After  liis  marriage  Colonel  Mayo  bought 
a beautiful  residence  in  Elizabetlitovvu, 
called  Hampton  Place,  and  his  annual 
advent  there  in  a coach  and  six,  with  col- 
ored footmen  and  outriders,  was  an  event 
long  rememberetl  by  tlie  iubabitauts  of 


iKVught  Bellville,  a magnitlcent  seat  in  the 
suburbs  of  the  city,  and  lived  thei^  until 
his  death,  on  tlie  28th  of  May,  1818.  He 
was  buried  at  the  old  Mayo  horn esRad. 
Powhatan,  a short  distance  east  of  Ricli- 
morul;  and  on  the  same  place,  partially 
protected  by  an  open  arbor,  is  a large  rock 
which  marks  the  last  resting-place  of  the 
most  powerful  Indian  chief  in  A^irgiiiia, 
Powhatan,  whose  principal  residence  was 
here,  and  after  whom  the  place  was  call- 
ed. Colonel  Mayo  served  in  the  Stale 


. that  ancient  borough.  He  resided  for  sev"- 
oral  years  at  the  Hermitagei  a shoi't  dis- 
taiice  west  of  Richmond,  but  in  1816  he 

bonding  at  right  anglos  to  Uie  Miutii,  and  winding 
foiuctaiitlv  oit  for  mnuy  miki*  in  Unit  dh'oftion,  it^ 
poU.Khed  surface  caught  hero  und  there  by  the  eye, 
but  more  j^ncrully  covered  from  the  view  by  trees, 
among  which  the  white  sallif  of  approaoliing  and 
departing  i*xhibit  ii.  cMirioiis  and  intvrei«ting 

appen ranee ; tlien  again,  on  tlie  opposite  side,  tlie 
little  town  of  Manchester,  built  on  a hill,  which, 
sloping  gently  to  the  river,  opoti?^  the  wimlo  town  to 
view,  intci^peraed,  as  it  Ls  with  vigorou«i  ami  flour- 
iai'dng  poplnra,  and  eurroiinded  to  a gi'Cat  dii*tancc 
by  green  plains  and  duately  woodii— all  the'fc  objeeU, 
falling  at  once  under  the  eye,  const iiutc  by  far  ilio 
most  fioedy  varied  and  niost  animated  landscape 
that  f have  ever  seen/^ 


tniops  during  the  war  of  1812,  and  repre- 
sen tinl  for  several  years  the  county  of 
Heiiricti  in  the  I^iCgislature. 

Mrs.  John  Mayo  was  one  of  the  most 
remarkable  ladies  of  her  day.  She  was 
celebratfHl  for  lier  “|.)ersonal  comeliness 
and  mental  endowments.”  and  long  occu- 
pied a pixmiinent  pc:>sitiou  in  Richmond 
s6<dety. 

Maria  Mayo,  the  eldest  dauglitev  of  Col- 
onel John  Mayo,  wfis  tlie  ixdgning  l>elle 
of  the  day,  and  as  Mr.  Mordeciii  says,  in 
his  Ridituond  in  By  gone  Days^  ahe  made 
the  Hermitage  anything  but  a benniUige. 
Slie  wiiR  a great  beauty,  wrote  and  repeat- 
ed poetry  charmingly,  sang  and  played 
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t>n  the  harp  exquisitely,  and  was  so  fasci- 
nating in  manner  and  agreeable  in  con- 
versation that  she  is  said  to  have  rejected 
over  one  hundred  suitors  before  accepting 
General  Winfield  Scott,  then  in  the  full 
glory  of  his  military  successes,  to  whom 
she  was  married  at  Bellville  on  the  even- 
ing of  March  11,  1817.  The  festivities 
were  of  the  most  extended  and  hospitable 
character,  and,  as  an  old  letter  before  us 
expresses  it,  “there  were  splendid  doings.” 
It  is  said  that  Scott  courted  Maria  Mayo 
as  Mr.  Scott,  as  Captain  Scott,  and  as  Col- 
onel Scott  without  success,  but  as  General 
Scott,  the  hero  of  Lundy’s  Lane,  he  car- 
ried off  the  coveted  prize. 

It  would  be  worth  while,  had  we  the 
space,  to  present  here*  a characteristic 
sketch  of  Richmond  society  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  century.  The  cravat  was  the 
important  part  of  a gentleman’s  toilet. 
A Richmond  exquisite  of  the  first  decade 
of  this  century  vested  himself  like  a silk- 
worm in  the  ample  folds  of  his  cravat. 
His  valet  held  one  end  and  he  the  other 
of  the  long  thin  texture,  the  former  walk- 
ed round  his  master  till  both  ends  met, 
when  they  were  tied  in  a large  bow.  If 
the  gentleman  did  not  enjoy  the  luxury 
of  a valet,  one  end  of  the  cravat  was  tied 
to  the  bed-post,  and  he  walked  toward  the 
latter,  turning  all  the  while,  and  wrap- 
ping his  neck  in  his  cravat  till  he  was 
wound  up  like  an  Egyptian  mummy. 
The  stiff  collar  of  the  dress-coat  stood  as 
high  as  the  ears,  and  was  kept  back  sev- 
eral inches  from  the  head  to  enable  the 
wearer  to  turn  to  the  right  or  the  left. 
Buckskin  breeches  and  top-boots  com- 
pleted the  gentleman’s  apparel,  the  perfec- 
tion of  both  depending  on  the  tightness  of 
the  fit.  A quarter  of  a century  earlier — 
that  is,  about  the  time  of  the  American 
Revolution — Richmond  was  a smaller 
town  than  either  Norfolk  or  Fredericks- 
burg. Its  safe  and  central  position  caused 
it  to  be  selected  as  the  capital  of  the  State, 
but  in  the  year  1775  it  was  a cluster  of 
villages  rather  than  a town. 

The  gentlemen  of  Richmond  at  that 
time  wore  an  old-fashioned  dress — breech- 
es, stockings,  large  roomy  coats,  cocked 
hats,  and  knee-buckles.  They  figured  in 
magnificent  waistcoats  covered  with  flow- 
ers in  gold  threads,  and  reaching  to  their 
knees,  high-heeled  shoes,  queues  tied  with 
gay  ribbons,  and  a snow'y  storm  of  pow- 
der on  the  hair. 

The  favorite  amusement  of  the  most 


stylish  Richmond  ladies  at  that  time  was  a 
game  of  cards  called  loo.  The  ladies  met 
at  each  other’s  houses,  and  after  discussing 
a dish  of  tea  and  another  of  gossip,  the 
card-table  was  brought  out.  Gentlemen 
were  admitted  to  this  entertaining  circle, 
and  he  who  played  the  most  careless  and 
dashing  game  was  the  most  welcome,  pro- 
vided he  was  not  too  successful  in  his  win- 
nings. The  stakes  were  small,  but  by  for- 
feits, etc.,  the  money  in  the  pool  would 
sometimes  accumulate  until  it  amounted 
to  $50,  $75,  and  $100.  Then  the  game  be- 
came intensely  interesting.  The  practice 
of  gaming  became  at  last  a social  evil ; do- 
mestic duties  were  neglected,  mothers  for- 
got their  children,  wives  rifled  the  pocket- 
books  of  their  husbands ; gentlemen  gam- 
bled away  their  gold  vest  buttons,  and 
ladies  their  ear-rings  and  bracelets,  carried 
away  by  the  mad  spirit  of  loo. 

The  burning  of  the  Richmond  Theatre 
on  the  26th  of  December,  1811,  by  which 
seventy -two  valuable  lives  were  lost, 
chang^  the  light  tone  of  society  to  one 
of  a graver  and  more  serious  character. 

One  of  the  saddest  and  most  romantic 
love  affairs  in  the  social  annals  of  Vir- 
ginia was  that  of  Maria  Ward  and  John 
Randolph  of  Roanoke.  Beginning  in  his 
early  boyhood,  it  became  the  one  enthrall- 
ing passion  of  his  manhood,  filling  his 
whole  being,  until,  as  he  himself  said,  “ he 
loved  her  better  than  his  own  soul  or  Him 
that  created  it.”  There  is  a picture  of 
John  Randolph  in  the  rooms  of  the  Vir- 
ginia Historical  Society,  taken  at  the  time 
when  he  was  the  accepted  lover  of  Maria 
Ward.  It  represents  a singularly  hand- 
some youth  of  twenty-five,  his  eyes  dark 
and  full  of  intellect,  his  mouth  beautifully 
formed,  and  over  his  proud  and  lofty  fore- 
head fell  a profusion  of  dark  hair.  The 
breaking  off  of  the  affair  is  wrapped  in  mys- 
tery; all  we  know  is  that  one  summer 
morning  he  rode  up  to  the  house,  and  aft- 
er a long  interview  in  the  parlor,  the  lady 
left  the  room  in  tears,  while  he  rushed 
from  the  house,  mounted  his  horse,  and 
rode  furiously  away.  He  never  saw  her 
again ; but  one  day  he  approached  a house 
where  she  was  staying  while  she  was  sing- 
ing in  the  parlor.  Fascinated  by  the  sound 
of  her  voice,  he  lingered  on  the  porch,  and 
sent  in  from  time  to  time  a request  for 
her  to  sing  one  after  another  the  tender 
little  ballads  which  were  associated  with 
their  loves.  Maria  Ward  sang,  uncon- 
scious of  her  lover’s  presence,  while  he 
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rushed  frantically  up  and  down  the  ikutIi 
in  an  ag^ony  of  griefs  waving  liis  arms, 
and  crying  in  the  anguish  of  liis  heail: 
“ Macbeth  hath  murdered  sleep ; Macbeth 
shall  sleep  no  morel” 

Maria  Wai\l  married  Peyton  Randolph, 
son  of  Edmund  Randolph,  who  was  Gov- 


Maria  Ward  died  in  1S26,  J^gcd  forty- 
two  years.  All  coniempomry  aceounts 
unite  in  describing  her  as  possesvsing  a 
Bingnlar  fascinutiou  of  manners,  a charm- 
ir)g  sweetness  and  amiability  of  disposi- 
tion. an  encliaiiting  gayety  and 
and  a peculiar^  irresistible  j)ei’Sonal  love- 


ernor  of  Virginia,  the  first  Attorney-Gen- 
eml  of  tVie  Unitwl  States,  and  Secretary  of 
State  under  Washington.  This  lady  \va.s 
disiingui.shod  for  the  exquisite  grace  and 
fascination  of  her  manners  and  her  bright, 
wit.  Her  j>orLrait,  a copy  of  which  lias 
been  secured  for  this  article  Ihrougb  the 
courtesy  of  her  granddaughter,  Mrs.  .1.  L. 
Williams,  of  Richmond,  ivpresents  a Jove^ 
ly  girl  of  sixteen,  with  wondrous  blue  eyes, 
e.xquisiUdy  delicate  complexion,  a profu- 
sion of  sunny  brown  curls,  and  in  the 
quaint  costume  of  the  last  century. 


liness.  At  the  time  of  her  ileath  she  was 
still  as  fi*esh  a.s  the  summer  rose,  as  capti- 
vating in  mind  and  manners  as  wdien  she 
enthralled  the  pas.sjonaU5  heart  of  John 
Randolph  of  Roanoke. 

The  Richmond  bar  has  always  stooii 
high.  During  tlie  first  quarter  of  the  pre- 
.sent  century  John  Wickham  W’^as  not  only 
one  of  the  leading  lawyers  of  Virginia, 
but  of  the  United  States.  He  was  a na- 
tive of  Ijong  Island,  hut  went  to  Rich- 
n)ond  wlieu  a youth  of  sixteen,  during 
llic  American  Revolution.  He  studied 
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Bell vi lie.  As  au  evulence  of  the  mag-  of  Williani  and  Elhabeth  Bolling  Robert- 
nificence  of  this  mansion  it  may  l)e  men-  son.  He  was  an  eminent  law'yer,  and  one 
tioiied  that  the  drawing-room  was  .so  high  of  the  social  leaders  in  Richmond,  where 
and  larg<?  that  even  the  stately  form  of  he  was  long  one  of  the  most  honored  eiti- 
Genei'al  Scott  looked  small  in  it.  After  zens.  He  was  succesHively  Attorney-Gen- 
Mr.  Bell’s  death  his  wldo\v%  who  w’as  quite  eral  of  Virginia,  Repmsentaiive  in  Con- 
3'oiing,  married  Edmund  Rootes,  a man  gress  from  1834  to  1839,  and  Lieutenant- 
of  wit  and  of  great  social  distinction.  Governor,  and  for  many  3’ear.s  a judge  of 
Mrs.  Rootes  wa.s  an  accomx)li sited  hoian-  the  Cii'cuil  Court  at  Rirdiinomh  He  was 
ist,  and  corresponded  w ith  distinguished  a member  of  the  Peace  Congress  of  18G1, 
Xjersons  tliroiighout  the  United  States  having  pit*eviousIy  been  sent  by  the  Gov- 
upon  the  subject  of  her  favorite  study,  ernor  of  Virginia  as  a commissioner  to 
She  was  regained  as  an  autliority  on  the  Governor  Pickens,  of  South  Caroliiui,  to 
subject,  and  agetitleman  of  Richmond  re^  prevent,  if  |VKS>sible,  hostile  me^isures  be- 


members  one  bright  summer  morning 
seeing  Thojuas  Ritchie,  the  famous  editor 
of  the  Euqnirer,  going  in  to  see  her  with 
a rare  new  lily  for  her  to  class! fv*.  Her 
tliird  husband  w’as  Dr.  Starke,  of  Nor- 
folk, the  father  of  the  wife  of  Admiral 
Roane.  This  charming  lad}"  diet!  at  un 
advanced  age,  retaining  her  many  attrac- 
tions to  tlie  hist. 

Gne  of  the  most  di.stinguished  descend- 
ants of  Pocahonta.s  in  I’ecent  limes  was 
the  late  Judge  John  Rol>ertson,  the  son 


ing adopted  until  the  meeting  of  the  Peace 
Congress  at  Wusliington.  Judge  Robert- 
soTi  died  at  his  residence,  Mount  Athos, 
Campbell  County.  Virginia,  on  the  5th  of 
July,  187.T 

Miss  Elizabeth  I^ewis  RobeHson,  daugh- 
ter of  Judge  lh>bertson,  was  not  onh^  inter- 
esting on  account  of  her  great  !>eauty.  but 
beoauseiuher  features  have  been  preserved 
unmistakable  tritits  of  her  dcseeni  fix>m 
Pocuhontas.  She  married  Robert  Barks- 
dale, the  son  of  Mr,  William  Barksdale, 
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most  of  the  leading  gentlemen  of  Rich- 
mond. It  first  occupied  the  house  on 
Franklin  Street,  l^etween  Seventh  and 
Eighth,  which  was  purchased  for  General 
Lee  by  the  City  Council  of  Richmond,  and 
occupied  by  him,  though  not  accepted  as 
a gift.  The  club  remained  there  until 
1880,  when  the  present  quarters,  at  the 
corner  of  Grace  and  Sixth  streets,  were 
secured.  It  is  one  of  the  most  attractive 
club-houses  in  the  South,  with  its  broad 
piazza,  wide  halls,  spacious  i*ooms,  and  ele- 
gant ap]K)intments.  The  various  rooms 
are  adorned  with  valuable  historical  por- 
traits, includingthose  of  Washington,  Pat- 
rick Henry,  John  Randolph  of  Roanoke, 
Chief  Justice  Marshall,  Lafayette,  Commo- 
dore Perry,  Black  Hawk,  Th  omas  Jefferson, 
Edmund  Pendleton,  etc.  These  pictures 
are  the  property  of  the  Virginia  Historical 
Society,  which  occupies  the  upper  rooms  of 
the  house.  Mr.  Robert  A.  Brock,  the  cor- 
respondent and  librarian  of  the  society, 
has  under  his  charge  many  objects  of  his- 
torical interest.  Among  these  may  be 
mentioned  the  writing-table  of  George 
Mason  upon  which  he  wrote  the  famous 
Bill  of  Rights  of  Virginia;  the  mace  used 
by  the  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Bur- 
gesses ; two  maps  of  Virginia  of  the  date  of 


1671 ; the  sword  of  Major  Alexander  Stu- 
art, of  the  Revolutionary  war;  the  MS. 
order-lx)ok  of  Colonel  W.  Heath,  of  the 
Revolution,  while  encamped  at  Bound 
Brook,  New  Jersey,  in  1777 ; the  original 
MS.  records  of  the  colony  of  Virginia  for 
the  five  yeai*s  (1752-1757)  of  the  adminis- 
tration of  Lieutenant-Governor  Robert 
Dinwiddie,  presented  by  W.  W.  Corcoran, 
Esq.  The  last  is  considerod  the  most  val- 
uable single  acquisition  of  the  society. 

We  have  puiq^sely  omitted  from  tliis 
paper  any  mention  of  many  of  the  illus- 
trious Virginian  families  whose  descend- 
ants have  been  intimately  associated  with 
the  material  and  social  life  of  Richmond. 
Their  record  is  preserved  in  the  military 
and  political  history  of  the  country,  and 
need  not  be  repeated  here.  Our  object 
has  been  the  less  ambitious  one  of  pre- 
senting a few  characterbtic  portraits. 
The  Richmond  of  to-day  is  the  centre  of 
many  important  industnal  interests.  Our 
retrospect  has  taken  us  away  from  this 
busy  modern  activity,  and  brought  us  face 
to  face  with  that  older  Virginian  life  in 
which  there  was  much  of  luxurious  lei- 
sure, but  which  also  furnished  remarkable 
examples  of  high  intellectual  attainment 
and  varied  social  accomplishment. 


THE  VISION  OF  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

April  14, 1865.* 

Dreaming,  he  woke,  our  martyr  President, 

And  still  the  vision  lingered  in  his  mind 
(Problem  at  once  and  prophecy  combined) — 

A jiying  hark  with  all  her  canvas  bent — 

Joy-bringing  herald  of  some  great  event, 

Oft  when  tlie  wavering  scale  of  war  inclined 
To  Freedom’s  side ; now  how  to  be  divined 
Uncertain,  since  Rebellion’s  force  was  spent. 

So,  of  the  omen  heedful,  as  of  Fate, 

Lincoln  with  curious  eye  the  horizon  scanned : 

At  morn,  with  hopes  of  port  and  peace  elate ; 

At  night,  like  Palinunis — in  his  hand 
Tlie  broken  tiller  of  the  Ship  of  State — 

Flung  on  the  margin  of  the  Promised  Land. 

* “ At  the  cabinet  meeting;  held  the  morning  of  the  assassination. . . .General  Grant  was  present,  and 
during  a lull  in  the  conversation  the  President  turned  to  him  and  asked  if  he  ha<l  heard  from  General 
Sherman.  General  Grant  replied  that  he  had  not,  but  was  in  hourly  expectation  of  receiving  dispatches 
from  him  announcing  the  surrender  of  Johnston.  ‘Well,’  said  the  President,  ‘you  will  hear  very  soon 
now,  and  the  news  will  be  important.  ...  I had  a dream  last  night,  and  ever  since  the  war  began  I have 
invariably  had  the  same  dream  before  any  important  military  event  occurred.  ...  It  is  in  your  line,  too, 
Mr.  Welles.  The  dream  is  that  I saw  a ship  sailing  very  rapidly.’” — Carptuters  “ Months  at  the 
White  Hotise." 
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“If  the  little  darling  accepts  my  flow- 
ers,” he  thought,  “ that  will  be  a clincher. 
A sweet  innocent  girl  like  that  will  not 
take  presents  from  one  man  while  she 
smiles  on  another.” 

Instead  of  paying  his  usual  visit  to  the 
Hotel  Beauregard,  he  actually  walked  off 
to  Zimmerwald  and  breakfasted  there, 
timing  his  return  so  as  to  reach  Berne 
soon  after  four  o’clock,  the  hour  at  which 
the  flowers  were  to  be  ready. 

He  was  a little  tired  with  his  long  walk, 
for  the  road  had  been  hilly  and  the  sun 
hot,  and  he  sat  down  to  rest  in  the  outer 
shop  while  the  young  woman  behind  the 
counter  went  into  the  green-house  beyond 
to  fetch  the  nosegay ; there  was  a look  of 
conscious  pride  in  her  face  as  she  held  it 
out  for  his  inspection. 

“It  is  beautiful,  is  it  not,  monsieur? 
I am  not  sure  that  we  have  made  so  flne 
a bouquet  this  season.  Those  carnations 
are  unique  pot  flowers.  Monsieur  Dunel- 
loy’s  own  seedlings,  and  the  roses  are 
choice  blossoms,  and  these  delicate  sprays 
between  are  very  rare.  Monsieur  may  be 
sure  that  the  bouquet  will  give  satisfac- 
tion.” She  turned  the  big  nosegay  slowly 
round.  “Will  monsieur  have  the  kind- 
ness to  say  where  it  must  be  sent  ?” 

The  captain  blushed  and  stuffed  his 
hands  into  his  pockets.  “Nowhere,  ma- 
demoiselle,” he  said,  solemnly.  “I  in- 
tend to  carry  it  myself.” 

The  young  woman  looked  at  the  cap- 
tain and  then  at  the  big  bouquet,  but  she 
was  too  polite  to  smile. 

“Monsieur  will  wish  me  to  put  some 
paper  round  it  ?”  she  said. 

Loigerot  held  out  his  hand,  and  taking 
the  nosegay  from  her,  he  surveyed  it  with 
satisfaction. 

“Yes,  it  is  beautiful,  ” he  said ; “ it  seems 
to  me,  however,  that  already  it  has  some 
pretty  paper  round  it.  If  you  wrap  it  up 
you  may  injure  the  flowers,  mademoiselle, 
and  crumple  the  lace  edging.  No ; I will 
take  it  as  it  is.” 

He  handed  her  the  nosegay  to  hold 
while  he  felt  in  his  pocket  for  the  price  he 
had  arranged  to  pay  for  it,  and  then,  swell- 
ing with  the  pride  he  felt  in  his  purchase, 
and  eager  to  see  Marie’s  delight,  the  cap- 
tain came  out  of  the  shop. 

He  kept  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street 
from  the  hotel.  The  woman  who  had 
served  him  came  to  the  door,  and  stood 
laughing  at  the  short,  broad  figure  stump- 
ing along  with  the  huge  nosegay  carried 


carefully  in  front.  Loigerot  was  not  at 
all  ashamed  of  himself,  but  he  wanted  to 
avoid  Riesen’s  shop,  and  also  the  chance 
of  a meeting  with  the  hair-dresser,  who 
might  be  coming  round  the  comer  of  the 
Beauregard  from  his  shop  in  the  Korn- 
markt. 

“It  was  a happy  thought.  Madame 
Carouge  says  it  is  the  right  thing  to  give 
a nosegay.”  He  puffed  out  his  cheeks. 
“ I — I like  to  do  the  right  thing.  I always 
did  the  right  thing  in  the  army,  and  I 
shall  do  the  right  thing  in  courtship.” 

Just  as  he  reached  the  bank,  Rudolf 
Engemann  came  out  of  it,  and  seeing  Loi- 
gerot’s  nosegay,  he  stopped  short. 

“Hullo,  captain!”  — he  broke  into  a 
hearty  laugh — “ what  a splendid  nosegay  I 
I’ll  wager  it’s  on  its  way  to  a fair  lady — 
and  yet  you  have  passed  the  Beauregai*d. 
Can  I guess  for  whom  these  flowers  are 
intended  ?” 

Loigerot  reddened,  and  moved  first 
one  foot  and  then  the  other.  “ You  need 
not  guess.  I am  carrying  them  to  a 
friend.”  He  spoke  with  dignity,  and  he 
planted  his  legs  wide  apart,  and  stared 
defiantly  at  Engemann.  The  young  fel- 
low’s broad  smile  had  made  him  feel  ri- 
diculous. “There  is  nothing  for  you  to 
laugh  at” — his  words  came  out  quickly. 
“ I am  carrying  these  flowers  to  the  lady 
who  is  to  be  my  wife.” 

Engemann  took  off  his  hat  and  made  a 
low  bow.  “You  must  pardon  me,  cap- 
tain,” he  said.  “Please  accept  my  con- 
gratulations. I was  not  aware  that  you 
had  any  such  intentions.  I wish  you  suc- 
cess.” 

He  was  going  to  ask  the  lady’s  name, 
but  the  captain’s  impatience  would  not 
brook  further  delay ; he  returned  the 
young  fellow’s  bow,  and  then  crossed  the 
street  and  disappeared  under  the  arcade. 
He  had  no  wish  to  let  Engemann  surprise 
his  secret.  Until  he  and  Marie  appeared 
together  in  public  the  captain  thought 
there  was  no  occasion  to  speak  of  his  en- 
gagement to  any  one  except  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. 

“I  must  do  something  for  that  good 
lady,”  ho  said,  slowly.  “She  has  been 
very  kind.  Well,  I might  offer  her  a bou- 
quet— not  such  a one  as  this,  of  coui’se.  ” He 
looked  lovingly  at  his  treasure,  and  pull- 
ed at  the  tuft  of  hair  on  his  chin.  “ En- 
gemann might  not  like  it.  Ha!  ha!  I 
need  not  trouble  myself  about  him  : lie 
can  only  have  eyes  for  his  widow.  I 
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Red  Glove  had  seemed  scarlet  with  anger, 
and  she  could  hardly  believe  that  it  had 
not  again  pointed  at  her  in  mockery. 

Last  night  Madame  Bobineau  had  sign- 
ed to  her  to  enter  the  house  with  her,  and 
then,  when  the  captain  had  shaken  hands 
with  them  and  had  gone  upstairs  to  his 
own  rooms,  the  old  woman  had  escorted 
Marie  to  her  lodging. 

“You  must  never  go  out  at  night  by 
yourself,  child,”  she  said;  “it  ruins  a 
girl’s  character  if  she  is  seen  out  by  her- 
self in  the  dark  so  late  as  this.” 

Marie  had  been  very  absent  to-day,  and 
had  made  more  than  one  mistake  in  her 
duties,  yet  Madame  Bobineau  had  only 
smiled.  Once  she  had  shaken  her  head, 
for  Marie  had  shown  kid  gloves  to  a cus- 
tomer who  asked  for  ganta  de  Suide;  but 
on  the  whole  the  girl  was  relieved  to  have 
escaped  the  scolding  slie  had  felt  to  be 
inevitable.  She  thought  that  the  party 
must  have  sweetened  Madame  Bobineau’s 
temper. 

‘ * If  she  enjoyed  it  as  much  as  I d id,  no  won- 
der. What  a mistake  I had  nearly  made  I 
I thought  I should  be  miserable  and  fright- 
ened, and  that  nice  old  man  was  so  kind ! 
I liked  him  so  much ! It  has  all  given  me 
something  to  think  about.”  She  blush- 
ed ; she  knew  that  she  had  been  thinking 
far  more  about  Monsieur  Engeinann  than 
of  the  party ; she  had  so  wondered  at  his 
absence;  if  he  had  been  there,  it  seemed 
to  Marie  that  she  should  have  been  too 
happy.  She  liked  the  captain,  but  she 
wished  he  would  not  stare  so  much;  but 
then  the  Sisters  had  always  told  her  that 
she  must  never  take  up  a prejudice  against 
any  one  because  of  a special  manner — a 
manner  of  which  the  person  was  perhaps 
completely  unconscious. 

In  the  case  of  Madame  Carouge  she  had 
plainly  made  a mistake;  the  widow  was 
patronizing,  but  her  kindness  in  giving 
her  the  flowers  had  proved  that  she  did 
not  really  dislike  her — 

The  door  opened,  and  Marie  rose,  ready 
to  receive  a customer.  Her  eyes  were  at 
once  attracted  by  the  flowers  which  Cap- 
tain Loigerot  carried;  she  saw  them  al- 
most before  she  recognized  him. 

He  stood  still  and  made  her  a low  bow. 

“I  hope  I see  mademoiselle  well,”  he 
said.  Then  to  himself,  ‘ ' What  a little  dar- 
ling she  looks  1”  Then,  going  up  to  the 
counter,  he  shook  hands  with  Marie.  “I 
am  sure  mademoiselle  has  slept  well,  she 
looks  so— so  bright.”  He  stopped  abrupt- 
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ly ; he  began  to  be  nervous.  How  was  he 
to  give  her  the  flowers?  He  should  have 
asked  Madame  Carouge.  He  cleared  his 
throat  with  an  effort,  and  at  the  sound 
the  door  of  communication  opened,  and  in 
came  Madame  Bobineau. 

“ Good-day,  monsieur;  it  is  so  very  kind 
of  monsieur  to  call,”  she  said,  fawningly. 
“Mercy,  what  beautiful  flowers!” 

Loigerot  gave  a sigh  of  i*elief , and  turn- 
ed to  Marie.  “Does  mademoiselle  also 
think  these  flowers  beautiful  ?”  he  said, 
puffing  out  his  words,  and  keeping  his  eyes 
on  her  face,  which  was  now  full  of  admi- 
ration. 

“They  are  lovely,”  the  girl  said.  “I 
did  not  know  that  there  were  such  beau- 
tiful flowers.”  She  bent  forward  to  smell 
them. 

The  captain  held  out  the  nosegay. 
“ Mademoiselle,  they  are  yours,  if  you  will 
do  me  the  great  honor  of  accepting  them.” 

She  did  not  take  the  flowers;  instead, 
she  pressed  her  hands  nervously  together, 
and  looked  at  the  captain  to  see  if  he  were 
in  earnest. 

“ They  are  yours,”  he  repeated,  and  he 
pressed  the  nosegay  into  her  hands. 

“Oh,  monsieur,  how  kind,  how  very 
kind  1” — her  eyes  swam  with  tears  as  she 
looked  at  him.  “I  don’t  know  how  to 
thank  you ;”  and  then  she  hid  her  face  in 
the  flowers. 

Loigerot  pulled  at  the  tuft  of  hair  on 
his  chin.  ‘ ‘ Sweet,  innocent  creature !”  he 
murmured.  He  had  an  idea  that  the  cor- 
rect thing  would  be  for  him  to  kiss  Marie; 
but  at  the  same  time  she  looked  so  uncon- 
scious that  he  feared  to  aleunn  her.  He 
glanced  appealingly  at  Madame  Bobineau. 

“Monsieur  is  indeed  kind,”  said  that 
worthy  woman.  “You  owe  him  many 
thanks,  Marie.” 

The  captain  drew  himself  up,  and  plant- 
ed his  feet  still  farther  from  one  another. 

“ Mademoiselle” — he  spoke  very  slow- 
ly; he  felt  that  this  was  a pregnant  sen- 
tence— “ I should  say  Mademoiselle  Marie 
Peyrolles,  I am  delighted.  You  have  thank- 
ed me  in  the  most  marked  and  also  in  the 
best  possible  way  by  accepting  this  small 
offering.  Mademoiselle  has  gratified  me 
more  than  I can  say.” 

He  had  been  drawing  out  a huge  red 
and  yellow  silk  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
now  he  buried  his  nose  in  it. 

“ Marie” — Madame  Bobineau  seemed  to 
be  in  a hurry — “ will  you  go  to  the  kitch- 
en and  get  some  water  ? You  will  find  a 
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glass  vase  there  which  will  hold  your  nose- 
gay. It  is  a shame  to  keep  such  flowers 
out  of  water.'* 

Marie  went  away  with  her  treasure, 
burying  her  face  in  the  flowers  as  she  went. 
She  had  not  felt  so  happy  since  she  came 
to  Berne.  She  longed  to  kiss  them  every 
one,  they  were  such  lovely  living  compan- 
ions. She  could  not  yet  realize  that  they 
were  her  own. 

Madame  Bobineau  came  so  close  up  to 
the  captain  that  he  felt  just  a little  nerv- 
ous. Could  it  be  part  of  the  programme 
that  he  had  to  kiss  the  guardian  of  his 
future  wife  ? He  looked  at  the  grim  face 
now  very  near  his,  and  he  retreated  a step. 

“ Diable he  said : “ I’d  as  soon  kiss  a 
toad.” 

Madame  Bobineau’s  humility  being  only 
skin-deep,  she  was  quite  unconscious  of 
his  repugnance. 

“ Monsieur,”  she  whispered,  “ you  must 
be  very  cautious;  Marie  is  not  prepared. 
She  is  very  shy,  very  childish,  and  your 
face  is  too  expressive.” 

“Confound  it,  madamel” — he  spoke 
quickly  enough  now  — “a  fellow  can’t 
help  his  looks  at  such  a time.  If  I’d  kissed 
her,  now,  you  might  have — ” 

She  put  her  skinny  fingers  on  his  arm. 

“I  hear  her  coming,  monsieur;  do  not 
weaken  the  good  impression  you  have 
made,  by  an  imprudence.” 

“ Then  I may  not  kiss  her  ?” 

She  raised  her  hands  in  protest ; then  as 
Marie  pushed  open  the  glass  door  the  old 
woman  looked  meaningly  at  the  captain, 
and  kissed  the  back  of  her  own  brown, 
shrivelled  hand. 

It  seemed  to  Marie  that  she  had  not 
thanked  him  enough.  She  placed  the 
glass  witli  the  nosegay  carefully  on  the 
counter,  and  then  she  turned  to  him. 

“Thank  you  ever  so  much,  monsieur; 
I never  had  such  a nosegay  before.  Ah, 
monsieur” — her  shining  eyes  were  so  full 
of  gratitude  that  Loigerot  drew  nearer; 
he  thought  he  might  at  least  take  her 
hand — “you  are  so  kind,”  she  said,  “as 
kind  to  me  as  if  you  were  my  father.” 

Loigerot  started,  and  then  bowed  stiff- 
ly to  hide  his  confusion. 

“Mademoiselle  is  — easy  to  please.” 
'^Morbleu!  this  is  harder  work  than 
storming  the  Redan,”  he  thought.  “I 
must  go  and  fortify  myself  at  the  caf6.” 
He  bowed  to  Madame  Bobineau  and  to 
Marie.  “Au  reuoir,  madame,”  he  said, 
and  he  left  the  shop. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

RUDOLF  HEARS  NEWS. 

The  bright  summer  afternoon  had  be- 
come more  beautiful,  the  hardness  of  the 
blue  sky  had  softened,  and  though  the 
sunbeams  shot  volleys  of  brilliant  light 
from  between  the  tree  stems,  long  shad- 
ows fell  across  the  avenue,  and  gave  a 
party-colored  effect  to  the  three  young 
men  who  walked  along  it  in  the  direction 
of  Berne. 

His  two  fellow  - clerks,  Christen  and 
Wengern,  had  met  Engemann  at  the  Enge, 
and  were  walking  home  with  him.  As 
they  came  down  through  the  slanting 
shadows,  sometimes  Rudolf  would  be  al- 
most eclipsed  by  the  gloom,  while  the  two 
others  were  revealed  with  startling  dis- 
tinctness as  the  clear  sunshine  lit  up  their 
red,  good-tempered  faces  and  straw  hats; 
then,  in  turn,  they  sank  into  obscurity 
and  Engemann  was  clearly  revealed,  tall 
and  strong-looking,  but  with  just  now  a 
perplexed  expression  on  his  usually  serene 
face. 

It  seems  as  if  big  men,  as  a rule,  have 
little  talent  for  intrigue  or  contrivances. 
Engemann  wanted  to  get  rid  of  his  com- 
panions, and  yet  he  could  hit  upon  no  de- 
vice by  which  to  do  it.  He  shrank  from 
showing  his  desire  to  be  quit  of  them ; it 
might  vex  them,  he  thought ; also  he  fear- 
ed to  make  them  suspicious. 

“Somewhere  hereabouts,”  said  young 
Christen,  whose  slight  boyish  figure  made 
a strong  contrast  to  his  tall,  robust  com- 
panion, “is  the  Bower  of  Bliss,  in  which 
our  fair  widow  lived  in  old  Carouge’s 
time.  I believe  the  fellow  was  a regular 
Turk,  and  kept  her  shut  up  here  with  a 
duenna.” 

“He  wasn’t  a Turk,  then,”  said  Wen- 
gern; “that's  a confusion  of  ideas,  and 
he  would  have  had  a choice  of  wives  if  he 
had  been  a Turk.  But  where  is  this  re- 
treat ? One  ought  to  find  it  out.” 

He  gave  a furtive  look  at  Engemann; 
but  the  latter  was  staring  at  the  river  far 
below  the  green  bank  and  the  road  which 
lay  between.  He  seemed  not  to  have 
heard  Wengern’s  suggestion. 

He  had,  however,  heard  it  distinctly, 
and  his  thoughts  were  full  of  Madame 
Carouge.  In  these  last  days  she  had  faded 
out  of  his  reveries.  Her  glowing  beauty 
and  the  dark,  bewitching  sweetness  of  her 
liquid  eyes  had  been  replaced  by  a pure 
pale  face  with  a color  as  faint  as  the  blush 
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on  an  early  rose;  and  clear  gray  truthful 
eyes  seemed  to  look  at  him,  full  of  the  un- 
shrinking candor  of  childhood.  But  in 
thinking  of  Marie,  Engemann  was  con- 
scious of  a different  kind  of  contemplation 
from  that  evoked  by  the  glowing  image  of 
the  widow.  He  did  not  think  so  much  of 
Marie^s  looks.  Although  he  did  not  remind 
himself  that  the  question  of  companion- 
ship had  been  one  of  the  obstacles  that 
had  held  him  back  from  the  beautiful 
widow,  he  knew  that  this  young  girl 
fully  realized  this  idea.  Engemann  did 
not  consciously  think  about  love  for  either 
of  them;  but  he  felt  that  if  he  could  af- 
ford to  marry,  he  could  go  through  life 
happily  with  Marie.  His  only  fear  would 
be  the  difficulty  of  winning  love  from  so 
young  and  shy  a creature. 

His  companions’  talk  now  brought  back 
vividly  a vision  of  Madame  Carouge — and 
Rudolf  felt  shocked  by  a sudden  sense  of 
ingratitude.  One  always  receives  a mental 
shock  in  finding  that  a quality  on  which 
one  has  prided  one’s  self  is  wanting,  or  that 
a defect  especially  distasteful  is  present  in 
one’s  mental  constitution.  Engemann  de- 
spised caprice,  and  yet  he  now  felt  convict- 
ed of  it.  He  could  give  absolutely  no  val- 
id reason  for  the  sudden  slackening  of  his 
interest  in  his  beautiful  friend.  Only  a 
week  ago  her  image  had  pursued  him  so 
persistently  that  he  had  had  to  banish  it  by 
a strong  effort  so  that  it  might  not  interfere 
with  business,  and  now — He  felt  much 
self-contempt  as  he  recalled  the  occasions 
lately  when  he  had  been  glad  to  talk  to 
Riesen  or  to  some  other  acquaintance  as  he 
came  down  the  hotel  stairs,  so  as  to  give 
himself  an  excuse  for  shirking  an  inter- 
view to  which  a few  days  before  he  had 
looked  forward  with  eagerness. 

He  did  not  attempt  self-deception;  he 
knew  very  well  that  it  was  the  sight  of 
Marie,  and  the  impression  made  on  him 
by  her  sweet,  innocent  ways,  by  her  charm- 
ing simplicity  and  frankness,  that  had 
chilled  his  warm  feeling  for  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. But  he  told  himself,  sternly,  this 
was  no  valid  reason,  it  was  mere  caprice, 
as  unmanly  as  it  was  contemptible  in  any 
man.  His  head  sank  with  shame  on  his 
breast  as  he  remembered  that  in  his  own 
case  it  was  aggravated  by  the  kindnesses 
which  this  beautiful  woman  had  shown 
him. 

He  had  known  her  for  six  months, 
and  from  the  beginning  of  their  acquaint- 
ance he  had  accepted  benefits  from  her. 


When  he  came  a stranger  to  Berne  it  was 
Madame  Carouge  who  had  found  him  his 
comfortable  lodging  at  the  Red  Glove; 
and  when  he  told  her  that  his  means  were 
limited,  she  had  arranged  the  price  for 
him,  and  had  induced  Madame  Bobineau 
to  lower  her  terms. 

Indeed,  the  widow  had  taken  all  his 
troubles  on  herself.  She  had  lent  him 
books,  had  asked  him  as  a favor  to  use  the 
free  admissions  sent  to  her  for  concerts  and 
other  entertainments,  on  the  plea  that  her 
mourning  prevented  her  from  using  them. 
Last,  but  certainly  before  all  the  rest,  he 
had  once  esteemed  her  kindness  in  admit- 
ting him  as  an  especially  favored  visitor  to 
those  quiet  talks  in  the  glass-fronted  parlor. 
Lately  these  had  scarcely  been  mere  talks. 
Engemann  remembered,  and  he  reddened 
at  the  recollection , that  he  had  stood  gazing 
at  her,  wondering  at  and  enjoying  the 
sight  of  her  beauty,  as  she  leaned  back 
with  languid  grace  on  her  sofa,  her  dark 
lashes  resting  on  her  velvet  cheeks,  then 
raised  suddenly  with  a wonderful  glance, 
its  fire  quenched  at  once  in  liquid  softness 
as  she  met  his  eyes  fixed  on  hers.  The 
young  fellow  could  only  liken  the  eyes  of 
Madame  Carouge  to  those  of  the  Princess 
in  the  fairy  tale. 

Yes,  he  had  behaved  heartlessly  toward 
her;  he  had  been  most  neglectful.  He 
would  go  and  see  her  this  evening. 

“ Engemann” — he  started,  and  both  the 
young  fellows  laughed,  for  they  had  been 
watching  his  troubled  face — “why  were 
you  not  at  the  party  last  night  ?” 

“What  party?” 

“What!  you  have  not  even  heard?” 
Christen  rubbed  his  hands.  ‘ ‘ Why,  your 
friend  Madame  Carouge  gave  a party  last 
night.  What  have  you  done  to  the  fair 
widow  that  she  should  not  invite  you  with 
the  rest  of  her  friends  ?” 

Engemann  was  surprised,  but  he  an- 
swered, quietly:  “I  suppose  Madame  Ca- 
rouge is  at  liberty  to  invite  whom  she 
pleases.  Were  you  present  ?” 

“ No ; we  heard  of  it  from  Lenoir.  He 
says  it  was  a small  affair.  Riesen  and  his 
wife  and  Captain  Loigerot  were  the  only 
guests,  except  your  old  witch  of  a landlady 
and  her  shop-girl.  It  is  mysterious.  I 
think  the  widow  might  have  asked  a 
young  man  or  two,  if  it  was  only  for  the 
sake  of  that  pretty  little  girl.” 

Engemann  stared ; the  idea  of  Madame 
Bobineau  at  a party  was  ridiculous. 

“That  chatter-box  Lenoir  was  joking,” 
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he  said ; ‘‘he  was  stuffing  you  to  see  how 
much  you  would  both  swallow.” 

“Aha!”  Christen  laughed.  “The  grapes 
are  sour,  my  friend ; you  must  find  them 
very  sour,  I am  sure.  Why,  we  all  con- 
sidered you  as  good  as  betrothed  to  ma- 
dame.” 

“I  have  already  told  you.  Christen” — 
Engemann  spoke  sternly  — “that  I will 
not  have  this  nonsense  talked  about  me. 
You  have  no  right  to  couple  any  woman’s 
name  with  mine.  I teU  you  you  are  al- 
together mistaken.” 

He  fixed  his  blue  eyes  on  the  young  fel- 
low, and  Christen  shrank  from  the  gleam 
he  saw  in  them.  Wengem,  however,  in- 
terfered. 

“Come,  come,  Engemann,”  he  said, 
coolly,  “ it  is  all  very  well  to  say  ‘ I will, 
and  I will  not,’  when  the  fellow  you  say  it 
to  is  half  your  size.  Christen ’s  is  only  a 
bit  of  chaff ; and,  after  all,  a man  must  pay 
for  what  he  gets,  whether  it  is  success  with 
a woman  or  any  other  kind  of  success. 
Every  one  in  the  town  knows  that  the 
widow  favors  you  among  us  all.  I don’t 
blame  you  for  winning  her” — he  laughed 
— “but  don’t  you  be  angry -and  blame 
Christen  for  chaffing  you.  Come  along, 
Heinrich;  he  would  rather  be  alone.” 

They  both  pulled  off  their  straw  hats, 
and  walking  quickly  on,  they  turned  into 
a road  that  led  them  down  beside  the  river. 

Rudolf  Engemann  stood  still.  He  was 
very  angry  for  some  minutes ; then,  as  the 
fumes  cleared,  his  judgment  asserted  it- 
self, and  he  felt  like  a fool. 

“I  have  offended  her,  then,  and  she 
would  not  ask  me.  No;  she  is  too  kind 
and  gentle  to  be  angry.  She  did  not  ask 
me  because  she  thought  I should  not  care 
to  go.” 

He  set  his  teeth  hard  as  he  went  briskly 
into  Berne.  Walking  up  the  Spitalgasse, 
in  cool  shadow  now,  for  the  tall  houses 
made  it  impossible  for  the  sun  to  reach  the 
street,  he  remembered  that  the  flippant 
young  fellow  had  said  Madame  Bobineau 
and  Marie  were  at  tlie  party.  As  he  passed 
the  Red  Glove  he  looked  in  at  the  shop 
window.  Marie  was  there,  but  he  could 
not  see  her  face ; it  was  hidden  in  a bou- 
quet of  flowers  that  stood  on  the  counter. 
She  was  leaning  over  them.  She  seemed 
to  be  actually  kissing  the  blossoms. 

“Poor  little  thing!  one  sees  she  has 
been  bred  in  the  country,”  he  thought; 
and  he  entered  the  house  and  went  up- 
stairs to  his  rooms. 


He  brushed  his  hair  with  extra  care — 
parted  not  quite  in  the  middle — if  he  had 
not  kept  it  closely  cropped  it  would  have 
curled  all  over  his  head,  not  in  close  woolly 
curls,  but  in  sculpturesque  curves.  As  he 
brushed  the  hair  the  rich  gold-color  glow- 
ed, and  his  blue  eyes  were  almost  black, 
the  pupils  had  so  dilated  with  the  eager- 
ness with  which  he  thought  of  Madame 
Carouge. 

He  reddened  while  he  told  himself  that 
he  had  never  affected  any  warmer  feeling 
than  friendship  for  her;  and  he  wished 
their  acquaintance  to  continue  on  its  pre- 
sent basis.  She  had  always  acted  like  a 
friend  toward  him,  and  he  would  try  to 
show  his  gratitude. 

It  was  a relief  to  find  that  Wengern  and 
Christen  were  not  at  the  table  dChdte, 
There  had  been  a crowd  of  new  arrivals, 
and  Engemann  found  his  place  occupied. 
He  was  moved  too  far  away  from  Captain 
Loigerot  to  give  an  opportunity  of  talking 
to  him. 

He  left  the  table  early.  He  was  anx- 
ious not  to  miss  Madame  Carouge,  and  it 
was  possible  that  some  of  th^e  new- 
comers, many  of  whom  were  ladies,  might 
wish  to  speak  to  her  as  soon  as  dinner  was 
quite  over. 

Madame  Carouge  was  anxiously  wait- 
ing for  him ; she  knew  by  a secret  previ- 
sion he  would  come,  and  although  she  had 
resolved  to  receive  him  coldly,  she  could 
not  banish  the  gladness  that  sounded  in 
her  voice  and  smiled  at  him  from  her  eyes 
and  lips. 

“ lam  glad  to  see  you,  monsieur.”  Then 
she  straightened  her  lips,  and  tried  to  re- 
member his  avoidance  of  her. 

“You  can  not  be  more  glad  than  I am, 
madame.”  He  kept  the  soft  hand  in  his 
warm  clasp  an  instant.  ‘ * It  seems  so  long 
since  I have  seen  you.  I came  to  look 
for  you  twice,  but  you  were  absent.” 

She  was  so  glad,  so  very  glad,  to  be  able 
to  forgive  him  for  his  seeming  neglect. 
Engemann  felt  that  he  had  never  seen 
anything  so  lovely  as  the  look  she  gave 
him  now. 

“I  am  very  sorry  I missed  you,  and  I 
feel  guilty  respecting  you,  monsieur.” 

There  was,  he  thought,  a touching  peni- 
tence in  her  rich  voice. 

“I  can  hardly  fancy  that,  madame;  the 
debt  is,  I assure  you,  on  my  side.” 

She  had  been  standing  while  she  talked 
to  him,  and  he  had  remained  near  the 
doorway.  Now,  with  a rapid  glance  at 
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the  clock  opposite  her,  she  pointed  to  a 
chair  just  behind  the  door  which  opened 
toward  her  sofa. 

“I  am  going  to  tell  you” — she  seated 
herself,  and  smiled  with  happiness  when 
she  saw  that  he  imitated  her — “ that  I in- 
vited a few  friends  last  night.  I feel  you 
may  justly  wonder  why  I left  you  out.” 
She  paused,  and  swiftly  glanced  at  him, 
but  his  face  only  showed  deep  attention. 
“The  truth  is,”  she  went  on,  “I  had  a 
little  plan  in  my  mind  with  which  your 
presence  might  have  interfered.” 

“Really  ?” 

Engemann  felt  puzzled,  troubled  too, 
without  finding  out  the  reason ; for,  as  has 
been  said,  his  perception  was  not  rapid. 

“You  have,  I think,  seen  Mademoiselle 
Peyrolles,  the  young  relation  who  has 
come  to  live  with  Madame  Bobineau  ?” 

Engemann  felt  it  a little  difficult  to 
keep  his  eyes  steady,  she  looked  at  him  so 
keenly;  he  merely  bent  his  head  in  an- 
swer. 

“ Have  you  seen  her  lately,  monsieur  ?” 
The  tone  of  her  voice  roused  him,  it  was  so 
different  from  her  usual  way  of  speaking. 

“No,”  he  said.  “Oh  yes;  I saw  her 
just  now  as  I passed  the  shop ; but  her  face 
was  buried  in  a nosegay,”  he  added,  with 
a smile. 

Madame  Carouge  got  up  quickly  and 
went  to  the  window,  as  if  she  thought 
some  one  was  awaiting  her  there.  She 
felt  stung  almost  to  an  outburst  of  jealous 
anger  by  this  avowal  that  he  actually 
cared  to  look  at  Marie. 

In  a moment,  however,  it  flashed  upon 
her  that  he  had  made  it  easier  for  her  to 
tell  her  news.  She  turned  on  him  with  a 
bright  smile — the  clock  warned  her  that 
she  must  not  delay. 

“You  met  Captain  Loigerot  to-day 
with  a nosegay,  I think?”  she  said,  fix- 
ing her  eyes  on  his  face. 

Engemann  laughed. 

“ Yes ; I saw  him  making  a sight  of  him- 
self carrying  an  enormous  nosegay.” 

But  as  he  spoke  he  remembered  Marie 
over  the  flow'ers,  and  his  laughter  ended. 

“Ah I do  not  laugh  at  him.  I admire 
his  simple  devotion ; but  I forgot  that  you 
are  not  in  his  secret.  Did  he  tell  you  to 
whom  he  was  carrying  those  flowers  ?” 

She  grew  pale  and  then  red  as  she 
spoke.  Engemann^s  troubled  look  liad 
changed,  his  blue  eyes  gleamed  with  an- 
ger. Yes,  there  could  be  no  mistake  about 
the  expression  that  darkened  them. 


“ Do  you  mean  to  say — ” he  began. 

Madame  Carouge  raised  her  eyebrows 
slightly.  She  was  listening  to  the  slam 
of  the  doors  above,  and  the  footsteps  of 
some  diners  could  be  heard  coming  down 
the  stone  staircase. 

“I  wdll  tell  you,  because  I am  sure  you 
are  discreet.  I mean  that  Monsieur  Loi- 
gerot  greatly  admires  this  poor  little  Ma- 
rie, and  has,  in  short,  declared  his  wish  to 
Madame  Bobineau  to  marry  her.  I need 
hardly  say  that  the  young  person  is  very 
glad  and  grateful.  Surely  you  will  not 
now  call  this  attention  of  the  captain's 
ridiculous  ? — ” 

“It  is  much  worse  than  ridiculous,  it 
is  monstrous,”  Engemann  said,  rudely 
breaking  in  on  her  speech.  “ Why,  he  is 
old  enough  to  be  her  father.” 

She  gave  him  such  a pitying  smile. 

“ That  is  how  it  looks  to  you  and  to  me, 
but  it  is  not  surprising  to  find  that  things 
appear  quite  differently  when  viewed  un- 
der a different  light.  I could  tell  you, 
monsieur,  how  a young  girl” — a buzz  of 
voices  sounded  outside — “no,  not  now,” 
she  said,  quickly.  “ It  is  plain,  however, 
that  this  i>oor  little  shop-girl  does  not  feel 
the  disparity  of  age  as  we  might  feel  it; 
she  accepts  it  willingly ; she  does  not  think 
our  friend  ridiculous,  I assure  you.  You 
should  have  seen  her  last  night ; she  look- 
ed charming,  though,  indeed,  she  had  not 
a word  for  any  one  but  her  admirer ; she 
sat  beside  him,  apart  from  us  all,  talking 
and  laughing  all  the  evening.  It  was  de- 
lightful to  see  her  happiness.” 

Rudolph  rose;  he  could  not  trust  him- 
self to  answer.  He  heard  steps  coming 
nearer  and  nearer;  next  moment  the  round, 
beaming  face  of  Captain  Loigerot  appear- 
ed in  the  doorway. 

“Congratulate  him,”  the  widow  whis- 
pered. 

“Not  now,”  he  answered,  in  the  same 
tone;  “I  will  take  another  opportunity. 
Good-evening,  madame.” 

He  nodded  to  Loigerot  and  passed  out 
of  sight. 

“Well,  madame,  it  goes  well.”  The 
captain  was  rubbing  his  hands,  and  look- 
ing broader  and  more  beaming  than  ever. 
Then,  recollecting  himself:  “ I hope  you 
have  recovered  from  last  night's  fatigues, 
madame.” 

“ Perfectly,  I thank  you.  I am  glad 
you  have  prospered.”  Tlien  she  looked 
over  his  head,  thankful  to  see  Moritz  in 
advance  of  a tall,  high-nosed,  elderly  En- 
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glish  Mees,  who  looked  capable  of  walking 
over  the  captain.  “ Monsieur,”  said  Ma- 
dame Carouge,  “I  will  not  detain  you. 
I have  the  honor  of  wishing  you  good- 
evening.” 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  CAPTAIN  TO  THE  RESCUE. 

Marie  had  been  so  used  to  sympathy 
that  if  Madame  Bobineau  had  shown  her 
any  affection  she  would  now  have  gone 
to  her  for  counsel;  but  the  girl  was  so 
young  and  inexperienced  that  she  had  a 
dread  of  ridicule,  and  she  had  not  been 
long  enough  accustomed  to  her  old  cous- 
in’s repelling  ways  to  have  overcome  the 
timidity  they  had  created. 

Captain  Loigerot  had  returned  later, 
and  had  chatted  pleasantly  to  her  and  to 
the  old  woman;  but  when  he  took  his 
leave  he  bent  over  the  girl’s  hand  and 
kissed  it. 

At  this  Marie  had  grown  red  till  her 
eyes  seemed  scorched  by  her  flaming 
cheeks;  then  she  looked  at  Madame  Bobi- 
neau; but  she  had  turned  her  back  and 
was  following  the  captain  out  of  the  shop. 

She  stood  talking  to  him  on  the  door- 
step, and  then  went  in  next  door  to  pay  a 
visit  to  her  friend  the  pastry-cook,  and 
when  she  came  in  she  presented  Marie 
with  two  frosted  cakes  which  she  said  the 
mistress  of  the  cake  shop  had  sent  her. 
She  made  no  remark  about  the  packet  un- 
der her  arm,  which  had  really  been  given 
her  for  her  “little  cousin.”  Madame  Bo- 
bineau considered  that  Marie  was  getting 
more  than  was  good  for  her — there  was 
no  need  to  spoil  her.  She  had  intended  to 
give  the  girl  a few  hints  with  regard  to 
her  behavior  toward  the  captain,  but  as 
she  looked  in  Marie’s  face  she  changed 
her  mind,  and  at  once  retreated  to  her 
parlor. 

By  the  time  they  met  at  supper  the  girl 
had  decided  not  to  confide  her  vexation. 

“I  must  depend  on  myself,”  she 
thought ; “ I am  old  enough.  After  all,  the 
old  man  meant  no  harm.  It  is  only  be- 
cause no  one  ever  kissed  my  hand  before 
that  I mind  so  much.” 

But  next  morning  she  would  not  go  out 
to  the  Muntz  Platz  to  gaze  at  her  beloved 
mountains,  she  so  feared  to  meet  the  cap- 
tain there. 

As  she  went  into,  the  glove  shop,  the 
flowers,  which  she  had  left,  by  Madame 


Bobineau’s  advice,  on  the  counter,  seemed 
at  once  to  give  her  a loving  welcome  and 
to  reproach  her  for  her  ingratitude. 

She  wished  now  she  had  gone  out  to 
look  at  the  mountains.  The  morning 
was  so  bright  and  clear  that  they  would 
have  been  plainly  visible.  She  dusted 
her  counter  and  Madame  Bobineau’s  desk 
and  the  shelves  and  boxes,  and  then  she 
sat  down  and  enjoyed  the  sight  of  her  nose- 
gay. Some  of  the  roses  had  opened  since 
yesterday,  and  were  yet  more  beautiful, 
while  the  fragrance  and  the  color  of  all 
seemed  to  turn  the  dull  commonplace  shop 
into  a sort  of  paradise. 

Marie  drew  one  half-opened  pink  rose 
gently  from  the  test,  and  fastened  it  near 
her  throat  so  that  she  could  smell  it.  She 
did  not  realize  the  sudden  brightening  it 
gave  to  her  poor  brown  gown,  and  how 
charmingly  it  matched  the  delicate  color 
in  her  cheek. 

When  Madame  Bobineau  came  to  call 
her  in  to  breakfast,  she  exclaimed,  loudly: 
“How  beautiful  those  flowers  are  yet! 
how  sweet  they  smell!  Mercy,  Marie, 
you  are  fortunate;  it  is  not  every  girl 
who  meets  with  such  attention ; but  then 
he  is  wealthy,  the  captain  is,”  she  went 
on,  as  she  saw  Marie  listening.  “Such 
a gift  as  this  is  nothing  to  him;  he  has 
a country  house,  and  a garden,  and  an 
orchard,  and  an  olive-yard,  and  a wood, 
and  land  besides.” 

“ And  is  his  garden  near  Berne  ?”  Ma- 
rie’s eyes  sparkled.  “ Do  you  think,  ma- 
dame,”  she  went  on,  timidly,  “ that  those 
beautiful  flowers  came  from  his  garden  ?” 

Madame  Bobineau  shrugged  her  shoul- 
ders and  pushed  out  her  lower  lip.  “ You 
little  simpleton  I Come  to  breakfast,”  she 
said,  in  so  derisive  a tone  that  Marie 
shrank  into  herself  with  conscious  igno- 
rance. 

As  soon  as  she  was  seated  at  breakfast, 
Madame  Bobineau  wei]4;  on,  with  her 
mouth  full  of  bread:  “Why,  child,  you 
ought  to  learn  the  value  of  things.  Such 
flowers  as  you  have  there  are  not  grown 
out-of-doors;  the  roses  may  be,  but  the 
delicate  ones  come  from  a glass  house, 
and  I’ll  be  bound  the  carnations  grew  un- 
der shelter.  You  have  only  to  look  at 
the  arrangement  of  the  nosegay  to  be 
sure  that  the  captain  paid  a pretty  price 
for  it — five  or  six  francs,  I’ll  wager.  You 
did  not  thank  him  half  enough,”  she 
said,  plunging  her  spoon  into  a brown- 
looking mass,  which  she  called  pear  mar- 
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malade,  but  which  Marie  thought  tasted 
like  furniture  polish  ; it  was,  however, 
reputed  wholesome,  and  it  saved  butter 
and  honey,  and  Marie  had  learned  by  this 
time  that  she  was  expected  to  eat  it. 

She  did  not  answer  the  old  woman’s  re- 
proach ; she  sat  trying  to  decide  whether 
she  had  been  wanting  in  gratitude  to  the 
captain,  for  she  was  not  disposed  to  take 
M^ame  Bobineau’s  view  of  a subject. 

By  dinner-time  she  had  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  she  would  not  thank  Cap- 
tain Loigerot  again,  but  that  she  would  be 
extra  kind  to  him  on  his  next  visit.  She 
did  not  like  the  thought  that  he  had  spent 
so  much  money  on  her,  but  it  was  ex- 
tremely kind  of  him  to  have  tried  to  give 
her  pleasure. 

No  one  came  this  afternoon  to  the  Red 
Glove.  Marie  had  her  flowers  to  look  at, 
and  she  was  full  of  pleasant  anticipation, 
for  Madame  Bobineau  had  promised  to 
take  her  to-morrow  to  the  Schanzli. 
That  too  would  be  a pleasure  suggested 
by  the  kind  captain.  It  seemed  to  Marie 
that  his  influence  must  have  had  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  extraordinary  change 
in  Madame  Bobineau’s  behavior.  She  was 
certainly  not  lovable,  but  she  had  left 
off  scolding  and  saying  the  cruel,  bitter 
things  which  had  at  flrst  frozen  the  girl 
into  a dull  silence  foreign  to  her  nature. 
Just  now  the  old  woman  had  even  smiled 
when  she  came  into  the  shop. 

“Gt>  and  get  me  some  snuff  with  this, 
there’s  a good  child,”  she  said,  putting 
some  money  into  Marie’s  hand. 

Marie  went  out  and  bought  the  snuff  at 
a shop  not  far  from  the  Red  Glove,  and 
coming  back  she  wondered  whether  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  would  go  to  the  Schanz- 
li to-morrow.  She  had  thought  of  him 
all  day  yesterday.  She  decided  that  he 
was  not  going  to  marry  Madame  Ca- 
rouge;  his  absence  from  the  soiree  had 
convinced  her  that  Madame  Bobineau  was 
mistaken  about  this.  In  a very  short 
time  the  girl  had  discovered  that  her 
cousin  was  careless  about  truth,  and 
smilingly  she  told  herself  that  Madame 
Bobineau  had  got  up  this  little  deception 
to  prevent  her  from  becoming  interested 
in  her  young  lodger.  Certainly,  as  Marie 
owned  to  herself,  the  idea  that  he  was 
going  to  marry  a rich  woman  older  than 
he  was  had  chilled  the  strong  attraction 
she  had  felt  toward  him  last  Sunday  at 
the  Bear  Pit.  But  since  then  each  time 
she  had  seen  him  his  manner  had  been 


kinder;  there  had  been  in  it  something 
special,  quite  different  from  the  manner 
of  any  one  else,  and  certainly  she  liked 
him  better  than  any  one  she  had  ever 
seen.  It  was  a relief  to  think  he  was  not 
going  to  marry  the  rich  widow.  She 
wished  to  see  him  again. 

She  opened  the  shop  door  and  stood 
stUl — it  seemed  as  if  her  wish  had  created 
its  fulfillment.  Monsieur  Engemann  was 
standing  beside  the  counter  looking  fixedly 
at  the  captain’s  nosegay. 

Marie’s  heart  beat  quickly ; she  did  not 
know  how  glad  her  face  was;  in  truth, 
her  heart  was  looking  out  at  her  eyes, 
and  if  Rudolf  had  not  been  blinded  by 
jealous  anger  he  would  have  read  truth 
and  love  top  in  them.  But  he  was  beside 
himself  with  anger,  and  he  attributed  the 
sweet  glad  look  to  vanity,  a mere  desire 
to  attract.  Madame  Carouge’s  news  had 
tom  a veil  from  his  consciousness,  and  in 
a moment  of  agony  he  had  learned  that 
he  loved.  Never  before  had  he  felt  to- 
ward any  woman  what  he  now  felt  for  this 
callous,  mercenary  girl  who  was  going  to 
sell  herself  to  Loigerot.  He  had  felt  an 
absolute  need  of  self-restraint,  and  had 
scarcely  spoken  to  any  one  all  day.  His 
fellow-clerks  decided  that  the  widow  had 
given  him  the  sack,  and  that  the  disap- 
pointment had  upset  his  liver,  for  he  could 
not  eat  his  breakfast,  and  he  looked  wretch- 
edly ill.  At  last  reaction  came;  he  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  was  a fool  to  believe 
in  the  report  of  others.  He  resolved  to 
go  to  the  Red  Glove  and  ask  Marie  if  §he 
really  had  promised  herself  to  the  cap- 
tain ; but  while  he  stood  in  the  shop  wait- 
ing for  her  his  resolve  lost  its  firmness. 

By  what  right  could  he  a6k  such  a ques- 
tion? He  had  given  Marie  no  cause  to 
suppose  he  loved  her — if,  indeed,  he  had 
loved  her  before  he  heard  this  news.  He 
had  felt  without  owning  it  that  she  un- 
derstood him,  and  it  was  his  faith  in  her 
liking  for  him  that  had  made  it  so  impos- 
sible for  him  to  believe  that  she  could 
promise  herself  to  Loigerot,  but  the  sight 
of  the  nosegay  had  overwhelmed  him. 

“I  have  the  honor  of  saying  good-day, 
mademoiselle;”  and  he  pulled  off  his  hat 
ceremoniously. 

Marie  wondered  he  did  not  shake  hands. 
The  sudden  glow  that  had  come  at  sight 
of  him  turned  cold,  and  left  her  timid. 
She  w'as  conscious  of  a change  in  him, 
but  she  could  not  guess  at  its  cause.  She 
thought  the  best  way  would  be  to  ask  if 
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slie  had  vexed  him.  She  looked  up  at 
him,  and  she  saw  that  his  eyes  were  fixed 
on  her  nosegay.  In  her  fear  she  uttered 
the  worst  words  she  could  have  chosen : 
“Are  they  not  beautiful  flowers,  mon- 
sieur She  looked  ponscious  and  shy  as 
she  raised  the  vase  that  he  might  smell  the 
roses. 

‘ ‘ Beautiful ! Oh  yes.  ” He  drew  away. 
“ I do  not  care  for  them.” 

He  walked  across  the  shop,  and  while 
Marie  stood  pale  and  disconcerted  by  his 
abruptness,  Madame  Bobineau  came  bus- 
tling forward.  Rudolf  did  not  see  her  at 
first.  He  stood  battling  with  his  anger;  in 
his  heart  he  vras  calling  Marie  an  artful 
flirt,  no  better  tlian  any  ordinary  shop-girl. 
If  she  did  not  mean  to  encourage  the  cap- 
tain she  would  not  cherish  his  gifts.  He 
longed  to  unmask  her,  and  tell  her  what 
he  thought  of  her  conduct.  Heavens! 
now  he  looked  again  he  saw  she  was  wear- 
ing one  of  the  roses  at  her  throat! 

“ Good- morning,  monsieur,”  a well- 
known  harsh  voice  said  at  his  elbow. 
“How  well  you  look  this  morning!  Do 
you  think  we  shall  have  a fine  day  to- 
morrow, monsieur  ? I hope  so,  for  I am 
going  in  the  evening  to  the  Schanzli  with 
Marie,  and  if  it  is  fine  and  clear  we  shall 
see  the  sun  set  on  the  Alps.” 

“ I hope  the  weather  may  be  as  fine  as 
you  wish,  madame.”  Engemann  did  not 
look  at  Marie,  but  he  saw  that  she  was 
bending  over  the  obnoxious  nosegay ; her 
face  vras  actually  hidden  by  the  blossoms. 
“ By  Heaven ! she  is  kissing  those  flowers 
under  my  eyes!”  the  angry  young  fellow 
said  to  himself. 

Really  Marie  had  begun  to  cry  with 
vexation ; she  was  sure  now  that  Monsieur 
Engemann  was  angry  with  her,  and  she 
should  never  know  why ; she  had  lost  the 
chance  of  an  explanation  with  him;  he 
would  go  away  still  angry  with  her.  She 
felt  desj)erate. 

“You  are  very  kind,”,  she  heard  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  say,  in  answer  to  his  wish ; 
‘ ‘ but  I think  you  also  liave  a special  rea- 
son for  desiring  a fine  Sunday.” 

Marie  saw  how  slyly  the  old  woman 
looked  at  Monsieur  Engemann. 

“I,  madame?  Oh  yes;  I am  going  to 
Thun  with  Monsieur  and  Madame  Riesen.” 

The  girl  again  bent  her  face  into  the 
flowers,  and  listened  intently. 

Madame  Bobineau  laughed.  “Aha! 
monsieur,  we  have  heard  all  about  it:  we 
know  who  else  is  going  to  Thun  with  you. 


and  we  wish  the  happy  pair  a happy  day ; 
don’t  we,  child  ?” 

Marie  looked  up,  puzzled,  while  Enge- 
mann, moved  by  a sudden  impulse,  turned 
and  gazed  at  her.  She  forced  a smile. 
“Yes,”  she  said,  simply.  “I  have  heard 
that  Thun  is  a beautiful  place : is  it  not, 
monsieur  ?” 

Rudolf  asked  himself  what  she  meant 
by  this. 

Madame  Bobineau  stood  fidgeting,  with 
an  anxious  look  on  her  face;  then  she 
moved  quickly  to  the  shop  door,  and  beck- 
oned. She  had  seen  the  captain  pass  the 
shop,  and  she  guessed  that  he  would  go  up 
to  his  rooms  before  he  presented  himself. 
“ Ck)me  in,  monsieur,”  she  said ; “ you  are 
wanted.” 

It  seemed  to  the  mistress  of  the  Red 
Glove  that  Monsieur  Engemann  looked  at 
Marie  in  a way  she  had  not  expected,  and 
that  the  captain’s  presence  at  such  a junc- 
ture w^ould  put  matters  on  a right  footing. 

Meantime  Monsieur  Engemann  an- 
swered the  girl’s  question. 

“Yes,  mademoiselle,  the  lake  is  beau- 
tiful.” His  voice  was  hoarse,  and  he 
stopped  to  clear  his  throat  before  he  went 
on  speaking;  then  he  looked  at  the  nose- 
gay. “I  wish  you  happiness  also,”  he 
said,  bitterly.  “ You  love  flowers,  I see.” 

His  tone  frightened  her  again. 

“Why  is  he  so  angry?”  she  thought; 
then,  in  a timid  voice,  “Monsieur,  I — ” 

She  raised  her  eyes  to  his  just  as  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  came  back,  with  the  cap- 
tain at  her  heels. 

Loigerot  bowed  all  round ; then  he  went 
and  stood  between  his  tall  friend  and  Ma- 
rie, and  the  girl  felt  that  her  last  hope  was 
over.  A sudden  feeling  of  dislike  made 
her  turn  away  from  the  captain,  but  Enge- 
mann judged  that  this  was  confusion  at 
the  sight  of  her  lover. 

“Aha,  my  friend,”  the  captain  said, 
smiling,  “I  have  heard  news  about  you; 
I congratulate  you.”  He  shook  his  head, 
and  tried  to  look  roguish.  “I  hope  you 
and  your  charming  widow  will  have  a 
fine  day  at  Thun  to-morrow.  You  are  a 
lucky  fellow.  Morbleu  ! you  have  thrown 
double-sixes.”  He  laughed  slowly.  Then 
he  edged  himself  closer,  and  said,  in  a 
lower  voice:  “And  I too  — am  I not  a 
lucky  fellow  ? Do  you  not  congratulate 
me,  my  friend  ?” 

He  pointed  to  Marie,  and  laid  his  finger 
on  his  coarse  mustache. 

“Nonsense!  nonsense!”  Engemann 
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pushed  past  him  impatiently,  and  went 
out  of  the  shop,  while  Marie  stood  press- 
ing one  hand  on  her  heart.  She  felt  be- 
wildered; she  could  not  understand  the 
meaning  of  the  talk  she  had  heard,  un- 
less, indeed,  it  meant  that  Madame  Bobi- 
neau  had  been  right,  after  all. 

The  captain  laughed  loudly. 

“ He’s  oflF  like  a shell,  madame.  Well, 
well,  he  can’t  stand  a joke.  I knew  fast 
enough  what  all  those  private  talks  over 
Madame  Carouge’s  desk  would  end  in. 
But  it  will  be  an  excellent  marriage;  he 
and  our  beautiful  widow  will  make  a fine 
couple.” 

Marie  stood  violently  trembling.  She 
could  not  tell  what  ailed  her,  but  she 
longed  to  run  away  and  hide  herself. 
She  scarcely  heard  Madame  Bobineau 
say, 

“Yes,  they  are  well  matched — could 
not  be  better.” 

The  captain  walked  across  the  shop,  his 
hands  stuffed  into  his  pockets,  while  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  regaled  herself  with  a 
hugfe  pinch  of  snuff. 

Loigerot  went  on : “I  have  had  my  sus- 
picions for  some  time  past.  I have  al- 
ways had  a keen  eye  for  this  sort  of  thing, 
a sort  of  instinct,  I may  say.  Well,  he’s 
a worthy  young  fellow,  and  he  will  make 
a devoted  husband;  and  she  is  rich  and 
handsome.  Does  not  mademoiselle  con- 
sider Madame  Carouge  handsome  ?” 

He  went  up  to  Marie. 

Her  eyes  were  wild  as  she  looked  at 
him.  “ I — oh  yes,  monsieur,  I think  so.” 
“ If  he  would  only  go!”  she  thought,  des- 
perately. “ I must  run  away  if  he  stands 
there  staring  at  me.  I don’t  like  him 
half  as  well  as  I did  at  the  party.” 

The  captain  turned  pompously  to  Ma- 
dame Bobineau. 

“ May  I be  permitted,”  he  said,  gravely, 
“ to  salute  mademoiselle  ?” 

The  old  woman  nodded  and  smiled,  but 
she  answered,  in  a whisper: 

“ Only  her  hand.  She  is  not  very  well 
to-day,  but  take  no  notice.” 

He  went  up  to  Marie  and  took  her  hand. 
As  he  bent  his  head  to  it,  she  pulled  it 
away. 

He  looked  at  her;  then  he  gave  her  an 
adoring  smile.  “Sweet  and  shy,  like  a 
dove,”  he  murmured.  “Ah,  she  is  an 
angel  1” 

Then  he  went  back  to  Madame  Bobi- 
neau, while  the  girl  said  to  herself,  ‘ ‘ What 
does  it  all  mean  ? — oh,  what  does  it  mean  ?” 


“Madame” — tlie  captain  spoke  in  his 
most  pompous  manner — “I  believe  the 
correct  thing  is  for  me  to  attend  you  and 
mademoiselle  to  high  mass  to-morrow.  I 
— aw — propose  to  myself  to  call  in  order 
to  escort  you.  Au  revoir,  madame^  et 
mademoiselle^  a demain.'' 

He  made  many  bows,  and  then,  kissing 
his  fingers  to  Marie,  he  departed. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

AT  THUN. 

There  was  no  mistake  about  the  sun- 
shine. It  blazed  down  with  an  intense, 
scorching  radiance.  It  was  now  about 
ten  o’clock,  so  one  could  give  a tolerably 
correct  guess  as  to  the  sun’s  power  a few 
hours  later.  The  arcades  in  front  of  tlie 
houses  partly  baffled  it,  but  through  the 
openings  it  shone  fiercely  on  every  per- 
son and  thing  that  came  in  its  way.  The 
atmosphere  throbbed  with  the  force  of 
its  rays ; they  seemed  to  rejoice  the  broad 
face  of  the  clock  on  the  old  tower  beside 
the  hotel ; the  gilt  hand  on  the  dial  glit- 
tered ; the  red  ogre  on  the  Kindlifres- 
sen  Fountain  looked  ruddier  than  ever, 
and  the  water  in  the  basin  below  him  felt 
tepid. 

At  this  moment  Monsieur  and  Madame 
Riesen  emerged  from  the  arcade  on  the 
same  side  as  the  Hotel  Beauregard;  they 
actually  ran  across  the  open  space  which 
intervened,  to  escape  the  scorching  heat, 
for  though  each  of  them  carried  a brown 
holland  green-lined  sun-shade,  they  had 
neglected  to  open  these. 

“Mein  Gott!” — Riesen  stopped  to  wipe 
his  face — “this  is  too  much ; if  there  were 
not  an  awning  to  the  boat,  we  could  not 
venture  on  the  lake  to-day.  Aha  1 good- 
morning,  Monsieur  Engemann.  Am  I not 
a true  prophet  ? Is  tlie  day  fine  enough 
to  please  you  ?”  . 

Engemann  nodded  and  smiled,  and  then 
he  greeted  Madame  Riesen. 

“So  glad  to  see  you!”  Her  dull,  fiat 
face  was  full  of  effusive  politeness  as  she 
shook  hands.  To  herself,  as  she  led  the 
way  into  the  hotel  and  up  the  stairs,  she 
was  saying,  “Poor  young  fellow ! a regu- 
lar victim  to  that  vain  widow;  and  she’ll 
get  tired  of  him ; as  soon  as  they  are  mar- 
ried she'll  want  a fresh  admirer — that  she 
will:  I know  her.” 

Looking  up,  she  saw  her  hostess  stand- 
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ing  at  the  open  door  of  the  salle  d man- 
ger^ and  instantly  the  most  adoring  smile 
spread  over  her  face. 

“How  charming  you  look,  dear  Ma- 
dame Carouge!”  she  said. 

And  it  was  true ; Madame  Carouge  look- 
ed more  than  usually  attractive.  She 
wore  a large  black  hat  which  threw  a 
shadow  over  her  face,  and  gave  it  a be- 
witching charm. 

The  salle  at  this  hour  was  vacant;  vis- 
itors breakfasted  either  in  their  rooms  or 
in  the  breakfast-room  below,  and  Madame 
Carouge  led  the  way  to  the  coolest  corner 
of  the  long  room.  Here  was  a round  ta- 
ble spread  for  four,  and  crowned  with  a 
glowing  pyramid  of  peaches  and  grapes. 

Riesen’s  grave  face  beamed,  and  he  lick- 
ed his  colorless  lips. 

“I  believe,  my  friends” — he  looked  at 
the  widow — “ I may  call  myself  the  com- 
mander of  this  expedition,  and  I give  you 
all  notice  that  if  we  mean  to  travel  by  the 
eleven-o’clock  train  we  have  no  time  to 
spare:  we  must  not  talk  while  we  eat.” 

“Do  but  listen  to  Eugfene,”  his  wife 
said,  mockingly,  “and  he  is  the  one  who 
is  sure  to  talk  with  his  mouth  full.  I tell 
him  he  will  choke  himself  some  day.” 

The  clockraaker  might  have  spared  his 
warning.  Neither  Madame  Carouge  nor 
Rudolf  Engemann  was  inclined  to  talk. 
The  widow’s  thoughts  were  full  of  words 
which  she  fully  hoped  to  speak  by-and-by. 
If  she  did  not  speak  them,  life  would  be 
very  dreary,  empty  of  the  hope  that  had 
kept  her  thoughts  fixed  on  this  day.  She 
had  so  longed  for  it  to  come,  and  now  it 
was  here,  and  she  and  Rudolf  Engemann 
were  to  spend  it  together. 

Her  blood  ran  riotously  through  her 
veins;  a rich  color  glowed  on  her  cheeks; 
she  dared  not  trust  herself  to  talk.  Her 
guests  were  drinking  champagne,  but  she 
scarcely  sipped  at  the  glass  which  Mo- 
ritz had  filled  for  her.  She  could  have 
laughed  for  joy.  But  this  was  only  a part 
of  her  mood ; it  was  as  varied  as  the  effect 
of  the  sunshine  on  the  ai*cades  and  the 
spaces  between  them.  What  if  the  day 
proved  a failure! — if  Rudolf  Engemann 
only  cared  for  its  enjoyment  as  a holiday, 
not  because  it  involved  companionship 
with  her ! Perhaps  she  looked  most  beau- 
tiful in  this  part  of  her  mood,  full  of  pen- 
sive grace,  her  dark  eyes  veiled  by  the 
long  uixjurving  lashes.  She  was  too 
much  absorbed  to  wonder  at  Engemann’s 
silence,  which  was  attributed  by  the  ob- 


serving clockmaker  and  his  wife  to  the 
young  fellow’s  wish  to  enjoy  his  excellent 
breakfast. 

Engemann  ate  and  drank  like  a ma- 
chine. His  ideas  were  still  in  the  con- 
fused state  which  had  followed  his  sudden 
enlightenment  about  Marie.  Besides  the 
pain  which  Madame  Carouge  had  inflicted 
last  night,  he  had  suffered  another  shock. 
Over  and  over  again  he  had  sternly  asked 
himself  what  he  meant  by  being  such  a 
fool,  and  the  only  clear  idea  that  mani- 
fested itself,  in  the  sort  of  mental  chaos 
which  had  settled  on  him  like  a pall,  was 
that  he  loved  this  trifiing,  shallow  girl, 
and  that  her  image  would  haunt  his  life. 

Like  many  another  man  who  perceives 
slowly  and  feels  strongly,  Rudolf  had  been 
utterly  blind  and  unconscious  while  the 
poison  or  magic — call  it  which  you  please 
— had  been  quietly  and  surely  doing  its 
work.  Too  simple  to  indulge  in  self- 
study,  he  had  not  guessed  at  his  power  of 
winning  love.  Even  the  assurances  he 
had  received  from  others  that  he  could 
win  the  widow  if  he  chose  had  never 
dwelt  in  his  mind.  So  far  as  regarded 
himself,  love  had  not  presented  itself  ob- 
jectively. He  had  considered  marriage  for 
him  impossible;  a girl  suited  to  him  as  a 
companion  would  not  relish  the  narrow 
life  he  could  ask  her  to  share  on  his  pre- 
sent meagre  salary.  And  when  he  had 
once  thought  this  out,  he  had  put  the  idea 
away,  and  had  resolved  to  concentrate  all 
his  powers  on  becoming  a good  man  of 
business. 

Perhaps  no  one  quality  or  feeling  has 
been  as  much  written  about  in  poetry  and 
prose  as  love  has,  and  yet,  after  all,  no 
one  has  ever  explained  it,  or  has  succeed- 
ed in  defining  its  rise  and  progress.  It 
remains  a perplexing  mystery — lawless 
and  yet  perfect ; unreasonable  and  capri- 
cious in  its  manifestation;  yet  when  it  is 
real  and  true,  partaking  of  the  same  divine 
origin  as  genius,  for  true  love  can  only 
be  quenched  by  death.  The  best  solution 
seems  to  be  found  in  the  fabled  love  philter ; 
and  to  Rudolf  and  Marie,  in  different  de- 
grees, it  seemed  as  if  a power  beyond  the 
infiuence  of  their  own  will  had  taken 
them  suddenly  captive;  in  one  moment 
the  true  meaning  of  the  attraction  each 
had  felt  for  the  other  had  been  revealed. 

The  discovery  affected  them  differently. 
The  girl  was  cast  down  with  shame  and 
sorrow  at  discovering  that  she  loved  a man 
who  belonged  to  another  woman.  Elnge- 
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matin’s  feelings  were  far  more  complex. 
Loigerot’s  noisy  congratulations  had  fall- 
en on  deaf  ears — he  had  heard,  but  he  had 
not  grasped  the  meaning  of  the  words. 
The  terrible  truth  about  Marie  had  stunned 
him,  confirming  what  he  had  persuaded 
himself  was  only  rumor  and  the  mistaken 
kindness  of  Madame  Carouge. 

What  a f(X)l  he  had  been  1 While  he 
had  suffered  himself  to  be  led  on  by  this 
misemble  girl  to  believe  in  her  simplicity 
and  candor,  she  had  been  thinking  how  to 
get  married  as  soon  as  she  could,  to  free 
herself  from  her  position  at  the  Red  Glove ; 
and  probably  she  had  used  him  as  a bait. 
He  remembered  that  Wengern  had  said, 
one  day,  “You  are  sweet  on  Bobineau’s 
shop-girl . ” They  had  all  seen  it  and  known 
it,  then,  and  he  had  been  a blind  idiot; 
Marie  had  seen  it  from  the  first,  and  then 
when  she  knew  that  he  was  aware  of  her 
treachery,  she  had  affected  sorrow. 

He  had  resolved  last  night  never  to 
think  of  Marie  again. . . .and  now  he  turn- 
ed as  if  he  was  stung,  and  looked  up  as  if 
he  hoped  to  get  distraction  from  his  com- 
panions. 

There  was  a salon  through  the  folding- 
doors  at  the  end  of  the  dining-room,  and 
the  two  ladies  had  gone  there,  and  they 
stood  before  one  of  the  long  mirrors  giv- 
ing themselves  a final  look. 

Riesen's  face  was  purple  as  the  young 
fellow  looked  up,  for  he  had  nearly  swal- 
lowed a stone  in  his  effort  to  eat  as  many 
peaches  as  possible  while  the  ladies  were 
away.  He  patted  Engemann’s  shoulder 
as  he  recovei*ed  himself. 

“ I give  you  free  leave  to  talk  now,  my 
friend ; you  have  been  very  obedient.  It 
has  been  an  excellent  breakfast.  Will  you 
conduct  Madame  Riesen  to  the  railway 
station  ? I am  not  going  to  interfere,  you 
know” — he  looked  at  the  young  fellow, 
and  half  closed  his  deep-set  eyes — ‘ ‘ oh  dear, 
no ; but  I have  to  receive  my  instructions 
from  madame  for  the  day’s  programme.” 

Engemann  turned  away  to  hide  his  an- 
noyance. He  did  not  choose  to  be  joked 
about  Madame  Carouge.  But  Madame 
Riesen  kept  up  such  a series  of  questions 
as  they  walked  to  the  station  that  she  left 
him  no  time  to  think;  he  had  to  fix  his 
attention  so  as  to  answer  correctly. 

There  was  some  unnecessary  fuss  about 
taking  the  tickets  and  distributing  them, 
a good  deal  of  noise  from  the  engine,  and 
then  they  rolled  quietly  out  of  Berne  in  a 
small  compartment  of  a railway  carriage. 


with  only  room  for  four  passengers,  two 
on  each  side  of  the  way  left  for  the  con- 
ductor to  pass  up  and  down. 

Engemann  sat  beside  Madame  Carouge, 
but  at  first  it  was  not  easy  to  talk ; there 
was  too  much  noise.  She  was  so  happy 
that  the  silence  suited  her.  She  wanted 
to  enjoy  the  bliss  of  being  beside  him, 
alone  with  him ; for  they  were  out  of  ear- 
shot of  their  companions. 

He  looked  out  of  the  window,  and  she 
looked  at  him.  How  noble  his  face  was ! 
she  thought;  how  full  of  truth  and  manli- 
ness ! what  bliss  it  would  be  to  go  through 
life  with  him,  his  willing  slave ! for  in  his 
presence  she  seemed  to  have  no  will,  scarce- 
ly a separate  existence;  what  he  willed 
she  felt  must  be  her  law. 

She  \vas  glad  that  the  young  fellow  did 
not  turn  round  at  that  moment,  for  she  felt 
that  her  eyes  were  full  of  love,  and  she 
shrank  from  seeming  to  seek  him.  His 
manner  yesterday  had  troubled  her,  but 
Madame  Carouge  had  some  insight  into  a 
man’s  heart. 

Something  told  her  that  Rudolf  Enge- 
mann was  far  too  proud  to  go  on  caring 
for  a girl  who  had  thrown  him  over  for 
Captain  Loigerot;  it  was  also  more  than 
possible  that  Rudolf  had  never  really 
cared  for  Marie,  but  merely  resented  the 
idea  of  the  match  because  the  girl  was 
so  young. 

“He  looks  too  true  to  be  double-faced,” 
she  thought;  every  moment  of  this  glow- 
ing, rose-tinted  mood  was  lessening  her 
doubts.  ^ ' I have  more  than  once  seen  his 
eyes  full  of  admiration  for  me.” 

Just  then  he  spoke. 

“Look,  madame.” 

He  put  his  head  out  of  the  window,  and 
she  leaned  out  too ; the  train  had  reached 
the  suspension  - bridge  high  above  the 
swift  blue-green  Aar.  There  was  the  river 
far  below  them,  rushing  on  between  lofty 
grassed  banks  fringed  with  alleys  of  pop- 
lars; some  women  were  hanging  clothes 
to  di*y  on  a line  that  reached  from  tree  to 
tree,  and  the  linen  gleamed  in  the  sun- 
shine that  gilded  the  river.  In  the  stream 
were  carts  drawn  by  powerful-looking 
horses ; men,  with  huge  boots  reaching  to 
their  middle,  were  shovelling  stones  from 
the  river-bed  into  the  carts.  The  houses 
and  churches  of  Berne  showed  pleasantly 
among  the  tall  trees  on  the  top  of  the 
right  bank.  As  the  eye  travelled  on  be- 
yond the  blue-green  river,  it  stopped  at  a 
line  of  dazzling  silver  in  the  sky.  The 
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giant  snow-mountains  for  once  showed 
themselves  without  a cloud  to  break  the 
magnificent  outline  of  their  range;  the 
delicate  shadows  that  lay  on  them  here 
and  there  only  served  to  add  intensity  to 
their  silvery  lustre,  but  these  shadows 
were  as  full  of  color  as  if  reflected  from  a 
rainbow. 

“Ahr 

And  then  a deep  sigh  came  unconscious- 
ly from  Engemann. 

Madame  Carouge  had  not  spoken ; she 
was  too  happy  in  the  oneness  which  this 
silent  gaze  at  the  scene  had  created.  The 
wind  which  ruffled  the  hair  on  her  fore- 
head brought  Engemann^s  deep  breathing 
to  her  cheek.  She  was  looking  her  de- 
light and  admiration,  but  his  sigh  made 
her  forget  self ; it  gave  her  the  key  she  had 
been  seeking.  Till  now  there  had  been  a 
barrier  fencing  her  off  from  access  to  his 
feelings  ; it  seemed  to  her,  as  his  handsome 
blue  eyes  grew  almost  black  at  the  glori- 
ous spectacle  of  mountain  and  river,  that 
she  could  see  the  heart-stir  of  wliich  it 
was  the  manifestation:  he  worshipped  the 
beautiful. 

She  closed  her  eyes  softly,  for  big  tears 
sprang  into  them  as  the  thought  came. 
At  last  her  happiness  was  near. 

When  she  looked  again,  the  dazzling 
vision  had  disappeared.  She  drew  in  her 
head  and  sat  down.  There  was  another 
peep  as  they  passed  the  Schanzli,  and  then 
the  mountains  vanished. 

Madame  Biesen's  cackle  made  itself 
heard  from  time  to  time,  but  the  widow 
and  her  companion  were  silent. 

At  last  she  turned  to  him.  “ You  have 
climbed  some  of  those  mountains,  have 
you  not,  monsieur  ? you  Swiss  are  so  brave 
and  adventurous.” 

“I  have  only  been  up  the  Mol4son, 
our  big  mountain  near  Fribourg,  but  it  is 
not  much  of  a climb.  No,  madame ; my 
life  has  been  very  tame  and  common- 
place.” 

“Ah,  but” — her  eyes  glowed  with  ad- 
miration—“I  am  sure  it  has  been  more 
stirring  than  mine  has  been:  1 have  lived 
liked  a caged  bird.” 

* ‘ Really  ?”  He  looked  at  her  with  inter- 
est and  astonishment.  Surely  this  beau- 
tiful, self-possessed  woman  must  have  seen 
more  of  the  world  than  he  liad.  J ust  now 
her  face  was  so  full  of  varied  expression, 
Rudolf  felt  as  if  he  were  reading  a story  in 
it.  “Should  you  like  to  travel ?”  he  said. 
He  began  to  feel  that  it  was  very  sooth- 


ing to  his  sore,  perplexed  feelings  to  bask 
in  the  sunshine  her  beautiful  eyes  were 
shedding  on  his  face — sunshine  without 
any  bitterness  to  turn  it  into  delusive 
mockery. 

“If  travelling  would  be  like  this  jour- 
ney, then  I should  indeed  love  it — ” She 
checked  herself,  and  added  quickly:  “I 
mean  that  to-day  is  such  perfect  holiday, 
such  a change  from  my  usual  life.  I have 
no  fear  that  Moritz  will  come  to  me  with 
a grave  face  to  say  that  the  chef  is  ill,  or 
else  that  good  bedrooms  are  wanted  at 
once,  and  that  not  one  is  vacant.  Ah, 
mon  Dieu  /”  she  laughed  gayly.  ‘ ‘ Pardon 
me ; but  you  see  the  bird  is  out  of  the  cage 
to-day,  monsieur,  so  you  must  expect  me 
to  be  a little  wild.” 

“ You  will  always  be  charming.”  He 
could  not  help  saying  this.  She  looked 
radiant  with  happiness ; it  shone  in  her 
eyes  and  glowed  on  her  lips  and  cheeks. 
“I  suppose  travelling  must  be  delightful,” 
he  went  on,  “or  people  would  not  travel 
as  they  do  for  pleasure.” 

Then  they  drifted  into  silence  again. 
But  Rudolf  felt  still  more  soothed;  he  be- 
gan to  look  forward  to  their  arrival  at 
Thun;  and  it  was  a relief  to  be  able  to 
keep  his  thoughts  away  from  Marie. 

Monsieur  Riesen  had  strained  his  ears 
to  listen  to  their  talk,  but  he  had  not  suc- 
ceeded in  hearing  a sentence.  He  had 
given  his  wife  captious  or  cynical  answers, 
and  she  was  dumb  now;  she  felt  vexed 
with  his  unkindness.  The  poor  woman 
too  well  knew  that  he  preferred  to  look  at 
the  beautiful  widow,  and  that  she  was  a 
bore  to  him  this  morning,  and  this  is  not 
a pleasant  sensation  for  a wife  conscious 
that  she  has  always  been  plain,  and  has 
lost  even  the  charm  of  youth. 

At  last  Riesen's  impatience  broke  loose. 
“Look  out,  Monsieur  Engemann;  this  is 
the  flnest  point,  and  you  are  missing  it 
all.” 

For  as  they  sat  with  their  backs  to  the 
engine,  the  beauty  of  the  near  approach  to 
Thun  was  lost  on  them. 

Rudolf  and  Madame  Carouge  leaned  out 
the  window  together,  and  a cry  of  admira- 
tion broke  from  them  at  the  grand  view  of 
the  mountains  on  either  side.  He  turned 
to  her,  but  she  went  on  gazing.  The  keen 
air  from  the  mountains  ruffled  her  hair 
and  deepened  the  rich  nectarine-like  tint 
on  her  cheeks,  while  her  glowing  dark  eyes 
were  half  veiled  by  their  long  lashes.  As 
the  young  fellow  gazed  at  her  with  admi- 
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ration,  he  thought  how  perfectly  her  som- 
bre, graceful  dress  suited  her  brilliant 
beauty. 

“You  have  been  here  before?”  She 
raised  her  eyes  suddenly  and  met  his  ad- 
miring gaze. 

“Only  once” — he  put  up  his  hand  to 
keep  his  hat  from  being  carried  off  by  the 
wind — “but  the  day  was  cloudy.  And 
you,  have  you  ever  seen  this  view  ?” 

“Yes” — a sad  expression  filled  her  eyes, 
and  they  drooped  — “I  came  once  with 
my  husband.  I do  not  care  to  recall  that 
journey.” 

Her  voice  sounded  pathetic. 

“Ah!” 

Engemann  did  not  know  what  to  say. 
He  went  on  looking  at  the  mountains, 
but  he  thought  of  Madame  Carouge. 
He  wondered  if  she  had  loved  this  hus- 
band. He  supposed  she  had,  or  she  would 
not  be  sad  in  speaking  of  time  spent  with 
him ; and  then  he  remembered  that  Mon- 
sieur Carouge  had  been  dead  only  a year 
and  a half.  “She  does  not  look  like  a 
mourner,”  he  thought,  as  his  eyes  follow- 
ed the  lines  of  her  elegant  dress. 

It  was  very  pleasant  to  him  to  look  at 
her ; and  it  seemed  to  him  that  beside  her 
he  was  drifting  away  from  the  sadness 
that  had  oppressed  him.  It  was  not  con- 
quered; he  felt  dimly  that  it  lay  in  am- 
bush ready  to  attack  him,  and  that  some- 
thing in  his  beautiful  companion  shield- 
ed him  from  the  grasp  it  was  ready  to 
lay  on  him;  but  Rudolf  only  apprehend- 
ed this  mistily ; he  had  not  yet  recovered 
from  the  shock  he  had  sustained.  This 
exquisite  relief  had  come  to  him  without 
any  mental  effort  to  seek  it,  and  the 
strange  power  there  lies  in  sympathy  had 
cast  its  spell  over  him.  It  was  flattering 
to  find  that  Madame  Carouge  saw  every- 
thing as  he  did,  and  he  accepted  this  one- 
ness of  taste  in  good  faith. 

They  were  both  very  sorry  when  the 
train  stopped  at  Thun. 

Riesen  would  not  let  them  pause  to 
gaze  at  the  snow  - mountains  from  the 
platform,  and  they  walked  up  the  road 
from  the  station  four  abreast,  admiring 
the  charming  little  town.  Soon  they  came 
to  the  bridge.  The  blue-green  Aar  made  a 
deafening  noise  as  it  rushed  over  a weir 
beneath  another  quaint  covered  bridge. 
This  bridge  crossed  an  arm  of  the  river, 
and  circling  round  the  houses  on  this  side, 
made  a little  island.  Chief  among  these 
houses  was  a large  square  building,  an 


inn  arcaded  on  the  lower  story,  and  with 
an  open  court-yard  within. 

The  high  roof  was  crowned  with  a clock 
and  belfry.  On  the  left,  quaint  houses 
bordered  the  river  on  both  sides.  Some 
of  the  eaves  projected  like  hoods  over  the 
tiers  of  balconies  below.  The  window- 
sills were  gay  with  fiowers;  the  sunshine 
glittered  on  everything — on  the  white  and 
yellow  fronts  of  the  houses,  rising  one  be- 
hind another  till  they  reached  the  sum- 
mit of  the  steep  hill ; on  the  striped 
white  and  orange  blinds ; on  the  children 
at  play  on  the  balconies.  Amidst  a group 
of  dark  trees  showed  out  vividly  the  old 
castle  of  the  lords  of  Zahringen,  with  its 
square-centred  red-roofed  tower  surround- 
ed by  tourelles;  a little  way  nearer,  nest- 
ling in  its  luxuriant  church-yard,  was  the 
pointed  red  spire  and  eight-sided  tower  of 
the  church. 

They  crossed  the  bridge,  and  as  they 
turned  into  the  High  Street,  Riesen  dex- 
terously contrived  to  place  himself  beside 
Madame  Carouge,  and  Engemann  fell  back 
with  Madame  Riesen.  The  young  fellow 
felt  in  spirits  now  to  enjoy  the  view  of 
the  gayly  coloi*ed,  picturesque  place.  The 
broad  projecting  eaves  of  the  tall  houses 
cast  a pleasant  shade  over  the  house  fronts 
and  their  bright  orange  window -blinds; 
they  also  sheltered  the  footway  raised  to 
the  first  story  on  each  side  of  the  street. 
This  footway  was  bordered  with  flowers 
and  tall  shrubs,  which  seemed  to  be  strain- 
ing over  the  edge  to  get  all  possible  light 
and  heat.  Now  and  then  the  sunshine 
glinted  on  the  wares  set  outside  the  shop 
fronts  on  the  raised  footway.  The  shops 
below,  on  a level  with  the  street  itself,  were 
of  an  inferior  kind,  and  many  of  them 
looked  dingy,  for  they  were  the  cellars 
and  warehouses  of  the  gayer  shops  on  the 
footway  overhead. 

Riesen  pronounced  that  it  was  much 
easier  to  descend  steps  than  to  climb  them ; 
so  he  led  the  way  to  the  end  of  the  street, 
and  then,  turning  to  the  right,  conducted 
his  party  up  a gradual  slope  behind  the  old 
castle  till  they  reached  the  church-yard. 
Here  Madame  Carouge  turned  away  from 
the  clockmaker  with  a pettish  exclamation. 

“I  am  tired  already,”  she  said.  “ You 
have  no  mercy.  Monsieur  Riesen.”  Then 
she  looked  sweetly  at  Rudolf.  “ You  are 
tired  too,  I am  sure  of  it ; come  and  rest  in 
this  summer-house.” 

And  Rudolf  Engemann  placed  himself 
beside  her. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A HARD  FIGHT.^ 

That  perception  or  power  of  apprecia' 
tion  set  forth  in  the  old  saying  “ Eyes  and 
no  eyes”  is  surely  not  a purely  mental 
quality ; the  feelings  play  their  part  in 
it,  and  when  these  are  adverse  to  enjoy- 
ment, or  weighted  by  some  fear,  they  dull 
all  power  of  receptivity,  and  offer  no  sur- 
face for  outside  objects  to  mirror  in.  They 
are  as  unimpressionable  as  would  be  an 
unprepared  glass  offered  by  a photogra- 
pher to  the  sun  to  paint  on ; for,  owing  to 
its  unprepared  condition,  he  can  make  no 
abiding  impression  thereon. 

Marie  felt  the  warmth  of  the  sunshine 
this  morning  as  she  came  to  the  Red  Glove 
for  breakfast,  but  she  had  no  eyes  for  the 
light  and  shade,  and  the  glow  of  the  flow- 
ers in  the  balconies  of  the  Hotel  Beaure- 
gard, or  the  sparkle  on  the  fountains  and 
on  every  salient  object  to  which  the  glow- 
ing light  was  wishing  a good-moming. 

Last  night  Madame  Bobineau  had  par- 
ried her  questions,  and  the  girl  had  become 
angry,  carried  away  by  the  overwrought 
feeling  produced  by  the  scene  in  the  glove 
shop.  Then,  ashamed  and  alarmed  at  her 
own  agitation,  she  burst  into  a fit  of  cry- 
ing. She  said  she  could  not  eat  any  sup- 
per, and  the  old  woman  wisely  let  her  go 
home  without  remonstrance. 

It  seems  as  if  all  temperaments  have 
their  special  uses  in  the  great  drama  call- 
ed human  life.  We  have  been  inclined, 
perhaps  formerly  more  than  at  present,  to 
overestimate  a warm  heart  as  compared 
with  a cold  one;  yet  there  are  cases  when 
a cold  temperament  is  very  useful.  It  may 
even  be  said  that  there  are  phases  in  the 
life  of  each  individual  when  it  is  far  plea- 
santer and  less  irritating  to  be  treated  cold- 
ly than  sympathetically. 

If  Marie  had  been  tenderly  questioned 
when  Captain  Loigerot  left  the  Red  Glove, 
she  would  have  probably  lost  all  self-con- 
trol, and  have  flung  vehemently  away 
from  such  a well-meant  attempt  at  conso- 
lation. Madame  Bobineau ’s  phlegm  and 
seeming  indifference  to  her  tears  roused  the 
girl’s  pride.  She  felt  that  she  should  low- 
er herself  in  her  cousin’s  opinion  if  she  be- 
trayed feelings  which  the  old  woman  could 
not  understand,  and  Marie  accepted  her 
cousin’s  silence  as  ignorance  of  the  cap- 
tain’s admiration,  and  tried  to  turn  away 
from  the  sudden  suspicion  which  his  words 
had  aroused,  though  she  could  not  shake  off 


the  sorrow  which  had  struck  her  down. 
But  the  calming  influence  which  this  be- 
lief in  Madame  Bobineau ’s  ignorance  had 
exercised  on  the  girl’s  excitement  of  mis- 
ery did  not  last  through  breakfast  this 
morning. 

When  she  reached  the  Red  Glove  its 
mistress  was  actually  smiling.  She  kissed 
Marie,  and  remarked  on  the  fineness  of  the 
morning;  then  she  bustled  forward  into 
the  kitchen,  and  gave  the  girl  a triumph- 
ant glance  as  she  saw  her  looking  at  the 
table,  for  there  Marie  beheld  an  unusual 
sight.  Over  the  edge  of  a white  compo- 
tier  hung  purple  and  white  gfrapes,  and 
these  supported  a glowing  crown  of  peach- 
es and  nectarines. 

“See”  — Madame  Bobineau  licked  her 
thin  lips— “how  kind  and  thoughtful  is 
Madame  Carouge.  In  the  midst  of  her 
own  happiness  she  does  not  forget  others. 
She  is  truly  a friend.” 

Marie  kept  her  face  calm,  but  her  heart 
ached  dully,  and  it  seemed  to  her  that  this 
was  a pain  that  might  go  on  forever.  She 
must  hide  it,  too,  from  all,  even  from  her 
sympathizing  friends  at  St.  Esprit.  She  no 
longer  wished  to  return  there:  how  could 
she  own  to  those  pure,  saintly  women  that 
she  loved  some  one  who  did  not  love  her. 
“Even  that  would  be  boldness,”  poor 
Marie  thought.  Her  cheeks  flamed  as  she 
went  on  thinking  what  would  the  sweet, 
kind  Superior  say  of  her  “little  girl,”  as 
she  had  always  called  Marie,  if  she  learn- 
ed that  she  had  given  her  love  unasked, 
and  actually  desired  the  love  of  a man  be- 
trothed to  another  woman ; for  Monsieur 
Engemann  had  not  denied  the  captain’s 
assertion ; he  had  only,  Marie  thought,  re- 
sented his  familiarity. 

“ What  makes  you  so  rosy,  child  ?”  said 
Madame  Bobineau,  sharply.  She  had  just 
consulted  her  watch,  and  she  knew  that 
before  long  the  captain  might  be  expected ; 
she  had  a good  deal  of  way  to  make  with 
Marie  before  he  came.  Her  reception  of 
Monsieur  Loigerot  must  not  be  left  to 
chance.  Yet  the  wary  old  woman  scarce- 
ly knew  how  to  handle  the  subject  this 
morning.  She  knew  so  well  that  the  up- 
shot of  persuasion  often  depends  on  its 
first  sentence.  She  was  looking  keenly 
at  Marie,  when  the  girl  raised  her  eyes, 
and  a clew  at  once  peeped  out  to  help  Ma- 
dame Bobineau.  “You  should  have  worn 
your  new  gown,”  she  went  on,  without 
waiting  for  an  answer.  “We  shall  not 
have  a finer  day  than  this,” 
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“ I had  not  thought  of  it,”  the  girl  said, 
drearily. 

“ You  have  time  to  go  back  and  change 
before  we  start,  or  we  can  call  for  you. 
Monsieur  le  Capitaine  will  like  to  see  you 
well  dressed.” 

Marie  was  silent,  but  her  face  became 
hotter.  “I  do  not  wish  to  change  my 
gown,”  she  said. 

Madame  Bobineau  stretched  out  her 
hand  and  helped  herself  to  another  peach, 
gobbling  at  it  as  if  she  meant  to  get  ad- 
vice out  of  its  wrinkled  brown  stone ; the 
juice  streamed  over  her  chin,  and  but  for 
her  table  napkin  would  have  reached  the 
front  of  her  gown ; but  while  she  pulled 
away  the  skin  and  deposited  the  red-veined 
stone  on  the  edge  of  her  plate,  she  gained 
space  for  reflection.  The  time  was  so  short 
that  she  felt  the  only  way  was  to  take 
Marie  by  storm. 

“Do  you  know” — there  was  a pitiful- 
ness in  her  voice  that  roused  the  girl’s  at- 
tention, it  was  so  new — “ that  I feel  very 
sorry  for  you,  Marie  ?” 

Marie  looked  up  quickly ; she  read  care- 
ful scrutiny  in  the  small  hard  eyes  fixed 
upon  her  face,  but  she  would  not  wince. 
Unconsciously  Madame  Bobineau  was  de- 
veloping this  fresh,  simple  nature  at  high 
pressure.  All  at  once  it  came  to  the  girl, 
as  by  a sudden  flash  of  knowledge,  that  it 
was  safer  to  believe  the  hard  eyes  rather 
than  the  pitying  voice.  She  must  take 
great  care  not  to  betray  herself. 

She  actually  smiled  into  the  wrinkled 
face.  “Do  not  be  sorry,  then,  dear  ma- 
dame,”she  spoke,  gayly;  “be  glad  that  I 
am  economical,  instead  of  vain;  though, 
indeed,  I hardly  think  that  fat  old  cap- 
tain^s  notice  would  touch  my  vanity.” 

“Chut!  chut!  you  must  not  speak  so; 
Monsieur  Loigerot  is  not  old,”  said  Ma- 
dame Bobineau;  “but  I am  not  thinking 
of  your  gown  in  that  way,  Marie.  I — I — 
well,  child,  I wish  to  spare  your  feelings 
if  I can,  but  in  your  place  I should  do  all 
I could  to-day  to  seem  gay  and  glad,  and 
it  may  be  if  the  neighbors  see  you  going 
about  smiling  and  well  dressed,  they  will 
forget  what  they  know  about  you.” 

Marie  was  not  red  now ; the  color  that 
had  come  so  quickly  fled,  as  fear  took  pos- 
session of  her,  and  in  a moment  she  felt 
cold  and  stiff. 

“ What  does  any  one  know  about  me  ?” 
she  said,  in  a dull  voice,  while  a hundred 
dreads  seemed  to  be  muttering  words  that 
her  ears  could  not  gather. 


“ Only  what  you  have  shown  them  so 
heedlessly.  You  forget,  Marie,  that  people 
have  eyes,  as  you  have,  and  while  you  use 
yours  to  show  your  feelings  with,  others 
look  on  and  amuse  themselves  with  the 
sight.  I tried  to  check  you  at  the  Bear  Pit ; 
but  I hear  you  have  since  then  been  seen 
in  the  street  laughing  and  talking  with 
Monsieur  Engemann  when  I knew  no- 
thing about  it;  you  lay  in  wait  for  him, 
I suppose.  Then,  of  course,  last  night  we 
could  all  see  plainly  what  ailed  you — at 
least.  Monsieur  Engemann  and  I could  see. 
He  might  have  been  a little  kinder  to  you, 
I will  say,  but  you  must  make  excuse  for 
him ; I d^  say  you  do,  now  you  have  had 
time  to  think  over  his  position  and  his 
hopes.” 

The  direct,  merciless  words  robbed  Ma- 
rie of  all  perception.  She  felt  stabbed, 
struck  down ; she  could  only  instinctive- 
ly raise  a shield  against  her  adversary; 
she  must,  she  would,  hide  her  secret  from 
her. 

“What  do  you  mean,”  she  said,  slow- 
ly, “when  you  say  I lay  in  wait  for  that 
gentleman  ? I met  Monsieur  Engemann 
as  I came  here  from  my  lodgings,  just  as 
I have  met  Monsieur  Loigerot  several 
times,  and  Monsieur  Riesen  too.” 

She  stared  with  angry  defiance  at  the 
hard  eyes  that  would  not  leave  her  face. 

“Bah!  bah!” — the  old,  wrinkled  wo- 
man nodded — “you  make  a good  fight, 
Marie,  and  I respect  you  for  it.  I like  a 
girl  to  be  brave  when  she  has  made  a fool 
of  herself.  Now  be  wise  as  well  as  brave, 
child.  Do  not  let  the  gossips  of  the  Spital- 
gasse  say  to-day,  ‘ There’s  that  pretty  lit- 
tle fool  Marie  Peyrolles  wearing  the  wil- 
low because  Monsieur  Engemann  is  away 
courting  Madame  Carouge.’” 

“Madame!”  Marie  rose  up,  her  eyes 
glowing  with  a strange  new  light.  No 
wonder  it  was  strange : a new  inmate  had 
taken  possession  of  the  girl’s  heart ; a feel- 
ing never  yet  evoked  into  life  by  the  gen- 
tle, kindly  nurture  which  had  fostered  all 
that  was  tender  and  sweet  in  her. 

“It  is  you  who  are  not  wise,  madame. 
Yes,  you  look  shocked  at  my  plain-speak- 
ing, but  you  irritate  me,  and  you  must 
take  the  consequences.  By  what  right  do 
you  say  that  I wear  the  willow  for  Monsieur 
Engemann  ? I am  young,  and  so  is  he,  and 
young  men  and  young  women  take  plea- 
sure in  speaking  to  one  another.  Were 
you  not  young  once  yourself,  madame? 
I do  not  care  for  the  gossips  of  the  Spital- 
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gasse,  or  for  Berne.  I shall  go  away  from 
Berne  as  soon  as  1 can  hear  of  another 
employment.” 

Just  now,  drawn  up  to  her  full  height, 
Marie  looked  as  grand  as  the  beautiful 
widow,  and  Madame  Bobineau  felt  a little 
afraid  of  her;  but  the  last  words  set  her 
at  ease  again. 

“Bah” — she  leaned  back  in  her  chair, 
and  looked  sneeringly  at  Marie  from  head 
to  foot — “one  would  think  you  were  on 
the  stage,  child.  Have  you  forgotten  that 
I am  your  guardian,  and  until  you  are  of 
age  you  must  do  as  I bid  you  ? Who  do 
you  suppose  would  employ  you  if  I refuse 
to  release  you  from  your  duties  here  ? Even 
the  Sisters  dare  not  take  you  away  from 
me  if  I assert  my  claim.”  She  looked  so 
keenly  at  the  girl  that  the  rosy  color  flew 
over  Marie’s  face  in  a flash  of  bloom. 
“But  I fancy  you  do  not  feel  in  a mood 
for  convent  life  just  now,  do  you,  Marie  ?” 

Marie’s  indignation  seemed  to  make  her 
taller,  larger  in  every  way,  as  she  stretch- 
ed out  her  strong,  well-formed  hand  and 
arm  toward  Madame  Bobineau. 

“Are  you  trying  to  make  me  run 
away  ?”  she  said,  vehemently.  “Oh,  how 
wicked  you  are !” 

Madame  Bobineau  smiled  contemptu- 
ously. 

“On  the  contrary,  I am  very  forbear- 
ing. I believe  I could  have  you  put  into 
the  reformatory,  and  certainly,  if  you  run 
away,  I shall  give  instructions  that  you 
are  taken  there,  you  ungrateful  hussy!” 
She  shook  her  fist  at  Marie. 

The  old  woman’s  rage  had  flashed  out  at 
last,  and  it  brought  tears  into  her  hard  eyes. 
The  sight  of  the  tears  softened  Marie. 

“I  don’t  want  to  be  ungrateful,  but 
why  do  you  say  cruel,  bad  things  of 
me  ?”  Then,  worn  out,  she  flung  herself 
into  a chair,  and  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands. 

“ I have  not  said  bad  things.  I consid- 
er you  a good  girl,  or  I should  not  keep 
you  here,  Marie.  But  I must  judge  from 
what  I see.  Last  night  you  heard  of  Mon- 
sieur Engemann’s  engagement  to  Madame 
Carouge,  and  you  burst  out  crying  and 
sobbing  like  a baby.” 

Marie  remembered  the  vexation  that 
had  caused  her  tears,  and  she  could  hon- 
estly say  they  had  not  been  caused  only  by 
the  news  she  had  heard.  She  told  herself 
bitterly  that  the  discovery  of  her  own 
folly  was  too  deep  a humbling  to  be  got 
rid  of  in  sudden  tears. 


“I  cried  because  I was  vexed.  I — I 
don’t  like  that  old  man.” 

Madame  Bobineau  felt  that  her  time 
was  come. 

“Captain  Loigerot  is  not  old,  Marie;  and 
he  is  well  off  and  well-mannered,  and  a 
fine  man  too;  any  girl  in  Berne  would 
be  glad  to  take  him  as  a husband.”  She 
paused.  Marie’s  hands  had  fallen  in  her 
lap;  but  now  her  mouth  opened  widely, 
showing  her  pretty,  even  teeth.  “Yes, 
Marie,  such  a man  as  he  is  might  have 
any  one,  and  he  has  chosen  you,  a poor, 
penniless  shop-girl,  and  instead  of  feeling 
flattered  and  grateful,  you  call  him  bad 
names.” 

Marie’s  stare  relaxed;  she  leaned  back 
in  her  chair  and  laughed  merrily.  “Not 
bad  names,”  she  said.  “But,  madame, 
what  do  you  mean — chosen  me  ? Oh,  the 
poor  old  dear!  And  is  that  why  he  gave 
me  the  bouquet  ? Why” — she  jumped  up 
and  stood  erect — “he  comes  up  to  about 
here” — she  touched  her  shoulder.  “ I can 
see  almost  over  the  top  of  his  bald  head ; 
and — and  he  is  double  my  age.  Oh  I but 
it  is  too  amusing.” 

She  sank  down  in  the  chair  again,  and 
laughed  till  her  eyes  ran  with  tears. 

Madame  Bobineau  was  surprised  at  the 
girl’s  sudden  change  of  humor,  but  she 
was  far  too  experienced  to  imagine  that 
she  had  conquered. 

“His  kindness  is  unlimited,” she  said. 
“He  found  out  you  liked  flowers,  and  he 
took  the  readiest  way  to  show  you  that  he 
was  devoted  to  pleasing  you.  He  said 
to  me:  ‘She  shall  have  a flower  garden 
of  her  own,  and  a greenhouse  also.  She 
shall  have  everything  that  I can  give  her, 
and  nothing  to  do  but  enjoy  herself,  if 
I can  only  please  her.’  ” 

Marie  jogged  the  foot  she  had  crossed 
over  its  fellow,  and  made  a wry  face. 
“ And  what  did  you  answer,  pray  ?” 

Madame  Bobineau  shook  her  head  at 
the  scornful  tone. 

“You  need  not  mock,  Marie.  I said 
you  were  difficult  to  please,  and  that  I 
could  not  answer  for  you,  and  I told  him 
to  be  patient.  All  that  was  said  before 
you  accepted  the  nosegay.  ” Marie  smiled. 
“But  listen,  child.  The  captain  asked 
leave  to  walk  to  church  with  us  to-day, 
and  then  to  escort  us  to  the  Schanzli  in 
the  evening.  Now,  Marie,  I heard  you 
accept  this  last  proposal.” 

“Well,  and  what  if  I did  ?” 

“People  make  themselves  smart  to  go 
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to  the  Schanzli.  There  will  be  music 
there  to-night,  and  you  may  just  as  well 
get  ready  now.  If  you  change  your  gown 
later  on,  the  captain  will  liave  a right  to 
think  it  is  done  for  him.” 

She  looked  anxiously  in  the  girl's  face, 
but  Marie  showed  no  signs  of  yielding. 

“ Go  quickly,  my  child,”  the  old  woman 
urged,  “and  then  if  the  captain  comes  be- 
fore you  return,  I will  take  him  to  church, 
and  you  will  join  us  there.” 

“ Stop,  madame”  — Marie  had  been 
thinking.  “I  am  not  going  to  be  led 
into  anything  against  my  will.  If  I go  to 
church  and  come  out  with  the  captain, 
does  it  pledge  me  to  anything  ?” 

Madame  l^bineau  was  growing  desper- 
ate and  losing  her  temper.  The  captain 
would  come  in  ten  minutes,  and  she  had 
made  no  impression  on  Marie. 

“You  have  been  trying  to  impose  on 
me,  Marie,”  she  said,  angrily,  “and  you 
know  it.  What  right  had  you  to  accept 
those  flowers  ? You  knew  fast  enough 
what  you  were  doing — a beggar  like  you, 
indeed,  to  be  picking  and  choosing!  I 
have  been  much  too  forbearing.  Who 
ever  heard  of  a girl  of  your  age  choosing 
a husband  for  herself  ? I have  chosen 
you  a good  husband,  and  all  you  have  to 
do  is  to  accept  him  gratefully — voilct .'” 

She  took  a pinch  of  snulf,  and  called 
herself  an  old  fool  for  not  having  taken 
this  attitude  earlier  in  the  discussion. 

Marie  rose  up. 

“ I do  not  want  to  be  ungrateful  or  dis- 
obedient,” she  said,  sadly.  “I  will  go 
and  change  my  gown  to  please  you;  but 
I can  not  marry  Captain  Loigerot.” 

“Nonsense ! I tell  you  he  is  as  rich  as 
he  is  kind.  What  more  can  you  want  in 
a husband  V' 

Marie  turned  away ; her  face  was  full  of 
sorrow. 

“I  can't  love  him ; and  how  can  I mar- 
1 y a man  I do  not  lovef’  .she  said,  half 
crying.  At  that  moment  she  really  wish- 
<h1  she  could  acct^pt  the  captain,  it  seemed 
such  an  ea.sy  e^K’ape  from  the  glove  shop, 
from  Madame  Carouge,  and  from  her 
misery. 

Madame  Bohinoau  snapped  her  fingers. 
“ Love  I I said  nothing  about  love.  What 
can  love  have  to  do  with  your  marriage  ? 
A girl  like  you  marries  for  a home,  for  a 
])osition,  Marie,  and  Captain  Loigerot  can 
give  you  both.  You  little  simpleton,  do 
you  think  I married  Bobineau  for  any- 
thing except  his  glove  shop  C 


She  had  to  soothe  herself  with  an  extra 
pinch  of  snuff. 

Marie  had  reached  the  door  of  the  kitch- 
en, and  now  she  leaned  her  head  against 
it ; she  did  not  want  the  old  woman  to  see 
her  tears. 

“My  father  and  mother  loved  one  an- 
other; I’m  sure  they  did.” 

She  murmured  this  as  if  to  herself,  but 
the  old  woman  heard,  and  snorted  with 
rage. 

“A  pair  of  penniless  fools  they  were. 
And  pray  what  happened?  They  didn't 
take  much  by  their  love,  Marie.  They  of- 
fended all  their  friends” — she  rapped  her 
large-boned  knuckles  on  the  snuff-box  U> 
keep  time  to  her  words — “and  they  died 
beggars — yes,  beggars.  Don’t  talk  to  me 
of  your  father  and  mother,  Marie;  their 
love  was  mere  self-indulgence,  and  you 
have  no  reason  to  be  grateful  to  them  for 
leaving  you  without  means  of  support. 
I should  like  to  know  what  would  b^ome 
of  you  if  I died  to-morrow.  I’ve  nothings 
to  leave,  after  my  funeral  is  paid  for,  I 
can  tell  you.” 

Marie  raised  her  tear-stained  face.  Once 
more  she  stretched  out  her  hand,  but  this 
time  the  ge.sture  was  an  imploring  one. 

“ I beg  you  to  leave  me  alone,  madame ; 
please  let  me  be  quiet  till  after  mass  at 
any  rate;  I can  not  think  in  a hurry.  I 
do  not  Stay  even  then  that  I will  marry 
Captain  Loigerot — but  I will  think.” 

She  went  out,  her  head  bent  on  her 
breast.  All  life  and  hope  had  fled  from 
her  movements  as  she  walked  slowly  back 
along  the  street  to  her  bedroom  in  the 
court  at  the  foot  of  the  steps. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

ON  THE  LAKE. 

Madame  Carouge  had  sat  silently  gaz- 
ing. The  open  summer-house  with 
pointed  red  roof,  in  which  she  had  in- 
vited Rudolf  to  rest,  was  on  the  top  of 
one  of  two  towers  built  at  the  angles  of 
the  old  city  wall,  which  reaches  up  tlie 
hill,  and  supports  and  girdles  in  the  ter- 
race beside  the  flowery  church -yard. 
The  angle  piei's  and  roof  of  the  sum- 
mer-house were  rosy  red  with  cling- 
ing garlands  of  Virginia  creeper.  Just 
below  was  the  old  gray  wall,  flower  and 
weed  grown;  bouses  clustered  at  its  foot, 
and  beyond  them  was  the  exquisite  blue- 
green  of  the  river;  on  the  left,  high 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


Digitized  by 


Google 


AT  THE  RED  GLOVE. 


745 


above,  rose  the  huge  dark  pine-covered 
ridge  that  shelters  Thun  from  the  north 
wind ; on  the  right,  the  willow-trees  by 
the  river  were  silvery  gray  as  they  bent 
over  an  island  clasped  by  two  arms  of 
the  Aar — a curtain  of  trees  almost  cross- 
ed the  water  ; and  beyond  was  the  still 
lake,  washing  the  feet  of  the  Niesen  and 
' of  the  grand  semicircle  of  mountains  that 
seemed  the  advanced  guards  of  the  snowy 
giants  above  them.  The  sky  was  still 
clear  on  this  side,  and  the  dazzling  white 
of  the  Blumlis  Alp  and  the  Freundhorn 
made  a vivid  contrast  to  the  rich  green 
and  purple  of  the  Niesen  and  the  flank  of 
another  ridge  that  stretched  out  as  if  to 
meet  it;  while  flUing  up  the  gap  with  her 
silver  glory  was  the  Blumlis  Alp — a glo- 
ry now  at  mid-day  tempered  by  delicate 
gray  shadows;  beyond,  the  Jungfrau,  the 
Monch,  and  the  Eiger  rose  up  stupendous, 
as  if  in  a kind  of  scorn  of  their  lesser 
brethren.  A wreath  of  vapor  circled  the 
Niesen,  but  it  looked  feathery,  and  as  if 
the  next  gust  of  wind  might  blow  it  away. 
Rudolf  found  it  hard  to  believe  he  was 
gazing  at  sinful,  sorrow-stained  earth; 
he  felt  that  this  might  be  a glimpse  into 
heaven. 

“ It  is  hard  to  think  that  there  are  doubt- 
less bad  people  living  in  sight  of  all  this 
beauty,”  he  said,  in  a low  voice ; it  ought 
to  keep  them  pure  and  true.” 

“Yes,”  muimiured  Madame  Carouge. 

He  did  not  look  round.  If  he  had  seen 
his  companion’s  face  he  would  have  real- 
ized the  fact,  so  hard  to  grasp,  and  yet  a 
fact  after  all,  that  no  one  sees  the  beauti- 
ful in  nature  exactly  as  his  fellow  sees  it. 

While  tills  exquisite  scene  had  taken 
such  complete  possession  of  the  man  that 
he  almost  seemed  winged,  transported  out 
of  all  grosser  affections  in  the  contempla- 
tion of  its  beauty,  the  woman  had  also 
looked  at  it  with  pleasure,  but  the  effect 
on  her  had  been  different.  The  joy  its 
beauty  gave  her  quickened  her  pulses,  and 
made  her  long  yet  moi*e  impatiently  for 
the  earthly  happiness  which  she  felt  Avas 
nearly  liers.  The  change  in  Rudolfs 
manner  made  her  almost  sure  that  he 
would  ask  her  to  be  his  wife.  And  so  her 
eyes  had  soon  left  the  lofty,  dazzling  Blum- 
lis Alp  and  had  settled  on  the  face  beside 
her — far  more  beautiful  to  her  in  that  mo- 
ment of  exquisite  enjoyment  than  any- 
thing else  could  be. 

Before  either  of  them  had  spoken  again, 
Riesen's  harsh  voice  broke  into  the  still- 


ness. “My  good  friends,  we  are  late  as  it 
is ; the  boat  people  will  think  we  are  not 
coming.” 

Engemann  and  Madame  Carouge  start- 
ed at  the  interruption ; this  annoyed  the 
clockmaker  and  amused  his  wife. 

“Isn’t  it  lovely?”  she  said;  “like  a 
fairy  scene  at  the  theatre ; you  can  hardly 
tear  yourselves  away.  Ah ! that’s  so  natu- 
ral!” She  gave  a deep  sigh;  then,  turn- 
ing to  her  husband,  she  said,  briskly,  “We 
must  go  down  the  broad  steps,  Eugene; 
that  is  the  shortest  way,  you  know.” 

They  soon  reached  the  principal  flight 
of  steps  leading  down  into  the  town,  and 
while  Madame  Riesen  stopped  to  raise 
her  skirt,  her  husband  placed  himself 
once  more  next  Madame  Carouge.  He 
felt  ill  used;  it  seemed  to  him  that  in  ask- 
ing Engemann  to  seat  himself  beside  her, 
and  then  remaining  alone  with  this  young 
fellow,  the  widow  had  completely  thrown 
aside  restraint,  and  had  treated  him  with 
scant  courtesy. 

Now  they  recross  the  bridge,  and  turning 
to  the  left,  follow  the  Aar,  past  the  garden 
of  the  quaint  old  hotel,  past  a house  or  two  • 
nestled  among  close-growing  trees,  then 
beneath  a winding  avenue  which  casts  on 
their  path  exquisite  green  shadows,  here 
and  there  barred  with  golden  sunshine. 

The  river  that  bordera  one  side  of  the  se- 
questered path  is  deepest  blue-green,  into 
which  some  willow-trees  reflect  themselves 
grayly.  Now  an  island  parts  the  river 
into  two  embracing  arms,  and  on  it  is  a 
boat-house  wreathed  in  vines,  and  these, 
golden  as  the  sun  touches  their  leaves, 
paint  themselves  in  yellow  on  the  blue- 
green  water.  Now  the  path  diverges  a 
little;  they  pass  a vine-covered  chalet  so 
bowered  in  climbing  plants  that  one  won- 
ders how  the  outside  wooden  shutters  can 
ever  be  closed.  Through  the  vine  leaves 
that  garland  the  windows,  orange  nas- 
turtiums and  red  geraniums  are  glowing, 
and  over  the  shed  on  one  side  a Virginia 
creeper  has  already  turned  to  vivid  fire- 
color. 

Gardens  with  fruit-laden  trees  now  lie 
between  the  i>atli  and  the  river;  and  then 
all  at  once  they  come  to  an  open  space,  a 
grassed  church  yard  with  crosses  wreathed 
with  flowers,  and  mounds  covered  with 
loving  tokens.  In  the  midst  of  all  a little 
church  real’s  its  slender  red-capped  tower, 
the  wliite  walls  so  richly  clad  with  rose 
and  flame  colored  leaves  that  under  this 
glowing  light  they  seem  to  burn. 
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A narrow  path  leads  down  to  the  river 
outside  the  low  boundary  wall  of  the 
church  yard.  Here  is  a little  landing- 
place  between  the  church -yard  and  a 
lovely  garden.  A gayly  painted  boat, 
with  red  cushions  and  a striped  orange 
and  red  awning,  is  'waiting  here  for  its 
freight. 

A strip  of  grass  parts  the  church  yard 
from  the  river,  and  this  is  bordered  by  a 
long  row  of  stately  hollyhocks,  the  blos- 
soms on  their  tall  spires  crimson,  yellow, 
and  creamy  white. 

Engemann  had  w alked  along  in  too  ab- 
sorbed a state  to  notice  Madame  Riesen’s 
chatter.  There  liad  been  sometliiiig dream- 
like in  the  subdued  light  in  the  avenue,  in 
the  uni‘eal  tints  on  the  w^ater,  and  tlien  in 
the  sudden  vision  of  the  slender  church 
tower  with  clinging  flame-hued  leaves  ris- 
ing out  of  its  nest  of  circling  trees. 

But  wdien  they  drew  near  the  landing- 
place  Madame  Carouge  stood  still  till  Ru- 
dolf came  up  to  her.  She  pointed  to  the 
many-colored  screen  of  hollyhocks  thix)ugh 
which  across  the  river  showed  the  town, 
surmounted  by  its  castle  and  church,  and 
framed  by  the  dark  pine  w oods  stretching 
on  till  they  seemetl  to  reach  the  lake. 

‘‘Yes,  it  is  all  charming,”  said  Enge- 
mann, and  then  he  offei*ed  his  arm  to  help 
her  into  the  boat. 

But  here  he  was  superseded.  A strong 
brown  hand  gasped  the  arm  of  Madame 
Carouge,  and  a broad,  upturned  red  face 
showed  merry  blue  eyes  and  a row  of 
strong  w’hite  teeth. 

“You  are  welcome,  lady,”  the  sturdy 
boat- woman  said.  “I  began  to  think  you 
were  not  coming.  Aline,  attention!” 

By  this  time  Monsieur  and  Madame  Rie- 
sen,  Engemann,  and  the  wddow^  w^ere  all 
seated.  J ust  as  Madame  Carouge  saw  her- 
self compelled  to  take  a seat  beside  the 
clockmaker,  she  clapped  her  hands  gayly. 

“Change  with  me,  Monsieur  Enge- 
mann,” she  said.  ‘‘You  and  Monsieur 
Riesen  are  the  heaviest,  and  I shall  feel 
.safer  if  you  sit  together.” 

The  girl  Aline,  a young,  good-looking 
likeness  of  her  mother,  but  equally  brown 
and  sturdy,  seated  herself  between  a pair 
of  heavy  oars.  She  w as  bare-headed,  but 
her  face  w'as  tied  up  in  wdiite  linen. 

“Only  the  toothache,'* the  motlier  said, 
in  answer  to  Madame  Riesen's  question. 
“She  is  not  yet  accustomed  to  the  damp 
from  the  river." 

She  hei*self,  standing  erect  in  the  stern 


of  the  boat,  shaded  by  a round  black  liat. 
looked  completely  weather-proof  as  she 
di’ove  her  long  pole  into  the  wall  of  the 
garden  terrace,  and  pushed  the  boat  out 
into  the  stream. 

Soon  they  had  floated  past  the  little 
wall  covered  with  flowers  that  reached 
the  water’s  edge,  and  all  at  once  the  lake 
opened  before  them,  broad  and  still,  with 
mountains  rising  out  of  it  as  far  as  eye 
could  reach.  The  higher  line  of  snowy 
Alps  had  veiled  itself  now  with  clouds, 
and  the  purple,  pyramid-like  Niesen  w^as 
only  partly  visible,  for  the  wreath  of  va- 
por that  had  circled  it  reached  to  its  top. 

“Niesen  has  got  his  night-cap  on,”  the 
clockmaker  said,  “but  the  day  may  be 
fine  in  spite  of  that.” 

The  boat-woman  did  not  answ^er;  she 
was  looking  at  the  handsome  couple,  and 
decided  in  her  own  mind  that  they  were 
made  for  one  another. 

She  had  been  sharp-w’itted  enough  to 
understand  Madame  Carouge’s  manoeuvre 
in  changing  her  seat,  and  she  began  to 
talk  volubly  to  Monsieur  Riesen,  and  com- 
pelled him  to  talk  in  return. 

So  they  glided  on ; the  awning  sheltered 
them  from  the  glare,  but  the  heat  was  op- 
pre.ssive. 

Madame  Carouge  raised  her  eyes,  full 
oi  soft  languor,  to  her  companion’s  face. 

“Is  not  this  an  exquisite  scene?”  she 
said,  in  a low  voice.  “Do  you  enjoy  it?” 

“ Yes;”  but  Engemann  did  not  want  to 
talk,  and  he  w^eiit  on  dreaming.  He  could 
not  have  said  what  his  thoughts  were,  for 
there  was  little  sequence  in  them;  perhaps 
at  that  moment  he  realized  the  enjoyment 
of  a lotus-eater.  It  seemed  to  him  de- 
lightful to  drift  silently  on  and  on  amid 
this  ever-changing  beauty,  and  the  talk  of 
the  clockmaker  and  his  w^ife  with  the 
boat-w’ornan  jarred  liim.  When  some- 
times he  looked  at  his  companion  he  felt 
that  she  harmonized  with  her  surround- 
ings; her  eyes,  lier  attitude,  were  full  of 
languid  repoise. 

But  this  appearance  of  repose  was  de- 
ceptive ; there  was  tire  beneath.  She  could 
not  understand  his  cold  reserve,  and  her 
feelings  rose  in  i>rotest  against  it,  but  she 
I’esolved  to  leave  him  to  himself. 

“If  he  cares  for  me,”  she  thought, 
“he  must  soon  speak.” 

Engemann  was  quite  unconscious  of  her 
suffering;  he  felt  steeped  to  the  lips  in 
blissful  rest,  and  he  gave  himself  up  to  it. 

So  they  glided  on. 
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THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES  AT  SANDHINOHAM 


^’^HERE  has  b<?en  for  some  time,  past  “ a noted  their  peeuliaritios  and  their  sur- 
Jl  gnawing  rraving’Nm  the  irart  of  the  nmmUiigs,  and  have  printexi  their  por* 
publie,  whieh  appears  to  have  been  whet-  tvtdi^  pro  bfnnj  pnblieo  with  phologmphic 
teil  thither  than  appeal'd  by  the  tiiatier  MeJiiyVi^nd  there  hjist  been  no  hesiUilion 
ftiriiished  for  its  siAtisfactioii.  iji  coutem-  on  the  part  of  most  fastidious  and  distin- 
poraru?ous  writings  wliieh  are  mul  with  giiished  peoples  in  all  walks  and  positions 
avidity,  “as  if  incmise  of  appetite  did  in  the  thi*ee  kingdoms  in  giving  their 
giv>\v'  by  what  it  fed  on,'’ and  the  proper  houfes-'  to  the  world  in  type;  hut  the  dif- 
work  of  the  biographer  and  anlohiogm  (iculty  the  w riter  of  siieli  a paper  iis  (hat  I 
pher  lias  been  antUnpated  by  tile  plentiful  am  engaged  n|><^n  has  h>  meet  lies  in  se- 
provision  of  sketches  of  domestle  inUnaoiu  le^^ting,  among  the  imiliiplicity  of  subjects 
Thenvliave  also,  coiiS|u€iK)US  clepart-  eo  wlncli  people  would  like  to 

ures  of  iuU*  days  fmm  the  reticence  which  know  and  read,  those  which  can  he  prop- 
was  the  rule  in  England  in  ndVrence  to  erly  dealt  with  in  a uuiga^ine  article,  The 
the  rfdgning  sovereign's  private  life.  Queen  has  deigned  to  admit  her  pei^ple  to 
Nearly  all  the  eminent  or  ivinarkable  per*  full  participation  in  the  joys  and  sormvvs 
soiiages  in  the  kingdom  liave  suhnutted  to  of  her  home,  and  has  been  jdeased  to  pre- 
visits  from  titemry  inquisitors,  who  have  sent  to  her  subjects  u simple,  truthful  pic- 
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lure  of  ilie  years  she  passed  among  those 
she  loved,  and  to  record  the  events  of  her 
family  existence,  as  she  would  have  writ- 
ten them  for  her  familiar  friends. 

Bacon  says  that  “men  in  gredt  place 
are  thrice  servants — servants  of  the  sover- 
eign or  state,  servants  of  fame,  and  serv- 
ants of  business— so  as  they  have  no  free- 
dom, neither  in  their  persons  nor  in  their 
actions  nor  in  their  times.  It  is  a strange 
desire  to  seek  power  and  to  lose  liberty,  or 
to  seek  power  over  others  and  to  lose  pow- 
er over  a man’s  self.”  But  in  the  case  of 
a prince  born  in  the  purple,  great  place 
has  not  been  sought,  but  has  come.  When 
the  Chancellor,  who  knew  so  well  “the 
pains  of  rising  into  place  by  which  men 
come  to  greater  pains,”  wrote  that  “the 
vices  of  authority  ai*e  chiefly  foift*— delays, 
corruption,  roughness,  and  facility” — he 
could  not  have  foreseen  how  needless  it 
was  to  warn  all  princes  “not  to  drive 
away  such  as  bring  information  as  med- 
dlers, but  to  accept  them  in  good  part.” 

It  might  be  supposed  that  there  is  no 
difference  between  the  mode  of  life  of  the 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales  at  Sandring- 
ham and  that  of  a great  Norfolk  squire 
and  his  wife.  But  it  would  not  be  alto- 
gether true.  Tl)e  Prince  of  Wales  is  the 
greatest  personage  in  England  saVe  one, 
just  as  the  Princess  of  Wales  is  the  great- 
est lady  except  the  Queen.  The  Prince 
and  Princess  have  indeed  combined  most 
happily  the  inevitable  responsibilities  of 
their  inlieritance  with  tlie  discharge  of  the 
duties  of  their  position  as  the  squire  of  a 
great  estate  and  the  squire's  wife,  the  i^os- 
s<is.sion  of  wliich  would  entitle  them  to  a 
foremost  place  in  the  county  if  the  squire 
wore  not  heir-apparent  and  representa- 
tive of  the  royal  lines  which  merged  in 
the  house  of  Hanover,  and  if  his  wife 
were  not  cliild  of  the  royal  Dane,  “ the 
Viking's  daughter.”  But  “princes  are 
like  to  heavenly  bodies,  which  cause  much 
veneration,  but  have  no  rest.”  To  San- 
dringham rei>air  ministers,  diplomatists, 
travellers,musicians,  painters,  poets, dram- 
atists, and  players.  To  be  “asked  to  San- 
dringhanr'  is  the  coveted  reward,  next  in 
degree  to  the  honor  of  being  bidden  to 
Windsor,  Osborne,  or  Balmoral,  of  those 
wlio  do  the  stite  service;  but  those  who 
have  not  won  the  greatest  renown  in  arms 
by  land  or  sea,  or  in  high  places,  may 
hope,  in  virtue  of  their  social  qualities, 
distinction  in  arts  or  literature,  or  individ- 
ual achievements,  to  be  welcomed  to  San- 


dringham, without  exciting  any  of  the  feel- 
ing which  formerly  made  so  wide  and  deep 
a gap  between  Carlton  House  and  Wind- 
sor. 

The  history  of  the  various  families  who 
inherited  the  estate  or  succeeded  to  it 
from  time  to  time,  traced  from  a period 
antecedent  to  the  Conquest,  would  fur-^ 
nish  a striking  illustration  of  the  changes 
which  have  passed  over  the  land,  and 
would,  in  fact,  constitute  an  epitome  of 
the  history  of  England  for  upward  of 
nine  hundred  years.  It  will  be  seen  by 
referring  to  the  county  history,  left  un- 
finished by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Parkin,  who 
continued  the  great  work  of  Dr.  Blome- 
field,  that  the  possessors  of  Sandringham 
rarely  remained  lords  of  the  soil  for  more 
than  a century.  And  indeed  there  could 
have  been  little  to  attract  those  who  own- 
ed it  to  select  Sandringham  as  a perma- 
nent i*esidence. 

In  1862  Lord  Palmerston  recommended 
the  estate  to  the  notice  of  the  Prince  Con- 
sort, then  in  search  of  a suitable  residence 
for  his  son,  and  as  Mr.  Spencer  Cowper, 
the  owner,  was  willing  to  sell,  the  pur- 
chase was  effected  for  the  sum  of  £220,000, 
or  $1,000,000,  and  in  1863  the  Prince  of 
Wales  entered  on  the  ownership  of  San- 
dringham. The  estate  contains  a little 
over  eight  thousand  acres— one-third  be- 
ing very  good  mixed  soil,  one-third  grass, 
marsli,  and  arable,  and  one-third  of  a 
kind  suited  to  game  coverts,  and  best  left 
to  pheasants  and  rabbits — ^and  although 
the  Cowpers  improved  the  property,  the 
price  for  which  it  was  sold  was  certainly 
tenfold  tliat  for  which  it  could  have  been 
pui*chased  ii>  the  time  of  Charles  II.  But 
the  desert  may,  indeed,  be  said  to  have 
bloomed  into  a garden  since  the  manor- 
house  was  handed  over  to  the  royal  ten- 
ant, who  with  his  young  wife  was  for 
some  time  lodged  in  a house  on  the  estate 
w'hile  the  mansion  was  being  fitted  for 
their  reception. 

Norfolk,  rejoicing  in  its  claim  to  be  the 
birth-place  of  many  illustrious  Euglisli- 
raen,  and  proud  of  its  close  connection 
with  some  of  the  greatest  events  which 
mark  our  annals,*  hailed  the  happy  acci- 

* From  Xorfolk  went  forth  many  of  the  early 
emijijrants  to  the  American  colonies — Henry  SpeU 
man,  John  Rolfe,  husband  of  Pocahontas,  etc, ; and 
the  iiuraes  of  many  old  Norfolk  families  arc  repro- 
duced and  perpetuated  in  the  Slates.  Mrs,  Jones 
says : “ It  is  not  alone  the  relations  of  Coke  and 
Roger  Williams  which  have  given  to  some  spots  in 
New  England  and  elsewhere  a flavor  of  this  island's 
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dent  which  led  to  the  selection  of  Sandring- 
ham by  the  Prince  Consort  as  the  site  of 
the  residence  of  the  heir-apparent  and 
his  wife ; but,  much  as  Mr.  Spencer  Cowper 
and  his  wife  had  done,  the  estate  was  re- 
garded as  a field  for  the  exertions  of  the 
philanthropist,  the  naturalist,  and  the 
sportsman,  rather  than  one  for  the  work 
of  profitable  farming. 

The  first  part  of  the  Psalmist's  admoni- 
tion, ‘‘Put  not  your  trust  in  princes,”  is 
often  quoted,  but  the  extension  of  the  par- 
ticular which  follows,  “nor  in  any  child 
of  man,”  is  not  always  added.  In  the  case 
of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  those  around  him 
and  in  his  service  would  say,  I believe, 
that  they  have  every  reason  to  think  the 
exception  proves  the  rule.  When  he 
commenced  the  work  which  has  not  yet 
come  to  an  end,  his  first  concern  was  to 
provide  a suitable  residence  for  the 
Comptroller  of  his  Household,  and  Park 
House,  as  it  is  named,  grew  up  in  the 
grounds  within  a walk  of  the  Hall,  and 
is  now,  as  it  stands,  a model  of  comfort 
and  elegance.  Next,  the  Alexandra  Cot- 
tages, each  containing  three  bedrooms,  a 
dining-room,  a sitting-room,  and  pantries, 
with  out-houses  and  good  gardens,  were 
built  for  the  laborers;  and  the  rent  of  £4 
a year  represents  a very,  indeed  an  infini- 
tesimally, small  interest  on  the  capital 
expended  on  the  dwellings.  The  mate- 
rials, mostly  iron  curstone,  etc.,  with  the 
exception  of  the  white  brick  with  which 
the  masonry  is  relieved,  were  found  on 
the  estate.  It  was  not  till  these  had  been 
completed  that  the  Prince  began  to  repair 
the  Hall;  but  the  work  of  reparation  soon 
developed  into  reconstruction,  and  in  1869 
Sandringham  as  it  appears  to-day  re- 
placed the  residence  which  Mr.  Spencer 
and  Lady  Harriet  Cowper  had  rendered 
habitable  and  comfortable,  if  not  orna- 
mental. Long  ere  the  handsome  red  brick 
front  with  stone  facings  usurped  the  old 
site, the  march  of  improvement  had  quick- 
ened, and  a number  of  pretty  cottages, 
named  after  the  Princesses  Louise  and 
Victoria,  were  built  in  the  village  of  West 
Newton.  A new  homestead  was  com- 
pleted at  Appleton  Hall;  new  grounds 
were  designed  and  laid  out;  the  stables 
were  enlarged,  kennels  erected,  and  farm 

eastern  shore.  If  it  wore  to  trace  swell  in- 

ternational links,  Norf<.»lk  wovild  be  found  to  liave 
thrown  out  many  threads  across  the  water,  which 
have  attached  it  invisibly  but  insolubly  to  American 
ground.” 


buildings  sprang  up.  The  churches  and 
parsonages  were  restored  and  renovated, 
and  at  the  presen  t moment  there  is  as  much 
activity  displayed,  under  the  eye  of  Mr. 
Beck,  his  agent,  in  erecting  farm  buildings, 
scliool-houses,  and  reading-rooms  as  if  the 
Prince  had  just  acquired  possession  of  the 
estate.  The  land  has  been  dividetl  into 
comfortable  holdings,  many  miles  of  new 
road  have  been  opened,  and  many  hundreds 
of  acres  have  been  judiciously  planted,  so 
that  what  was,  to  a considerable  extent,  a 
waste  of  wari*ens  and  wild  land,  has  be- 
come a really  valuable  property,  with  a 
prosperous  tenantry  and  comfortable  la- 
boring population.  The  Prince  keeps  in 
his  own  hands  two  farms  of  an  aggregate 
of  1000  acres,  on  which  he  has  two  herd.s 
of  Bates  and  Booth  short-horns,  and  a flock 
of  pure  Southdowns,  from  which,  from 
time  to  time,  are  sent  to  the  agricultural 
exhibitions  prize  medallists,  and  close  com- 
petitors with  the  redoubtable  Lord  Wal- 
singham’s  produce  from  Merton.  A con- 
siderable portion  of  the  fore-shore  near 
Wolferton  has  been  reclaimed  from  the 
sea  and  turned  into  good  arable  and  pas- 
ture. Around  Sandringham  itself  man's 
hand  has  been  at  work,  and  on  every  side 
the  sandy  uplands  and  the  low-lying  tracts 
covered  with  heather  have  been  converted 
into  a series  of  cultivated  fields  and  for- 
ests. The  soil  is  favorable  to  the  growth 
of  fir  and  limes,  and  there  are  some  fine 
trees  and  remarkable  clumps  studding  the 
undulating  surface  in  the  park,  where,  in 
cozy  dells,  knee-deep  in  fern,  herds  of  deer, 
or  the  quaint  animals,  half  domesticated, 
half  wdld,  which  the  Prince  has  collected 
in  the  course  of  his  traveLs,  may  be  seen 
reposing  in  the  heat  of  the  day. 

Sandringham  may  be  considered  one  of 
the  most  succe.ssful  combinations  of  the 
art  of  “ laying  out”  with  the  natural  con- 
dition of  the  land  tliat  can  be  well  con- 
ceived; for  wdth  infinite  care  and  taste, 
and  at  vast  expense,  every  feature  of  the 
landscai^  has  been  turned  to  account. 
Extensive  plantations, admirably  planned, 
have  covei’ed  the  land,  where  it  is  not 
adapted  for  pasture  or  culture,  with  mass- 
es of  foliage,  and  skillfully  conducted  riv- 
ulets have  been  adapted  to  feed  the  lakes 
which  lend  such  charm  to  the  grounds. 
I shall  not  attempt  to  give,  in  a paper  of 
this  kind,  a detailed  description  of  the  pre- 
sent establishment,  but  I would  rather  let 
the  artist  convey  to  the  eye  of  niy  readers 
the  salient  features  of  the  favorite  resi- 
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denceof  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales, 
who  may  well  regard  it  as  their  home  in 
another  sense  than  that  of  mere  possession, 
for  it  has  literally  grown  up  under  their 
eyes;  and  it  has  been  the  bright  scene, 
dimmed  only  by  one  epoch  of  intense  anx- 
iety and  grief,  of  the  happiest  years  of  the 
lives  of  those  in  whose  happiness  the  na- 
tion takes  so  deep  an  interest. 

The  country  presents  probably  the  same 
features  as  those  which  were  visible  in  the 
time  when  the  low  shores  of  the  Wash  in- 
vited the  keels  of  the  Norsemen  and  the 
Danes  to  the  safe  beach;  but  actual  ob- 
servations and  records  of  a not  very  re- 
mote past  tell  that  “a  sea  change,”  with 
mark^  results  in  some  instances,  has 
been  gradually  going  on  in  the  outline 
of  the  coast.  Wolferton  station,  on  the 
Lynn  branch  of  the  Gi*eat  Eastern  Rail- 
way, at  which  visitor's  to  Sandringham 
leave  the  train,  lies  rather  low.  The 
country  between  Wolferton  and  the 
Wash,  consisting  partly  of  reclaimed 
land,  is  a level  expanse  of  meadow  and 
arable;  but  b:^yond  the  station,  hills  of 
moderate  elevation,  which  divide  the  vil- 
lage from  what  may  be  termed  the  plateau 
of  Sandi'inghara,  run  in  ascending  waves 
up  to  “ the  Heights,”  on  which  the  Folly* 
is  built.  The  country  seaward  is  so  Hat 
that  of  a clear  day  thei*e  is  a wide  view 
over  the  sea  toward  Lynn  on  the  left,  and 
of  the  Lincolnshire  coa.st,  with  the  spire  of 
Boston  cliui'ch  just  visible,  in  front.  The 
farm  and  laborers’  dwellings,  and  a sub- 
stantial old  fashioned  hou.se,  inhabited  by 
a country  gentleman,  on  the  Prince's  es- 
tate, are  seen  below.  The  station  is  about 
seven  miles  from  Lynn,  two  miles  from 
the  house,  and  not  quite  so  far  from  the 
sea;  and  the  road,  which  runs  ov^er  gentle 
undulating  ground,  tli rough  an  almost 
continuous  series  of  plantations,  gives  no 
very  extended  view  until  two  pretty  steep 
liills  have  been  gained,  and  one  reaches 
tile  Folly.  On  tlie  right,  about  lialf  a 
mile  from  tbe  house,  the  road  jiasses  Pari: 
Hou.se,  close  at  hand,  and  the  church,  em- 
bowered in  trees. 

The  main  entrance  to  Sandringham, 
whicli  is  on  the  north  side,  is  through  a 
pair  of  iron  gaU\s.  which  invite  insi>ec- 

* A protty,  fantastic  cottage,  standing  above  the 
road,  in  a small  plantation,  loukirig  (piite  as  wise  a.s 
most  houses,  but  so  rnuned,  probably,  in  obedience  to 
the  babit  of  having  a “ Folly”  on  large  estates.  Oc- 
casionally it  is  used  by  the  Princess  of  Wales  as  a 
tea  house. 


tion  as  a triumph  of  metal  work,  credita- 
ble to  Norwich,  where  they  were  made,  as 
a present  to  the  Prince  and  Princess,  and 
thence  thei*e  is  but  a short  drive  by  an  ave- 
nue of  fine  limes,  which  leads  direct  to  the 
enti*ance  of  the  Hall,  which  is  here  present- 
ed to  the  readere.  The  house  is  scarcely 
seen  from  the  entrance  to  the  avenue,  and 
the  newly  erected  wing  in  which  the  fine 
Ball-room*  is  placed,  being  at  right  angles 
to  the  main  building,  might  be  mistaken 
at  first  for  tbe  residence;  but  the  visitor 
speedily  arrives  at  the  northeast  angle  of 
Sandringham  by  a broad  gravel  carriage- 
road,  and  descending  at  the  porch  in  the 
east  front,  sees  that  the  wing  is  subsidiary 
to  the  mansion,  which  stands  east  and 
west.  Beyond  the  gravel-drive  there  is  a 
velvet-like  lawn,  studded  with  fine  trees, 
bounded  by  a wall,  outside  which  lies  the 
road  to  the  Anrner.  A door  opens  on  the 
road  to  the  kitchen  and  fruit  gardens  and 
conservatories.  On  the  left,  l)eyoiid  the 
iron  gates,  there  is  a iiobjc  avenue  of  trees, 
which  suggests  that  the  gates  might  be 
movetl  further  back  if  the  road  wero  not 
so  close  at  liand.  On  the  right  aro  jdanta- 
tions,  and  then  the  coach-houses  and  sta- 
bles, the  Cottage,  etc.,  bidden  from  view  in 
ti*ees.  Oil  tbe  west  front  of  the  house,  at 
the  other  side  of  an  Italian  garden  and 
the  ornamental  water,  lies  the  Park,  and 
parallel  to  the  lime  avenue  is  a row  of 
historical  plantings,  with  tablets  bearing 
tbe  names  of  the  illustrious  visitors  who 
planted  them,  and  the  date  to  each  tree; 
and  further  on  there  is  a Chinese  Joss- 
house,  idol  and  all  complete. 

From  tbe  hall  do<jr,  if  so  the  entrance 
may  Ije  called  whero  liall  projier  there  is 
none,  you  can  see  through  the  folding 
glass  doors  the  lofty  saloon  in  wliich 
guests  are  received  on  their  arrival.  On 
the  inner  wall,  over  tbe  door,  is  a tablet 
with  the  words : ‘ ‘ This  house  was  built  by 
xVlbert  Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Al- 
exandra his  wife,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord 
1S70.'’ 

The  general  idea  of  the  arrangements 
of  the  liou.se  appears  to  have  been  an  ex- 
pansion of  the  original  residence,  a pho- 
tograph of  which  lies  before  me.  There 
is  .soinetliing  at  once  stately,  gracious, 
and  home -like  in  tlie  salon,  tbe  roof  of 

♦ Erected  from  the  dcsif^n.'^  (if  Mr.  Edis?,  and  beau- 
tifully ornamented  wiili  tio[diies  of  Indian  armor, 
finely  proportioned  and  desii;!^^!.  The  Prince  an(i 
Princess  give  two  large  county  balls  generally  each 
vear. 
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wliirh  is  of  curved  uuk,  the  sides  coverc‘d  well  scdected.  aiul  t 
wmUi  pictures  and  innumerable  objects  of  is  ri«di  in  county  hii 
iniei*est.  This  rooui,  opening  off  the  ves-  classics,  Fiviich  am 
tibiile  directly  on  the  left  pf  the  hall  door,  the  Equerry's  r<x>m 
occupies  a large  part  of  Ihc  ground-lloor  meut;  a peculiar  car 
on  that  side  of  the  wing.  Tim  tirASt  iv>om  by  tlie  phaics,  table; 
oil  tlie  right  of  the  Imlh  provided  with  garniture,  stamped 
w riting  tables, easy •chait'S^and surrounded,  green  leather  witli  1 
with  well  lilied  book-sbedves,  the  contents  plumes  and  the  lettei 
of  which,  controlled  and  marAsballed  by  pa H of  ilie  furniture 
Mr.  lloltzmann.  comprise  standard  works  $ho  was  Utted  out  J 
in  nearly  all  depuriments  of  literature,  India.  Of  that  voi 
tempts  a visitor  by  ill e air  of  retiose  wlindi  aourtfuirif  in  this 
a luxurious  library  generaliy  sugg^^sts.  many  |>u r is  of  the  In: 
Tlie  Equerry's  room,  which  is  next  to  the  logs  of  Indian  priii 
library,  i.s  provifled  with  book  shelves  and  spoils  of  the  chuse 
Avriting-lables,  etc.,  and  is  a popular  resort  pkaisaiiUy  life  like  t 
at  such  times  as  the  Eipieri’y  may  have  the  stuffed  semblance  ol 
will  and  I he  way  to  encourage  cun  versa-  skins  horns  of  ai 
tion.  The  lxw>ks  wdiieh  till  the  cases  are  drawings  and  sketc 
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and  silver,  in  ivory;  vessels  in  bidri  and 
kotli  work;  arms  of  all  kinds — these  not 
included  in  the  unrivalled  collection  of 
the  products  of  Indian  art  manufacture 
presented  to  the  Prince,  which  formed  the 
most  popular  and  most  admired  exhibit 
at  the  Paris  International,  and  which  has 
been  so  liberally  lent  at  South  Kensing- 
ton and  elsewhere  at  home.  From  the 
third  room  the  visitor  passes  out  by  the 
hall  to  the  garden  porch  and  entrance. 
Along  the  corridor  which  leads  to  the 
staircase  are  the  doors  opening  on  the 
morning-room  of  the  Prince  and  on  tlie 
reception-rooms.  The  first  of  these  is  one 
of  the  most  attractive  of  all  the  pretty 
i*ooms  at  Sandringham  in  its  elegant  “co- 
ziness” and  abundance  of  interesting  ob- 
jects. The  principal  drawing-room  is  ap- 
proached by  an  antechamber,  communi- 
cating directly  with  the  Prince’s  morning- 
room,  and  the  eye  will  be  caught  by  a fine 
picture  on  the  wall  of  the  Czar  with  the 
Prince  by  his  side  in  a sleigh  drawn  by 
three  horses,  which  appear  to  be  gallop- 
ing out  of  the  canvas.  I can  not,  if  in- 
deed my  readers  wished  me  to  do,  describe 
the  interior  with  the  precision  and  detail 
of  an  inventory,  so  I shall  content  my- 
self, and  I hope  them,  with  saying  that 
the  drawing-i*oom  is  stately  and  bright: 
a painted  ceiling;  panelled  mirrors  which 
reflect  the  light  from  the  windows,  whence 
there  is  a view  over  the  park ; flowers  and 
shrubs;  “sweetness  and  light;”  a pretty 
piece  of  statuary  by  Madame  Jerichau, 
the  “Bathing  Girls”;  another  group  by 
the  same  sculptor — ^these  are  the  chief 
features  of  the  room,  beyond  which  there 
is  the  dining-room.  This  is  now  hung 
with  beautiful  tapestry,  a present  from 
the  King  of  Spain,  made  expressly  for  the 
Prince,  which  replaces  with  vivid  scenes 
of  Spanish  life,  portraits  of  the  Crown 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Germany,  the  Roy- 
al Princesses,  the  Prince  in  the  uniform  of 
the  Tenth  Hussains,  and  Landseers  “Mare 
and  Foal,”  which  formerly  filled  the  pan- 
els. In  this  room  the  visitoi*s  at  San- 
dringham, and  those  who  are  staying  at 
the  Cottage,  breakfast,  and  here  the  Prince 
and  Princess  appear  at  lunch -time  with 
their  children.  There  is  a fine  hutt'et, 
with  many  pieces  of  inter(‘sting  and  l>eau- 
tiful  plate.  At  dinner  the  room  presents 
a very  bright  and  stately  appearance.  The 
scarlet  and  gold-lace  of  tlie  royal  liveries, 
the  play  of  lights,  the  plants  and  flowers 
on  the  glittering  table,  lend  the  needful 


color  to  the  scene.  The  billiard-room, 
against  the  walls  of  which  are  cabinets 
filled  witli  arms,  some  exceedingly  rare 
and  curious,  of  all  countries  and  periods, 
in  beautiful  order,  lies  at  the  end  of  a 
passage,  beyond  the  dining-room,  and 
hither,  when  the  Princess  has  left  the 
drawing-room  and  the  ladies  have  retired 
for  the  night,  the  guests  follow  the  Prince, 
unless  the  bowling-alley  asserts  superior 
attractions,  and  a game  in  which  the  Prin- 
cess and  many  of  her  guests  take  much 
pleasure,  and  which  excites  pleasant  rival- 
ry between  the  contending  “sides,”  carries 
them  on  toward  the  wee  sma’  hours. 
From  the  bowling-alley  the  serious  little 
room  which  contains  the  Prince's  batteries 
is  gained,  and  there  in  their  costly  simpli- 
city are  arrayed  in  racks  the  chefs-d'oeuvre^ 
in  rifle  and  smooth-bore,  of  Purdey,  Grant, 
etc.,  and  foreign  interpolations  of  royal, 
imperial,  or  princely  gifts. 

The  pictui*es,  drawings,  and  sketches  at 
Sandringham  are  mostly  illustrative  of 
the  Prince’s  life;  but  there  are  portraits 
and  many  paintings,  souvenirs  of  friends 
and  of  incidents  in  scenes  dear  to  the 
Princess.  On  one  side  of  the  great  salon 
a picture,  dated  1863,  represents  the  palace 
in  which  her  Royal  Highness  was  born, 
and  a larger  oil-painting  by  Hansen,  of  the 
same  date,  of  the  royal  palace  at  Copen- 
hagen. Portraits  of  the  King  and  Queen 
of  Denmark,  drawings  by  the  Princess 
Louise,  sketches  by  the  artists  who  accom- 
panied the  Prince  of  Wales  on  his  various 
expeditions,  decorate  the  walls.  “ Sir  Exi- 
win  Landseer  and  his  Dog”  attracts  the 
eye,  and  another  painting,  of  Dunrobin  in 
1866,  by  Sir  EJdwin  recalls  a visit  paid  to 
the  Duke  of  Sutherland.  Sketches  of 
scenery  by  Mr.  Brierly  and  L.  E. ; remi- 
niscences of  India  tiger-hunting  by  Hoy- 
er.  Akin,  Simpson,  and  S.  Hall  alternate 
with  souvenirs  such  as  the  “Serapis  at 
Sea,”  and  one  described  as  “The  Com- 
manding Officer  of  the  First  Battalion  of 
the  Grenadier  Guards,  August,  1861.” 
The  progress  through  India  is  commem- 
orated by  splendid  trophies  of  arms,  by 
many  objects  of  art,  goblets  of  iron  inlaid 
with  silver,  and  “ kooftgari”  steel  inlaid 
with  gold.  M.  Zichy,  who  visited  Aber- 
geldie  in  1872  and  1873,  had  a true  appre- 
ciation of  the  incidents  of  Highland  life 
and  sporting,  and  his  drawings  of  torch- 
light dances,  and  adventures  connected 
with  deer-stalking,  executed  with  a free 
and  firm  hand,  and  full  of  light  and  color. 
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agriculture  .and  the  improvement  of  stock 
has  been  rewarded  by  prizes  which  have 
been  received  at  agricultural  and  cattle 
shows;  and  it  has  been  found  compatible 
with  the  preservation  of  an  extraordinary 
quantity  of  game  to  have  good  crops  and 
contented  neighbors.  But  the  Hares  and 
Rabbits  Bill  perhaps  has  had  not  such  full 
play  within  the  limits  of  Sandringham 
chase  as  in  other  parts  of  Norfolk. 

At  Sandringham  the  Prince  and  Prin- 
cess of  Wales  lead  the  quiet,  well-ordered, 
tranquil,  yet  busy  life  of  an  English  gen- 
tleman and  his  wife,  surrounded,  never- 
theless, by  some  of  the  state  which  is  in- 
separable from  their  position.  There  is 
at  the  gate  by  the  janitor  a blue-coated, 
helmeted  personage,  familiar  with  the  dis- 
cipline of  Scotland  Yard,  to  look  after  va- 
grom  men  and  women,  and  the  broad 
paths  and  shrubberies  between  the  Cot- 
tage and  the  Hall  are  under  the  eye  of 
other  meml>ers  of  the  force.  But  the 
penalty  which  greatness  pays  for  security 
is  not  very  heavy,  and  ministers  in  Lon- 
don or  on  their  travels  in  the  thi*ee  king- 
doms are  subjected  to  the  desagrement  of 
being  looked  after  by  constables.  The 
royal  palaces  filled  with  ti’easures  of  price 
need  protection  as  much  as  public  muse- 
ums, etc.,  and  their  inmates,  moreover, 
are  especially  exposed  to  the  onslaughts, 
aggressions,  and  importunate  attempts 
of  the  wide-ranging  guerrilla  of  luna- 
tic, weak-minded  folk  to  whom  the  mem- 
bei*s  of  royal  families  offer  irresistible 
attractions.  I remember  one  annoying 
old  pei*son  who  sent  me  by  every  mail  to 
the  Crimea  in  1854-5  boxes  of  tracts  and 
prophecies,  with  long  letters,  in  which  she 
described  herself  as  '‘Prophetess  to  the 
Queen  of  England,  the  Prince  Consort  of 
England,  and  the  Elect,'’  and  I own  I was 
very  much  pleased  when  I read  of  her 
being  taken  care  of  before  I returned; 
but  the  race  is  not  extinct,  and  all  sorts 
of  ma<l  ])eople  try  from  time  to  time  to 
hurst  in  upon  Windsor,  Balmoral,  San- 
dringham, Osborne,  or  Ahergeldie — yes, 
even  in  the  valley  of  the  Dee.  But  in 
these  days  there  must  he  warders  at  the 
gate  as  tliere  were  in  days  of  old. 

Although  many  of  the  larger  kinds  of 
birds,  which  once  gave  peculiar  interest  to 
the  Norfolk  wastes,  such  as  the  great  bus- 
tiird  and  the  wild  swan,  have  disappeared, 
the  pre-eminence  of  the  county  for  s])ort- 
ing  j)urposes  is  still  imiintained;  and  even 
if  there  be  districts  in  which  the  partridges 


are  pro  rata  more  numerous,  the  soil  of 
Norfolk  and  the  disposition  of  the  farms 
are  generally  exceedingly  favorable  to 
plenty  of  birds,  and  in  no  place  do  phea- 
sants thrive  better. ♦ The  configuration 
of  the  coast  and  the  wastes  of  mere 
and  marsh  are  favomble  to  great  gather- 
ings of  sea  birds  and  wild  fowl;  and  al- 
though the  salmon  is  not  heard  of  as  it 
was  in  the  days  when  the  Corporation  of 
Lynn  made  presents  of  fish  to  the  neigh- 
boring lords,  and  the  streams  are  not 
adapted  for  trout,  there  is  an  abundance 
of  white-fish,  and  the  ponds  and  still 
deeps  are  full  of  pike.  The  Prince,  how- 
ever, is  not  an  enthusiastic  angler,  and  is 
quite  content  with  the  sport  which  is  af- 
forded to  him  by  the  East  Norfolk  hounds, 
by  his  own  well-stocked  coverts,  by  the 
best  preserves  in  England,  and  by  the  deer 
forests  at  Balmoral. 

The  meets  of  the  East  Norfolk  pack, 
now*  hunted  by  Mr.  Fountaine,  are  gener- 
ally accessible.  Later  in  tlie  season  come 
the  shooting  parties — the  hot  comers  for 
pheasants,  the  hecatombs  of  rabbits,  and 
the  partridge  drives;  and  there  are,  more- 
over, outlying  excursions  to  the  marshes 
for  snipe,  and  to  the  ponds  near  Babin gley 
for  teal,  widgeon,  and  duck.  The  experi- 
ment made  by  the  Prince  of  importing 
grouse  and  turning  them  loose  on  the  hea- 
ther seems  fairly  successful  for  the  limited 
ai'ea  of  moor  available,  and  at  present 
some  dozen  packs  are  said  to  be  making 
themselves  comfortable  for  the  winter. 
They  need  all  the  shelter  they  can  get,  for 
the  winds  blow  cold  and  strong  from  the 
Wash,  and  the  snow  lies  deep  at  times,  nor 
does  the  sky  of  Ea4st  Norfolk  glow  with 
frequent  sunshine  all  the  year  round. 
The  mode  of  life  at  Sandringham  is  full  of 
healthy  enjoyment.  House  time  is  half 
an  hour  earlier  than  that  of  Greenwich,  so 
that  the  9.30  bi*eakfast  is  really  at  9;  the 
2 o'clock  is  at  1.30;  and  the  8 o'clock  at 
7.30.  There  are  farms  to  be  visitetl,  stock 
to  be  scrutinized  and  poked  in  the  ribs,  and 
sheep  to  be  criticised  for  off  days.  The 
stables  and  kennels  ai’e  full  of  inten^st, 
and  there  are  delightful  drives.  “The 
Admirals’  Road” — newly  made — the  Prin- 
cess's, an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Castle 
Rising,  visits,  inspections  of  new  buildings, 
and  the  like.  For  communication  with 

’ Tlie  head  keeper,  Mr,  Jackson,  turned  out  last 
year  al)out  ToOO  plieasants  at  Sandi ingliain  and 
Castle  Kising,  whicli  lias  been  hired  by  the  Prince, 
as  it  marches  with  his  coverts. 
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the  outer  world  there  is  a teleg'raph  and  oi^s  of  tlie  Historical  Society,  and  in  an 
a |K»8t-office  within  the  walls  of  thtvliouse.  ingenious  map  he  has  shown  how  the 
Sc>  that  for  six  days  in  the  week  them  is  proximity  of  the  eastern  coast  to  ilic  great 
no  lack  of  means  to  pass  the  hours  with  centn^s  of  religious  movement  in  Holland 
pleasure  and  profit.  And  for  the  seventh,  and  in  Germany  exercised  a mmarkahle 
them  are  thive  churches  as’^ailable;  but  iTitiueiioe  over  the  convictions  and  wor- 
the  Prince  and  Princess  generally  attend  ship  of  the  inhabitants  on  the  shores  of  the 
the  service  in  the  Park  churcli  of  St.  eastern  coast  of  England  from  the  Thames 
Mary  Magdalene  in  tlie  forenoon,  and  up  to  the  Humber. 

West  Newton  chuich  wlien  they  go  to  The  resu  I Us  of  these  influences  were  not 
afternoon  service.  The  Princess  and  her  favorable  to  culture  or  to  religious  iu- 
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walk  from  tlie  little  lich-gate  in  the  iu- 
closure,  observes  amid  the  humbler  tomb- 
stones of  domestics,  laborers,  and  others,  a 
plain  marble  cross,  which  marks  the  rest- 
ing-place of  the  infant  Prince,  who  was 
baptized  Alexander  John  Charles  Albert, 
and  the  monument  erected  by  the  Prince 
to  the  memory  of  the  Rev.  Luke  Onslow, 
rector  of  the  parish  and  tutor  to  the 
Princess.  Before  the  tenancy  of  his 
Roj-al  Highness,  Lady  Harriet  Cowper 
had  done  much  to  avert  the  progress  of 
decay,  and  to  restore  to  a fitting  condi- 
tion the  ancient  and  somewhat  neglected 
edifice  wliich  Mr.  Motteux  and  his  imme- 
diate predecessors  did  not  apparently  care 
to  preserve.  On  the  left  of  the  entrance 
thei*e  are  seats  in  handsomely  carved 
wo(xl-work  for  the  royal  family,  etc., 
the  rows  on  the  opposite  side  being  i*e- 
served  for  the  visitors.  The  reredos  is 
ornamented  with  Venetian  mosaic  in  brill- 
iant coloi*s,  tlie  windows,  beautifully  de- 
signed, are  of  Munich  glass,  and  the  eye 
contemplates  with  pleasure  the  harmoni- 
ous and  tasteful  disposition  of  the  interior. 
In  the  chancel,  over  the  royal  seats— not 
pews — are  four  memorial  windows.  One 
on  the  south  side  is  to  the  memory  of  the 
little  Prince,  who  died  on  April  7,  1871,  a 
year  that  was  to  close,  after  long  weeks  of 
distress,  with  gratitude,  the  memory  of 
which  is  preserved  on  the  brass  lectern, 
on  which  is  engraved  the  touching  words: 

“To  the  (ilory  of  God.” 

A thank-otTering  for  His  Mercy. 

14  DtH.'eraher,  1871. 

Alkxandra. 

“ When  I was  in  trouhle  I called  upon  the  Lord, 
and  lie  heard  me.” 

A recoixl  of  the  Princess,  to  whose  holy 
life  might  well  l>e  applied  the  words  of 
Dryden  on  the  death  of  “Sidney's  sister, 
Pembroke's  mother,”  is  seen  in  a beauti- 
ful medallion  profile  in  marble  of  the 
Princess  Alice  of  Hesse,  by  Bohm,  with  a 
touching  inscription  by  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  on  the  north  side  of  the  chancel. 
Opposite  to  thi.s.  a medallion  of  the  Prince 
Leopold  has  just  been  placed.  Below  the 
window  next  the  royal  entrance,  which 
is  only  used  when  the  Prince  is  in  resi- 
dence, there  is  a brass  with  an  inscription 
to  the  memory  of  Colonel  Grey,  Equerry, 
of  whom  it  is  indeed  the  simplest  truth  to 
say  that  his  Joss  was  felt  by  the  Prince 
and  Princess  as  that  of  a dear  friend,  and 
was  grievously  regretted  by  every  one  who 
knew  him.  Another  brass,  at  the  base 


of  a vrindow  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
church,  records  the  Prince's  regard  for  the 
memory  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Onslow. 

All  the  servants  and  retainers,  the  keep- 
ers and  their  families,  and  the  people  on 
the  estate,  attend  church  in  their  best. 
The  choir,  carefully  trained,  is  formed  of 
the  young  people,  and  frequently  some 
eminent  divine  on  a visit  to  the  Prince 
assists  Mr.  Hervey,  the  incumbent;  and 
the  voices  of  some  of  our  greatest  pi'each- 
ei*s  have  been  heard  from  the  pulpit. 

When  the  service  is  over  the  Prince 
generally  takes  a walk  round  hy  the  arti- 
ficial lakes  and  rockeries,  pointing  out  the 
improvements  to  his  guests,  and  listening 
to  the  suggestions  which  the  more  in- 
trepid amateui's  in  that  sort  of  work  are 
sure  to  offer;  and  woe  certainly  awaits 
the  man  who  is  not  in  fair  walking 
condition,  as  the  Prince  gets  over  the 
ground  at  an  extraordinary  rate,  and  does 
not  spare  the  laggards.  The  Bachelors' 
Cottage,  scene  of  the  sober  joys  and  se- 
rious labors  of  some  of  the  suite,  and  of 
many  pleasant  “ Tabaks  Concilia”  of  gen- 
erations of  guests,  is  i)assed  at  a rapid  rate. 
The  effect  of  the  pretty  patchwork  of  rock 
and  water  is  enhanced  by  a number  of 
aquatic  birds,  some  very  rare,  in  the  reser- 
voirs, and  by  a judicious  display  of  wa- 
ter-plants. For  the  houi*s  after  lunch,  at 
which  the  royal  children  make  their  ap- 
pearance, is  reserved  a long  walk  over  the 
farm,  and  visits  ai*e  paid  to  the  stables, 
where  there  is  accommodation  for  sixty- 
three  horses.  Among  the  curiosities  here 
is  a pony  given  to  the  Prince  by  the  Rajah 
of  Rampoor,  I think,  for  which  there  is  an 
appropriate  Queen  Mab's  carriage  and  har- 
ness, a quadruped  about  the  size  of  a New- 
foundland dog,  which  it  is  haixl  to  believe 
to  l^e  a specimen  of  the  genus  equips;  but 
a team  of  four  tiny  ponies  standing  in  sil- 
ver-mounted stalls  will  attract  more  no- 
tice than  the  Indian  prodigy.  When  the 
Prince  was  going  to  India,  this  team  was 
his  farewell  gift  to  his  wife;  but  I doubt  if 
they  consoled  her  for  his  departure,  and  I 
am  sure,  if  she  could  have  done  it,  the 
Princess's  fii*st  use  of  the  present  would 
have  been  to  liave  put  them  to  and  to 
have  driven  after  the  donor.  They  are 
growing  old  now,  but  the  Princess  was 
wont  to  drive  them  till  lately.  Tlien 
there  is  the  range  of  coach-houses,  har- 
ness-room, the  dairy,  the  gardens,  phea- 
san tries,  etc. ; and  then  the  hounds  and 
dogs  of  high  degree  and  of  infinite  varie- 
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ty  are  visited  in  their  kennels,  which  offer 
a saturnalian  welcome,  for  the  Prince 
vies  with  the  Princess  in  the  love  of  ani- 
mals, and  never  goes  about  without  a ca- 
nine favorite. 

There  are  St.  Bernard,  Newfoundland, 
dachshund,  terrier,  Skye  and  fox,  wolf- 
hound, setter,  and  if  the  Prince  be  not  in 
Scotland,  pointer,  and  various  others ; but 
none  will  ever  replace  the  favorite  com- 
panion of  the  Prince’s  travels,  “Flossy,” 
which  surveyed  mankind  from  Indus — if 
not  to  “Peru,”  still  further — with  supreme 
sweet-tempered  indifference,  and  departed 
lately. 

There  are  two  Himalayan  bears  in  a pit 
in  an  inclosure  outside  the  kennel,  which 
ought  to  feel  very  grateful  that  the  pack 
is  not  let  loose  upon  them  in  the  open 
when  they  hear  the  barking  and  baying 
beyond,  but  which  are  not  at  all  deterred 
from  their  eager  expectation  of  biscuit  by 
such  agencies.  When  the  Prince  came 
home  from  India  he  was  richly  endowed 
with  animals,  and  had  all  the  materials 
for  a menagerie;  but  the  elephants,  tigers, 
etc.,  delight  the  visitors  to  the  Zoological 
Gardens,  and  the  wild  pigs,  which  flour- 
ished in  an  inclosure  exceedingly,  were 
voted  bores,  and  were  sent  away  off  the 
premises,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  out- 
lying people.  The  Guiney  cattle  do  not 
thrive  well  in  the  Park,  and  look  with 
Juno-like  eyes  at  the  passer-by,  as  if  they 
would  like  to  go  back  to  India  for  a little 
idolatrous  sunshine. 

Not  far  from  the  Dairy  (which  is  now 
being  made,  if  possible,  brighter,  sweeter, 
and  cleaner  than  ever),  in  due  companion- 
ship, is  the  Princess’s  Tea-room — a temple 
of  votive  tablets  in  porcelain.  The  Dairy, 
with  its  decoration  of  Indian  tiles,  made 
in  Bombay  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Clarke  for  the  walls,  is  nearly  completed. 
Then  there  are  churning- rooms,  butter- 
rooms,  etc.  But  now  we  must  go  on  to 
West  Newton,  which  the  Prince  has  act- 
ually created. 

I have  already  spoken  of  the  work  done 
in  the  re.storation  and  repair  of  churches, 
but  most  of  all  has  the  church  of  St.  Peter 
and  St.  Paul,  West  Newton,  benelited  by 
the  Prince's  care.  It,  too.  is  a late  per- 
pendicular— a square  clock  tower,  and  a 
well-proportioned  body,  the  nave  divided 
from  the  aisles  by  an  arched  sept,  said  to 
be  more  than  four  hundred  years  old. 
From  floor  to  roof  the  building  lias  been 
repaired,  and  the  gifts  inside  show  the 


interest  taken  in  the  work.  It  may  be 
called  in  one  sense  a memorial  church, 
for  many  of  the  offerings  are  in  grateful 
remembrance  of  the  Prince’s  recovery. 
The  altar  window  of  stained  glass  attests 
the  devotion  of  Mr.  C.  Sykes,  whose  name 
is  inscribed  on  a brass  plate  beneath.  The 
communion  plate  was  given  by  the  Crown 
Princess  of  Germany,  the  reredos  by 
Prince  Leopold.  The  organ  is  the  gift  of 
the  Queen;  the  Duke  of  Cambridge  pre- 
sented the  altar-cloths.  The  pulpit  was 
the  gift  of  the  Household,  Avho  also  con- 
tributed a stained  glass  window  (St.  Ce- 
cilia and  St.  Gregory),  beneath  which  is  a 
brass  plate  with  the  dates  “November  9, 
1871,  December,  1882,”  and  the  names  of 
W.  Knollys,  D.  Probyn,  C.  Teesdale,  E. 
Ellis,  S.  Ciarke,  N.  Kingseote,  F.  Knollys, 
J.  Holtzraann,  J.  Dalton.  The  west  win- 
dow facing  the  altar  was  given  by  the 
brothers  and  sisters  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  there  is  an  emblazonment  of 
their  coat  of  arms  on  the  wall  beneath  it. 
Another  window  (St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul) 
was  the  offering  of  the  Grand-Duke  of 
Hesse.  On  the  north  wall  is  a brass  in- 
scribed, “This  Church  was  i*estored  and 
the  north  aisle  rebuilt  by  Albert  Edward, 
Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  of  the  Manor  and 
Patron  of  this  living,  1881.”  The  lighting 
is  done  by  an  oil-gas  machine,  feeding 
twelve  handsome  chandeliers.  “It  must 
have  cost  a great  deal,” said  I,  “to  do  all 
this  ?”  My  friend  groaned  and  shook  his 
head.  “Ay,  indeed,”  he  said,  sadly,  “it 
did.  But  that  is  not  all.  There  are 
plans  now  ready  for  the  restoration  of  the 
church  at  Wolferton  (or  Babingley  ?) — 
not  less  than  £7000,  I do  declare — maybe 
£80(X)1” 

In  fact,  the  Prince  of  Wales  has  plenty 
to  do  with  his  money,  and  it  will  be  seen 
how  well  much  of  it  and  to  what  useful 
ends  it  is  applied.  The  sum  voted  by 
Parliament  would  not  suffice  by  one-half 
to  meet  the  demands  upon  the  Prince’s 
exchequer,  but  the  revenues  of  the  Duchy 
of  Cornwall,  which  are  perhaps  £60,000  a 
year,  raising  the  income  of  his  Royal  High- 
ness to  £100,(X)0  a year,  enable  him  to 
maintain  his  establishments  l^ecomingly, 
and  to  meet  expenses  in  the  form  of  sub- 
scriptions to  public  institutions,  charities, 
pulxlic  and  private,  of  the  magnitude,  va- 
riety. and  extent  of  which  none  who  have 
not  had  (X^casion  to  know  can  form  the 
least  conception. 

To  supply  the  houses  on  the  estate  the 
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carried  on  at  Sandringham,  Marlborough 
House,  Osborne  Cottage,  or  wherever  the 
Prince  may  be,  is,  as  SirDighton  Probyn, 
Mr.  Francis  Knollys,  and  the  Equerry  in 
waiting  for  the  time  being  well  know, 
colossal  in  magnitude  and  extraordinarily 
various  in  its  nature,  and  it  would  tax  pa- 
tience and  credulity  ta  give  an  account  of 
the  contents,  in  all  languages,  of  some  of 
his  letter -bags.  The  Prince  may  say, 
“Princeps  sura,  at  non  supra  gramma- 
ticam.’’  He  is  a favorite  mark  for  beg- 
ging-letter writers  and  inventors,  and 
wonderful  pains  and  trouble  must  be  tak- 
en by  his  secretaries  in  sifting  the  wheat 
from  the  chaff  and  in  getting  at  the  truth 
of  the  stories  of  the  applicants  for  his 
bounteous  assistance.  Once  there  came  in 
by  one  mail  to  the  Hotel  Bristol  in  Paris, 
where  he  was  at  the  time,  in  addition  to 
a score  of  the  ordinary  sort  of  begging  let 
ters,  a petition  from  an  old  lady  for  a dot 
for  her  lovely  daughter,  aged  eighteen, 
the  child  of  an  old  officer  who  had  left 
his  family  in  much  distress;  a request 
from  a mechanic  that  the  Prince  would 
put  on  a swimming-dress  and  take  a head- 
er into  the  Seine  to  test  its  merits — “et 
dans  ce  cas,  monseigneur,”  added  the  in- 
ventor, “j'aurai  ma  fortune  assuree”;  a 
demand  for  a loan  of  10,000  francs  to 
enable  a student  in  natural  history  to  go 
on  an  entomological  excursion  to  South 
America;  a proposal  that  he  should  join 
the  applicant  in  an  experimental  vineyard 
in  tlie  Vosges;  an  entreaty  that  he  would 
enable  a working  jeweller  to  redeem  his 
lathe  and  tools.  Needless  to  say,  he  is 
also  assailed  by  the  ignoble,  malicious,  or 
silly  people  who  write  anonyinousl}",  and 
by  the  crack-brained  “propliets”  dealing 
in  menaces  of  death  and  of  eternal  de- 
struction on  various  theological  or  \yolit- 
ical  bases,  who,  with  the  writers  of  threat- 
ening letters,  form  a very  considerable 
legion.  From  every  cai)ital  and  court 
in  Europe  there  comes  also  the  impor- 
tant though  unofficial  corresix)ndence  by 
which  the  Prince  of  Wales  adds  daily  to 
his  knowledge  of  the  secret  forces  which 
move  and  direct  the  policy  of  states. 
There  are.  moreover,  the  special  business 
of  the  Duchy  of  Cornwall,  and  regimental 
affairs  in  the  corps  of  which  he  is  Colonel, 
which  are  closely  investigated  by  the 
Prince.  Divided  in  his  affection  for  the 
two  services,  he  naturally  gives  the  great- 
er share  of  his  attention  to  that  in  which 
he  holds  rank,  and  in  which  he  was  rear- 


ed and  trained.  A portion  of  his  time  is 
also  devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  Ma- 
sonic body,  the  increase  and  vitality  of 
which,  in  England,  owe  much  to  his  care 
and  patronage ; and  the  Royal  College  of 
Music,  the  numerous  institutions  of  which 
he  is  patron  or  chief,  and  innumerable 
charities  and  societies  which  he  encour- 
ages and  aids,  make  their  several  demands 
on  the  life  of  the  busiest  man  in  Europ)e, 
and  have  their  claims  allowed.  • 

The  mayors,  coi*pomtions,  and  deputa- 
tions who  receive  the  Prince  on  a i*j^il- 
way  platform,  and  see  liim  emerge  from 
his  carriage,  after  a long  journey,  “ fresh 
as  a rose,”  little  think  of  the  trouble  and 
care  which  have  produced  the  result  so 
pleasant  to  their  eyes.  In  India  it  some- 
times happened  that  at  the  end  of  a ban- 
quet, wound  up  with  fire-works  and  a 
ball,  at  which  the  Prince  attended  till  the 
last  moment  in  full  uniform,  he  and  his 
suite  drove  off  in  state  to  an  illuminated 
platform,  with  guards  of  honor,  bands  play- 
ing “God  save  the  Queen,”  officials,  civil 
and  military,  ladies  with  bouquets,  and  as 
soon  as  the  train  moved  off  he  flung  off 
trappings,  turned  in  on  his  serai,  and  slept 
till  the  next  functional  city  was  near, 
where,  as  the  train  drew  uj)  in  the  early 
mornijig,  amid  a scene  as  like  that  of  last 
night  as  the  difference  'twixt  night  and 
day  might  let  it,  the  Prince  stepi^ed  out  in 
full  uniform,  faultless  in  detail,  and  fresh 
and  bright  as  though  he  had  slept  at  Marl- 
borough House.  No  one  thought  of  the 
ways  and  means,  of  the  dressing  in  a shaky 
train,  the  indescribable  multifarious  im- 
pediments. 

Although  my  main  object  in  this  sketch 
has  been  to  give  some  account  of  Sandring- 
ham, I am  called  on  to  say  a woi*d  alx)ut  the 
Prince's  discharge  of  one  of  the  duties  of 
the  sovereign,  which  is  in  some  respects 
different  from  any  ceremony  of  the  kind — 
the  holding  of  levees.  As  the  Princess  of 
Wales  holds  drawing-rooms  in  the  name 
of  the  Queen,  presentations  at  which  are 
equivalent  to  presentations  to  her  Majesty, 
so  the  Prince  of  Wales  holds  levees,  usual- 
ly at  St.  James's  Palace.  Now  there  are 
levees,  or  receptions,  at  the  White  IIous<‘, 
Washington  ; there  were  levees  at  the 
Tuileries  in  the  days  of  the  Emperor  Na- 
poleon III. : there  are  grand  recei)tions  at 
Berlin  or  Potsdam;  there  are  stately  lev- 
ees at  St.  Petersburg,  at  Schdnbrunn,  or 
the  Hof-Burg;  but  a full  levee  at  St. 
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James’s,  offering,  perhaps,  greater  variety 
than  any  of  these,  is  a much  more  trying 
business.  In  the  first  place,  there  are,  in 
addition  to  the  gentlemen  whose  first  pre- 
sentation at  court  is  their  introduction  to 
the  world,  a number  of  official  presenta- 
tions of  distinguished  or  undistinguished 
countrymen  to  be  made  by  the  foreign  di- 
plomatists; and  then  there  are  presenta- 
tions on  the  various  incidents  which  are 
supposed  to  justify  or  necessitate  them  in 
the  services  and  in  civil  and  social  life. 
Captain  Brown,  on  promotion ; Major 
Smith,  on  return  from  foreign  service ; 
Colonel  Jones,  on  being  made  a C.B. ; 
Mr.  Robinson,  on  his  marriage,  etc.,  etc. 
Officers  of  the  navy  and  army  attend  to 
be  presented  on  their  arrival  from  serv- 
ice, or  on  their  departure  in  search  of 
glory.  Then  there  are  the  numerous 
representatives  of  the  nobility,  of  the 
Church,  of  the  learned  professions,  and 
of  the  gentry,  as  well  as  of  certain  ill- 
defined  classes,  some  members  of  which 
go  to  court,  and  others  of  which  do  not. 
All  these,  in  hundreds,  pass  one  by  one 
before  the  Prince,  and  to  each  there  is  a 
bow— to  many  a kind  word — to  some  a 
shake  of  the  hand— two  hours,  sometimes, 
of  civility  in  harness.  Presentations  are 
made  under  conditions;  the  name  of  the 
person  to  be  presented,  and  that  of  the 
presenter,  must  be  left  at  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain's offipe  two  clear  days  before  the 
levee,  and  if  no  objection  be  made,  the 
gentleman  attends  in  court  dress  or  uni- 
form at  St.  James's  on  the  day  of  the  lev- 
ee, which  is  always  fixed  to  begin  at  two 
o’clock.  The  Lord  Chamberlain  and  his 
deputy,  the  ever- watchful  Sir  Spencer 
Ponsonby  Fane,  aided  by  a vigilant  staff, 
keep  watch  and  ward  over  the  entree ; but 
now  and  then,  under  cover  of  great  names, 
owners  of  objectionable  antecedents  have 
glided  into  the  presence,  to  suffer  thereaft- 
er. On  the  appointed  day  a line  of  jjol ice- 
men is  formed  at  one  o’clock  in  the  Park 
from  Buckingham  Palace  Gate  to  Marl- 
borough House,  and  thence  up  to  St. 
James's  Street  and  along  Pall  Mall,  and  a 
little  crowd  collects  at  the  side  door  in 
the  colonnade  opposite  the  German  cliapel 
about  the  same  time,  to  which  every  minute 
gives  increase,  till  the  opening  of  the  door 
at  1.30  permits  the  head  of  the  column  to 
enter  tlie  corridor  which  leads  to  the  glass 
doore,  l>ehind  which,  in  scarlet  and  gold, 
stand  the  ushers  who  inspect  the  person- 
nel of  the  visitore.  There  is  in  this  crowd 


a very  fair  microcosm,  that  is,  of  the  Brit- 
ish Empire  and  of  its  relations.  First 
there  are  the  ambassadors,  foreign  and 
home,  ministers  and  members  of  the  diplo- 
matic body,  in  full  uniform,  and  the  great 
personages  who  have  a right  to  the  private 
entry,  and  who  are  admitted  by  a separate 
door  giving  on  the  court  of  St.  James's 
Palace,  where  the  colors  are  trooped  every 
morning.  These  privileged  persons  have 
audience  or  presentation  before  the  gen- 
eral admission  of  the  attendants  on  the 
levee.  At  1.30  the  doors  in  the  vestibule 
are  opened  by  the  ushers,  and  those  who 
have  not  provided  themselves  beforehand 
with  cards,  on  which  their  names  should 
be  legibly  written,  can  obtain  them  at  a 
side  table  inside,  on  which  there  are  blank 
cards  and  writing  materials.  One  card 
is  handed  to  one  of  the  ushers  as  the  pre- 
sentee passes  on  to  the  flight  of  stairs 
which  leads  to  the  reception-rooms;  the 
other  is  retained  to  be  handed  to  gentle- 
men in  waiting  in  the  Throne-Room,  by 
whom  it  is  handed  to  the  Deputy  Lord 
Chamberlain,  who  passes  it  to  the  Lord 
High  Chamberlain,  that  the  name  on  it 
may  be  announced  to  the  Prince.  But 
ere  that  comes  there  is  a time  of  varying 
duration  to  be  passed  in  the  outer  saloon, 
which  is  approached  by  a corridor,  lined 
by  the  veteran  Beef-Eaters  in  their  pictur- 
esque Elizabethan  head-dress,  and  guard- 
ed by  the  gentlemen  of  the  Chamber- 
lain's department,  who  inspect  each  of  the 
visitors,  to  see  if  the  conditions  of  court 
dress  have  been  complied  with.  In  this 
fine  apartment  the  gentlemen -at -arms 
are  on  duty,  and  regulate  the  admissions 
within  a line  of  brass  railings,  which  run 
parallel  with  one  side  of  it,  forming  a 
kind  of  avenue  to  the  entrance  to  the  next 
apartment,  which  is  closed  till  the  Prince 
has  seen  the  visitors  by  the  private  entry. 
When  this  avenue  has  been  filled  by  the 
first  detachment,  a bar  is  drawn,  which 
shuts  off  the  fast  increasing  crowd  in  the 
rest  of  the  room  from  admission  till  their 
turn  comes.  At  two  o’clock  punctually 
the  music  of  the  Life  Guards  or  Blues  on 
duty  is  heard,  and  the  escort  of  the  royal 
cortege  appears  in  the  Mall,  the  carriages 
with  the  officers  in  attendance  on  the 
royal  party  driving  in  order  into  the 
walled  inclosure  to  the  entrance  of  the 
staircase  leading  to  the  Throne-Room.  By 
this  time  the  outer  room  is  filled  with  an 
animated  and  variegated  crowd,  and  if 
one  could  look  down  on  the  staircases  he 
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would  see,  on  a full  levee  day,  a dense 
multitude  waiting  till  there  is  room  for 
them.  The  time  is  not  idly  spent;  old 
friends  meet,  who  have  been  j)arted  for 
years  by  the  vicissitudes  of  service  in  the 
navy,  the  army,  and  diplomacy,  from  all 
the  seas  and  continents  and  islands  in  tlie 
world — “or  nearly  all  of  them,  to  be  quite 
exact,’'  as  Dr.  Dryasdust  says.  Lawyei’S 
exchange  the  gossip  of  the  courts,  divines 
discoui*seof  preferments  and  Church  news. 
There  are  judges  going  out  to  India,  lead- 
en-eyed and  parch nient-ja wed,  in  wig  and 
gown,  “cheek  by  jowl''  with  rosy-faced 
subs  just  joined;  and  the  gros  bonnets  of 
finance,  who  can  not  be  kept  out  of  tlie 
best  and  the  highest  places  on  earth,  and 
who  possibly  think  they  will,  if  they  be 
Catholic,  buy  good  places  elsewhere,  jos- 
tle many -acred  and  much  - mortgaged 
squii*es  and  meagre  professoi*s.  When 
the  door  at  the  end  of  the  avenue  opens 
there  is  in  vista  two  more  rooms,  into 
which  the  first  detachment  filters,  one  by 
one,  between  the  windowed  wall  and  a 
line  of  gentlemen-at-arms  and  ushem  in  a 
slow  measured  course.  On  entering  the 
second — a throne-room — the  eye  catches 
sight  of  the  canopy  of  the  throne,  above 
the  heads  of  the  officers  and  of  those  who 
have  been  presented;  but  it  is  not  till  he 
has  come  within  a few  yards  of  the  es- 
trade  at  the  foot  of  the  throne  that  he  sees 
the  Prince  standing  at  the  right  of  a long 
and  glittering  line  of  the  Princes  of  the 
i*oyal  family,  with  the  Lord  High  Cham- 
berlain on  his  right,  but  not  quite  in  the 
same  line,  the  lords  in  waiting,  officers 
on  duty,  etc.,  drawn  up  near  at  hand, 
and  the  Deputy  Chamlx'rlain,  etc.,  on  the 
right,  nearly  facing  the  Prince.  The  card 
having  been  delivered  and  passed  on  is 
read  aloud,  and  the  “ courtier’' hdc 
vice  makes  his  lx)w.  If  the  Prince  knows 
him,  there  is  a gracious  shake  of  the  hand 
— be  sure  tliere  is  nearly  always  a kindly 
smile  ora  dignified  recognition  of  the  bow 
to  the  re|)resentative  i>f  the  sovereign, 
which  our  ancestoi*s  called  a “ revei*enee." 
Then  the  (*()urtier  sidles  away  to  the  right, 
bowing  low  to  (*ach  of  the  line  of  the 
Princes,  oftentimes  with  a desii'e  to  run 
oft*  into  the  refuge  which  seems  to  lx?  open 
to  liim  in  the  array  of  cabinet  ministei's 
and  diplomatists  adosses  to  the  wall  at 
right  angles  to  the  throiu‘.  and  so  departs 
to  resume  the  habit  of  every-day  life.  On 
such  an  occasion  nothing  escapes  the  eye 
of  the  Prince;  the  smallest  irregularity  in 


uniform  or  dress,  the  least  error  in  the  due 
placing  and  precedence  of  ordei'S  and  dis- 
tinctions, is  instan  tly  detected  and  ext)osed, 
and  the  result  has  been  that  officei'S  now 
wear  their  medals,  ribands,  and  decora- 
tions in  proper  form,  and  the  disorderly 
arrangement  of  honors,  which  Avas  com- 
mon enough,  straggling  ribands  fastened 
to  sashes,  and  medals  heaped  over  each 
other,  have  disappeared,  and  the  strictness 
and  neatnes.s  of  the  foreign  methods  have, 
after  some  grumblings,  perhaps,  been  gen- 
erally adopted,  to  the  great  improvement 
of  smartness  of  appearance,  and  military 
and  naval  propriety.  It  is  believed  that 
the  Prince  does  not  view  with  much  af- 
fection the  changes  which  have  been  in- 
troduced into  our  military  sy.stem;  but  in 
that,  as  in  his  political  sym|^)athies,  he  al- 
lows no  i)ersonal  likes  or  dislike  to  find 
expr^ion  in  public.  In  the  navy,  like 
an  Englishman  born,  he  takes  the  great- 
est pride,  and  like  a true  English  Prince 
he  has  shown  his  sense  of  the  inestimable 
value  of  the  service,  has  given  the  strong- 
est proof  of  his  attachment  and  confidence 
by  placing  his  two  sons,  while  yet  of  ten- 
der years,  to  begin  their  education  on 
board  a man-of-war.  He  is  a captain  in 
the  Royal  Naval  Reserve,  and  a Brother 
of  the  Trinity  House;  but  without  any 
diminution  of  the  regard  in  which  he 
holds  the  senior  service,  it  is  to  the  army 
the  Prince  of  Wales,  as  Field  Marshal,  and 
as  Colonel  of  three  of  its  most  distingu  ishetl 
regiments,  belongs. 

“ Ich  dien'’  is  indeed  a fitting  device  for 
the  Prince  of  Wales  of  to-day.  His  active 
participation  in  all  the  functions  of  na- 
tional life,  except  those  of  a purely  politi- 
cal character,  may  be  called  continuous. 
For  months  in  advance  in  every  year  a 
large  portion  of  his  time  is  marked  down 
and  appropriated  to  the  discharge  of  some 
duty,  the  promotion  of  some  useful  object, 
the  fulfillment  of  self-imposed  obligations 
to  minister  to  the  pleasuro  of  others,  and 
to  stimulate  the  philaiithro])ic  spirit  of  the 
])eople.  It  may  not  now  be  true  that,  as 
Sir  Tliomas  More  says,  “the  springs  both 
of  good  and  evil  flow  over  a whole  nation 
from  the  Prince  as  from  a lasting  fount- 
ain," but  sui'ely  an  incessant  stream  of 
favor  and  help  to  useful  enterprises  has 
poured  out  from  his  liand.  From  this 
constant  intercoui*se  with  all  the  leading 
men  in  every  department  of  art,  literature, 
labor,  Tiianufacture,  commerce,  he  has  ac- 
quii*ed  the  most  extensive  pei'sonal  kuow- 
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also  a personal  friend  of  princes  and  po- 
tentates in  Europe  and  out  of  it,  is  famil- 
iar with  the  nobility  of  the  Western  World, 
and  with  the  most  eminent  citizens  of  the 
great  republic.  German  and  French  he 
speaks  as  fluently  as  English,  and  his  know* 
ledge  of  the  world,  founded  on  personal 
observation  rather  than  on  reading  or 
hearsay,  is  encyclopaedic.  His  love  for 
music  is  pronounced,  and  his  ear  is  ex- 
ceedingly correct.  Similarly  wide-ran- 
ging has  been  his  experience  of  sport,  of 
every  branch  of  which,  except  fishing,  per- 
haps, he  has  been  and  is  a votary.  He  has 
shot  elephants  in  Ceylon,  hunted  them  in 
Nepaul,  killed  tigers  and  leopards  in  India, 
bears  in  Russia,  red  deer  in  the  Highlands, 
small  game  everywhere,  and  though  he 
does  not  keep  a racing  stud,  he  is  a steady 
patron  of  the  turf.  The  consequences  of 
the  dangerous  illness,  which  endured  long 
after  his  restoration,  interfered  somewhat 
with  hard  riding  after  hounds ; but  he  nev- 
er loses  a meet  of  the  East  Norfolk,  and  is 
accompanied  in  many  a pleasant  run  by 
the  Princess,  who  delights  in  the  chase, 
and  by  the  royal  children,  who  ride  fear- 
lessly and  well,  erewhile  coached  by  Sir 
Dighton  Probyn.  The  royal  squadron 
has  not  a more  enthusiastic  yachtsman  in 
its  list  of  members  than  its  Commodore; 
but  he  can  not  go  “knocking  about”  in 
the  Mediterranean  in  the  Aline,,  or  take  dis- 
tant voyages,  as  if  he  was  a private  person. 
It  is  well  known  that  on  two  occasions 
his  Royal  Highness  made  the  most  urgent 
request  for  permission  to  proceed  on  active 
service,  but  that  reasons  of  state  prevent- 
ed the  Queen  according  it.  Although 
there  may  be  some  jealousy  among  the 
superior  officers  of  an  army  in  war  time 
on  account  of  the  natural  precedence  un- 
der a monai*chy  of  royal  princes  in  the 
field,  the  presence  of  the  heir  to  the  throne, 
in  stress  of  battle,  can  not  but  inspire  en- 
thusiasm. Our  troops  may  not  need  such 
incentives,  but  in  times  gone  by  they  were 
not  indifiFerent  to  the  influence  of  a Black 
Prince  or  a Henry  V.  The  members  of 
the  House  of  Hanover,  whenever  they  have 
had  occasion  to  justify  their  claims  to  the 
front  rank,  have  given  ample  proof  of 
pei'sonal  courage.  The  severities  of  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland  to  the  Highland 
chiefs  and  tlieir  followers,  whose  descend- 
ants are  now  the  favored  race  of  the  roy- 
al family,  have  caused  the  services  he 
rendered  Uy  the  dynasty  at  Culloden,  and 
the  momenU)us  consequences  which  would 


have  ensued  had  the  Prelender  won  a sig- 
nal victory,  to  be  unduly  forgotten. 

This  brings  me  to  another  phase.  It  is 
at  Abergeldie,  perhaps,  that  the  Prince  and 
Princess  enjoy  their  holiday  most  joyous- 
ly. When  the  Prince  is  in  the  Highlands 
he  is  a Highland  chief.  He  puts  on  kilt  and 
sporran,  sometimes  Stuart  hunting  tartan, 
sometimes  royal  Stuart  tartan,  anon,  hod- 
den-graj%  and  does  as  hard  a day's  work 
in  the  forest  as  any  chief  or  gillie  of  them 
all.  The  young  princes  affect  the  garb  of 
old  Gael,  and  if  there  were  a distinctive 
dress  for  women,  barring  plaid,  snood,  and 
kirtle,  the  ladies  would  wear  it  too.  There 
they  are  “free  of  mountain  liberty.”  Ab- 
ergeldie Castle  is  built  on  the  right  bank 
of  the  Dee,  which  foams  over  its  rocky  bed 
within  fifty  yards  of  the  walls,  a quaint 
Scottish  mansion,  some  three  centuries  old, 
with  an  ancient  square  tower,  the  “keep” 
of  the  portalice  flanking  one  side  of  the 
more  modern  building,  a flower  garden  in 
front  of  the  keep,  a fruit  garden  at  the  side, 
fenced  in  hy  a stone  wall  from  the  walk 
by  the  river-bank  to  the  left,  to  the  right 
the  offices,  and  in  front  a Scottish  park  and 
well- wooded  grounds  swelling  toward  the 
base  of  the  fir-crowned  slopes  which  mount 
into  rocky  peaks  in  the  distance.  The 
house  is  interesting — portraits  of  a haixl- 
featured,  fighting,  masterful  race  to  whom 
the  property  belongs,  and  reminiscences 
of  the  chase — stags’  horns,  stuffed  animals 
and  birds,  on  the  walls  of  the  low-browed 
rooms. 

The  keep  will  harbor  four  guests,  and 
princes,  potentates,  and  powers  have  re- 
joiced in  its  shelter,  indifferent  to  the 
wheezing  and  clanging  of  the  clock  in 
the  front  of  the  tow’er,  though  it  is  still 
necessary  for  the  “ lodger  in  the  Sea  King's 
halls,”  who  lives  on  the  upper  story,  to 
take  hold  of  a rope  instead  of  a baluster  as 
he  mounts  or  descends  the  narrow  cork- 
screw staircase  set  in  the  solid  stone  walls. 
On  the  ground- fioor  there  is  on  the  right 
the  Equerry's  room,  opposite  to  it  the 
room  where  in  days  gone  by  the  young 
princes  were  instructed  in  the  rudiments 
by  the  ancient  pastor  of  Sandringham, 
the  Rev.  L.  Onslow,  Chaplain  R.N., 
now  at  rest.  The  Equerry’s  room  is  not 
unpopular  among  the  inmates  of  the 
castle.  It  would  surely  be  hateful  to  the 
royal  Stuart  who  wrote  a “Counterblast 
to  Tobacco,’' and  there  are  spread  all  the 
papers  and  the  literature  of  the  day,  and 
oorrespoiulence  is  carried  on  and  conver- 
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Queen  s interest  and  his  own  had  been  at- 
tracted by  the  witchery  of  the  Magician 
of  the  North  and  the  charms  of  the  sport 
and  scenery.  There  is  no  such  place — 
there  was  no  such  place  in  the  sister  isle 
as  Balmoral,  viewed  from  the  stand-point 
from  which  the  latter  presented  itself  to 
the  Queen  and  her  husband.  The  same 
is  true  as  regards  the  Pribce  and  Princess 
of  Wales  and  Abergeldie. 

There  are  some  red  deer  in  one  or  two 
places  in  Ireland  only,  and  they  are  for- 
est deer.  Thei*e  are  grouse  here  and  thei'e, 
nowhere  enough  to  make  a bag,  accord- 
ing to  Scotch.  There  are  no  partridges. 
Pheasants,  persecuted  by  foxes  and  pea- 
santry, are  ornaments  rather  than  sport- 
ing accessories  to  estates.  Hares  and  rab- 
bits— well,  no  one  can  say  much  for  them 
anywhere  now.  The  flights  of  woodcock 
afford  transient  rapture,  and  snipe-shoot- 
ing in  Ireland  belongs  to  days  when  Ma- 
lachy  wore  his  collar  of  gold  and  shot 
with  a Joe  Manton.  But,  after  all,  where 
are  the  inducements  ? and  if  they  existed, 
where  are  the  ways  and  means  ? Every 
hill  is  covered  with  cottages;  the  country 
swarms  with  life.  There  was  once  fox- 
hunting, but  the  hunters  are  hunted  now, 
and,  besides  the  difRculties  connected  with 
the  pursuit,  just  now  there  is  a probabil- 
ity that  a cov^ert-side  at  which  a prince 
was  attending  might  be  made  the  scene  of 
a demonstration.  But  the  fence  that  is 
first  to  be  faced  is  very  stiff  indeed. 
There  is  not  in  Ireland  a residence  for 
Queen  or  Prince,  or  a property  for  them  to 
live  on.  I am  quite  certain  that  the  Prince 
and  Princess  of  Wales  wOuld  put  up  with 
something  more  serious  than  inconven- 
iences, and  be  content  to  sacrifice  sport 
and  comfort  for  tlie  sake  of  weightier  ob- 
jects, if  they  had  the  means  of  working  to 
obtain  them.  But  they  have  no  cliance. 
A qui  la  f ante  f I can  not  answer  with- 
out exciting  passion  and  controversy.  If 
the  Prince  and  Princess  had  their  will, 
Dublin  Castle  would  be  a royal  residence 
for  some  time  of  the  year,  and  Dublin 
would  see  a royal  court,  whicli  it  never 
enjoyed;  but  circumstances  and  fate  are 
loo  strong  for  the  wishes  of  princes.  This 
is  a digression  for  which  I hope  my  read- 
ers will  pardon  me,  even  if  they  do  not 
agree  with  my  deductions. 

There  are  very  few  men  in  England 
who  can  make  as  good  a speech  as  the 
Prince  of  Wales.  His  voice  is  singularly 
far-reaching,  clear,  pleasant,  and  his  de- 


livery is  simple  and  dignified.  But  it  must 
not  be  supposed  that  the  ease  and  fluency 
which  now  characterize  his  public  dis- 
courses were  attained  without  trouble,  or 
that  the  Prince  is  one  of  the  mob  of  gen- 
tlemen who  ‘ speak’  at  ease,’'  and  have  very 
little  to  say  worth  listening  to.  At  first, 
when  he  had  to  addreas  an  audience — and 
it  fell  to  his  lot  to  begin  speech-making 
whilst  he  was  very  j'oung  indeed  — he 
spoke  with  some  hesitation,  and  he  gave 
his  audience  the  idea  of  one  who  would 
be  very  glad  when  he  could  sit  down ; but 
by  persistent  practice,  stimulated  by  the 
certainty  that  he  must  look  forward  to 
conshint  calls  upon  him,  and  animated  by 
a high  sense  of  duty,  the  Prince  overcame 
the  difficulties  which  beset  most  young 
orators,  aggravated  in  his  case  by  the  con- 
sciousnass  that  every  word  he  uttered 
would  be  eagerly  weighed  and  recorded. 
He  has  acquired  a command  of  language 
and  a felicity  of  expression  which  com- 
mend his  matter  to  the  most  critical,  whilst 
it  is  at  the  same  time  judicious  in  sub- 
stance and  much  to  the  point.  No  one 
can  make  a better  case  for  a charitable  in- 
stitution than  the  Prince,  and  his  appeals 
to  the  pockets  of  his  hearers  when  he  is 
presiding  at  a dinner  to  promote  the  work 
of  some  beneficent  association,  or  to  fur- 
ther some  useful  and  meritorious  enter- 
prise, are  so  successful  that  it  is  considered 
the  fortune  of  an  evening,  from  a finan- 
cial point  of  view,  is  secured  when  the 
Prince  of  Wales  has  consented  to  take  the 
chair.  On  occasions  of  national  impor- 
tance and  interest,  such  as  the  opening  of 
public  institutions,  the  Prince’s  speeches, 
carefully  prepared  and  excellently  pro- 
nounced, are  models  of  what  such  work 
should  be,  setting  forth  the  objects  in  view, 
the  history  of  tlie  movement,  ‘and  the 
claims  it  has  to  support  or  approval,  in 
well -chosen  and  effective  words.  The 
Prince  has  had  practice  enough  certainly, 
for  since  his  marriage  he  has  been  asso- 
ciated witli  (^very  movement  in  the  king- 
dom, and  has  l>een  called  uj)on  to  open 
exhibitions,  bridges  and  buildings,  parks 
and  museums,  “inaugurate’’  statues,  lay 
foimdfition-stones,  preside  at  commissions 
and  banquets  year  after  year,  and  has  an- 
swered to  the  call  with  unflagging  spirit, 
cheerfulness,  and  effect.  To  these  must 
be  added  the  reception  of  and  answers  to 
addresses,  for  which  so  many  pretexts  are 
afforded  to  the  loyal  impulses  of  the  peo- 
ple in  almost  all  the  scenes  of  the  nation- 
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it  in  fly-fishing,  a word  of  advice  as  to  the 
selection  and  use  of  the  more  important 
appliances  of  the  art  may  not  be  amiss. 

The  rod  should  be  of  the  best,  whatever 
material  it  may  be  made  from.  Lance- 
wood,  greenheart,  bethabara,  and  many 
other  woods  are  capable  of  being  con- 
verted into  an  excellent  fly-rod,  provided 
the  material  is  good  of  its  kind,  and  it  has 
been  fashioned  by  the  hands  of  a skilled 
workman.  Rent  and  glued — or,  as  it  is 
now  more  generally  termed,  split— bamboo 
unquestionably  stands  first  as  a material 
in  the  general  estimation  of  experts  in  this 
country.  In  the  fly-casting  tournaments 
held  year  after  year  at  Central  Park  in 
New  York  it  has  gradually  supplanted  all 
other  kinds  of  rod,  and  certainly  in  it 
strength,  lightness,  and  that  steely  spring 
which  is  the  acme  of  perfection  in  a fly- 
rod  are  found  to  a degree  unequalled  in 
any  other  known  material. 

These  rods  are  made  by  gluing  six 
strips  of  Calcutta  bamboo  together  in  such 
a way  that  a cross  section  of  the  com- 
pleted rod  forms  a hexagon.  The  rind  of 
the  bamboo  is  placed  on  the  outside,  and 
is  untouched  in  the  manufacture,  since 
therein  lie  all  the  virtues  that  the  mate- 
rial possesses. 

The  variety  of  bamboo  used  for  this 
purpose  may  be  distinguished  by  the 
charred  marks  on  its  yellow  cuticle,  with- 
out which  none  seems  to  be  imported  into 
this  country.  No  one  in  the  least  familiar 
with  this  bamboo  can  have  failed  to  re- 
mark these  burns,  always  present,  yet 
never  alike.  To  the  split-bamboo  rod- 
maker  they  are  a perfect  nuisance,  forcing 
him  to  reject  altogether  many  a cane  other- 
wise excellent.  So  every  one,  surprised 
that  so  much  labor  should  be  expended 
merely,  as  far  as  is  apparent,  to  injure  the 
cane,  naturally  asks  why  this  is  done. 

Reasons  ai*e  as  plenty  as  blackberries, 
and  so,  of  course,  there  is  no  lack  in  this 
case.  Here  are  a few  samples,  assigned 
by  those  who  said  they  knew  all  about  it. 

1.  It  is  a religious  ceremony. 

2,  They  are  roasted  over  a large  grid- 
iron to  kill  the  larvae  of  boring  insects. 

8.  It  is  merely  for  purpose  of  ornament. 

4.  The  bamboos  grow  in  jungles  matted 
together  with  all  manner  of  climbing  and 
tenacious  vines;  before  they  can  be  extri- 
cated the  jungle  must  be  fired  to  destroy 
these  creepers. 

6.  That  the  canes  are  roasted  over  a 
gridiron  to  bum  off  the  leaves  and  creep- 
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ers  attached  to  them,  as  the  most  simple 
and  expeditious  way  to  get  rid  of  them. 

6.  That  it  is  done  with  a hot  iron,  each 
cane  being  treated  separately,  merely  to 
straighten  them. 

I have  heard  others,  but  these  are  quite 
suflBcient  for  a liberal  exercise  of  personal 
predilection,  my  own  being  toward  a com- 
bination of  the  reasons  numbered  4 and  64 

Different  specimens  of  every  variety  of 
rod  material  vary  greatly  in  excellence, 
one  sample  being  good  and  another  utter- 
ly worthless.  Therein  the  integrity  of  the 
rod-maker,  and  regard  for  his  reputation, 
are  tlie  only  safeguards  to  the  purchaser. 
Therefore  it  is  cheaper  in  the  end  to  buy 
from  the  maker  himself,  or  his  recognized 
agent.  If  they  have  a reputation,  they 
will  do  their  best  to  maintain  it.  Anony- 
mous rods  are  like  anonymous  letters; 
they  may  be  unexceptionable,  but  usually 
they  are  not.  Above  all  things  remem- 
ber there  are  no  bargains  in  fishing-tackle. 
If  an  article  is  cheap  in  price,  it  is  almost 
invariably  cheap  in  quality  as  well. 

Comfort  in  use,  efficiency  in  casting  the 
fly,  and  power  to  control  and  land  the  fish 
after  it  is  fastened,  all  will  admit,  are  the 
desiderata  in  a fly-rod ; strength  to  with- 
stand the  incidental  strain,  and  elasticity 
to  recover  on  the  removal  of  the  deflection 
oaused  thereby,  being  in  all  cases  pre- 
sumed. 

It  needs  no  expert  physicist  to  assure 
us  that  with  two  rods  of  equal  weight,  and 
respectively  ten  and  twelve  feet  long,  the 
former  will  occasion  far  less  fatigue  than 
the  latter,  since  while  the  shorter  arm  of 
the  lever  is  equal  in  both  cases,  the  longer 
arm,  which  is  to  do  the  work,  is  greater  in 
the  latter.  Nay,  further,  even  though  the 
shorter  rod  exceed  in  actual  weight,  still 
it  may  retain  its  superiority  in  this  re- 
spect. 

Killing  power,  and  the  ability  to  con- 
trol the  movements  of  the  fish,  depend 
not  on  the  length,  but  on  the  power  or 
stiffness,  of  the  rod ; and  this,  other  things 
being  equal,  must  be  greater  in  a ten  than 
in  a twelve  foot  rod,  since  the  leverage 
against  the  controlling  power  is  less. 

Nothing  remains,  then,  but  to  compare 
their  relative  efficiency  in  casting  the  fly. 

Surely  none  of  the  hundreds  who  wit- 
nessed the  fly-casting  tournament  at  Cen- 
tral Park  in  New  York  city  on  October 
16,  1883,  and  saw  a fly  cast  eighty-five 
feet  with  a ten-foot  split -bamboo  rod 
weighing  four  and  three-eighths  ounces,. 
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will  question  the  ability  of  a ten-foot  rod 
of  from  seven  to  eight  ounces  to  meet  all 
reasonable  demands  in  this  respect.  On 
October  22,  1884,  on  a like  occasion, 
eighty-seven  feet  were  cast  with  a similar 
rod  of  five  ounces  weiglit  and  ten  feet 
two  and  a half  inches  long. 

. To  those  who  may  be  unfamiliar  with 
these  events  it  may  be  remarked  that  the 
caster  stands  on  a platform  one  foot  above 
the  water,  and  built  out  at  a right  angle 
to,  and  about  thirty  feet  distant  from,  the 
shore.  The  contestants  thus  cast  parallel 
with  the  shore,  and  beside  a rope  sup- 
ported by  small  floats  placed  five  feet 
apart  To  the  floats  marking  each  ten 
feet,  appropriately  numbered  tin  tags  are 
attached  indicating  the  distance  from  the 
edge  of  the  platform.  The  weight  and 
length  of  each  of  the  competing  rods  are 
accurately  ascertained,  and  the  divisions 
on  the  rope  are  verified,  by  the  judges  be- 
fore the  contest  takes  place.  The  spec- 
tators occupy  the  bank,  while  the  judges 
note  the  result  from  a boat,  which  is 
moved  backward  and  forward  on  the  oth- 
er side  of  the  rope  as  circumstances  re- 
quire. The  distance  between  the  edge  of 
the  platform  and  where  the  tail  fly  strikes 
the  water  is  taken  as  the  length  of  the 
cast.  A possible  error  of  eighteen  inches 
in  the  determination  of  this  would  be  a 
very  liberal  allowance. 

On  the  second  occasion  alluded  to  above, 
the  writer  was  one  of  the  judges.  He 
weighed  the  rods  himself,  and  assisted  in 
measuring  them,  and  saw  the  judges  in  a 
prior  contest  verify  the  divisions  on  the 
rope.  The  distance  alluded  to  was  C€ist 
late  in  the  afternoon.  Darkness  put  an 
end  to  the  trial  before  it  was  finished,  and 
since  the  following  day  was  marked  by 
half  a gale  of  wind  blowing  from  a very 
disadvantageous  direction,  it  was  deemed 
best  to  begin  de  nom.  Thus  this  cast  does 
not  appear  in  the  published  reports,  but  it 
was  actually  made,  and  so  recorded  at  the 
time  by  all  the  judges. 

It  is  believed  that  all  anglers  will  ad- 
mit that  sixty,  or  say  sixty-five  feet  at  the 
outside,  is  the  limit  of  practical  fly-fishing 
with  a single-handed  rod.  It  may  be  dem- 
onstrated that  there  must  be  a limit 
somewhere.  However  it  may  be  where  a 
rapid  current  lends  it  aid,  in  still  water 
ti-out  will  not  liook  themselves.  The 
larger  the  fish,  the  more  promptly  they 
recognize  and  the  more  speedily  they  re- 
ject the  artificial  fly,  if  time  is  allowed 


them  so  to  do.  To  forestall  this,  the  an- 
gler “ strikes”  when  the  fly  is  taken;  i.  e., 
he  so  actuates  his  rod  as  to  retract  the 
line,  and  thus  imbed  the  hook  attached  to 
it  in  the  fish’s  mouth.  Want  of  space 
forbids  entering  fully  into  the  problem; 
but  if  the  proper  diagrams  are  construct- 
ed, it  will  at  once  be  apparent  that  as  the 
line  lengthens,  the  distance  increases  rap- 
idly through  which  the  rod  must  be 
moved  to  transmit  a given  impulse  to  the 
hook.  But  we  are  dealing  with  a flexi- 
ble and  not  a rigid  rod,  and  clearly  this  flex- 
ibility must  also  be  taken  into  the  account. 
For  before  the  hook  will  receive  any  im- 
pulse whatever  from  the  motion  of  the 
rod,  it  is  apparent  that  the  rod  must  yield 
until  the  tension  of  its  elasticity  exceeds 
the  inertia  of  the  line,  plus  its  friction  on 
or  in  the  water.  When  the  delay  due  to 
all  of  these  causes  allows  sufficient  time 
for  the  fish  to  reject  the  fly,  evidently 
the  limit  of  practical  fly-fishing  has  been 
reached.  There  are  other  elements  which 
enter  into  and  affect  the  result,  but  we 
must  pass  them  by. 

However  these  things  may  be,  all  will 
agree  that  ninety-nine  out  of  every  hun- 
dred trout  taken  within  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land  are  fastened  inside  of 
fifty  feet  of  the  angler. 

Thus  it  ap];)ears  that  a ten-foot  rod  is 
pleasanter  to  use,  that  it  gives  a more  cer- 
tain control  of  the  fish  and  greater  killing 
power,  and  finally  that  it  is  amply  ade- 
quate to  cast  a fly  to  any  practically  use- 
ful distance. 

Therefore  one  of  that  length,  and  of 
such  weight  as  to  afford  a reasonable  de- 
gree of  “backbone” — say  seven  or  even 
eight  ounces — is  recommended,  since,  if 
we  have  reasoned  correctly,  it  follows  that 
the  stiffer  the  rod,  the  greater  is  its  “ strik- 
ing” range.  Still,  a considerable  d^ree 
of  flexibility  is  necessary  to  efficient  and 
pleasurable  casting;  and  how  may  we  de- 
termine the  golden  mean  between  the  two 
extremes?  It  is  believed  the  solution  is 
reached  when  the  lower  part  of  the  rod  is 
so  proportioned  as  to  have  all  possible 
flexibility,  and  yet  retain  absolute  com- 
mand over  the  tip  when  weighted  with 
thirty  or  forty  feet  of  the  line  it  is  pro- 
posed to  use. 

The  American  ‘ ‘ enamelled  water-proofed 
lines”  alone  are  used  in  this  country  for 
fly-fishing. 

If  Phariseeism  is  ever  pardonable,  it  is 
when  a good  line  of  this  kind  is  compared 
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with  the  best  produced  in  any  other  coun- 
try. If  not  decrepit  through  old  age — ^and 
their  longevity  is  far  in  excess  of  any 
other  lines — in  strength  they  leave  no- 
thing to  be  desired.  Smooth  as  ivory  on 
the  surface,  they  render  through  the  rings 
with  the  minimum  of  friction.  Their 
weight  is  sufficient  to  cast  nicely  without 
being  excessive,  and  at  the  same  time  this 
is  always  uniform,  while  their  flexibility 
is  just  as  it  should  be — neither  so  great  as 
to  foul  the  tip,  nor  so  stiff  as  to  cause  in- 
convenience. In  short,  they  are  as  nearly 
perfect  as  the  work  of  man’s  hands  is  per- 
mitted to  be. 

They  are  braided  from  the  best  Italian 
boiled  silk,  and  water-proofed  by  a process 
the  secret  of  which  is  jealously  guarded. 
Their  first  cost  is  high,  but  in  the  end  they 
are  far  cheaper  tlian  any  other.  The 
temptation  to  economize  is  great  in  the 
purchase  of  this  essential,  since  lines  in 
all  respects  equal,  to  the  eye,  may  be  bought 
at  half-price.  But  these  are  made  from 
thread  spun  from  a “fluff”  produced  by 
disintegrating  old  silk  stockings,  umbrel- 
la covers,  and  such  trash,  in  a machine, 
and  are  utterly  worthless  for  any  pur- 
pose except  to  rob  the  unwary  of  their 
money.  Therefore,  buy  your  lines  of  a 
reputable  bouse.  Take  the  best  they  have, 
and  pay  their  price,  and  you  will  have  no 
reason  to  regret  it. 

The  flies  are  attached  to  a leader,  or, 
os  our  English  brethren  term  it,  a casting- 
line, which  is  affixed  to  the  outer  end  of 
the  fishing-line.  This  is  made  by  sub- 
merging the  Chinese  silk-worm  in  vine- 
gar when  about  to  spin  its  cocoon.  The 
worm  is  sufficiently  piA^led  in  eighteen 
or  twenty  hours.  It  is  then  tom  apart, 
displaying  two  yellowish  sacs,  which  may 
be  four  inches  long  and  one-sixteenth  of 
an  inch  thick  in  the  middle,  diminish- 
ing gradually  to  a point  at  either  end. 
They  contain  the  silk  fluid,  and  lie  folded 
together  within  the  worm,  and  constitute 
the  principal  part  of  its  interior  bulk. 
These  are  stretched  to  the  required  length, 
thus  rupturing  the  envelope,  and  expos- 
ing the  semi-fluid  contents  to  the  action  of 
the  air,  by  which  they  are  quickly  solidi- 
fied. 

So  far  the  process  is  conducted  by  the 
peasantry  of  Spain,  each  working  up  at 
home  the  more  or  less  scanty  product  of 
his  own  mulberry  orchard.  With  the  re- 
mains of  the  ruptured  envelope  still  ad- 
hering to  it,  the  gut,  then  somewhat  re- 


sembling hay  in  color,  is  delivered  to  the 
factors.  To  cleanse  the  exterior  is  the 
next  step.  This  was  the  work  of  women 
employed  by  the  factor,  and  was  done  by 
drawing  the  strands  between  the  teeth, 
thus  scraping  off  the  remains  of  the  sac. 
The  long  rows  of  women  and  girls  draw- 
ing the  entrails  of  the  worm  through  their 
teeth,  their  mouths  smeared  with  blood 
from  cuts  inflicted  by  the  hard  thin  strands, 
mingled  with  the  offal  thus  removed — spit- 
ting and  drawing  and  spitting  again — is 
said  to  have  been  a most  revolting  spec- 
tacle. Chemical  processes  have  now  in 
some  measure  superseded  this. 

Thus  a hard,  transparent,  and  colorless 
cord  is  produced  of  surprising  strength, 
and  several  of  these  knotted  together  form 
the  leader.  It  will  be  seen  that  the  length 
of  each  strand  of  a certain  thickness  is 
limited  by  the  quantity  of  fluid  contained 
in  a single  sac.  This  is  small  in  the 
Chinese  silk-worm,  since  that  is  a large 
one  which  exceeds  three  inches  in  length 
and  a third  of  an  inch  in  thickness;  and 
consequently  “gut,”  as  it  is  term^,  of 
moderate  thickness,  and  which  exceeds 
fifteen  inches  in  length,  is  rare  in  the 
market,  and  commands  a high  price. 

But  at  least  three  of  our  native  silk- 
worms greatly  exceed  the  Chinese  worm 
in  the  quantity  of  silk  they  secrete,  while 
the  quality  is  not  a whit  inferior,  at  least 
for  this  purpose.  That  known  as  the 
Attacus  cecropia  produces  the  largest 
quantity  of  silk  of  any,  and  that  of  great 
strength.  Its  habitat  is  co-ex  tensive  with 
the  United  States.  It  is  indifferent  to  the 
vicissitudes  of  our  climate,  and  will  flour- 
ish anywhere  in  the  open  air.  It  is  an 
omnivorous  feeder,  and  as  “easy  to  raise 
to  maturity  as  young  ducks  or  chickens.” 
This  worm  grows  to  over  four  inches  in 
length,  and  as  thick  as  a working-man’s 
thumb;  and  finally  from  it  gut  has  actu- 
ally been  drawn  “eight  or  nine  feet  long, 
and  strong  enough  to  hold  a salmon, .... 
quite  round,  and  all  that  an  angler  could 
desire,”  as  I am  informed  by  the  maker, 
the  revered  Dr.  Theodatus  Garlick,  the 
father  of  fish-culture  in  this  country. 
The  Attcicus  prometheus^  and  the  A. 
polypheinus,  though  inferior  in  size  to 
the  cecropia^  are  far  better  adapted  to 
this  purpose  than  the  Chinese  worm.  The 
proper  food  for  all  of  these  worms  grows 
everywhere,  and  in  the  greatest  abun- 
dance. It  may  also  be  remarked  that  they 
are  free  from  the  diseases  incident  to  long 
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domestication,  while  the  Chinese  worm 
has  as  many  ailments  as  a horse.  The 
Japanese  worm,  which  feeds  on  the  ai- 
lanthus,  is  now  acclimated  and  occasional- 
ly found  wild  in  this  country,  and  is  also 
available  for  gut-making,  both  from  the 
large  quantity  and  great  strength  of  the 
silk  it  secretes. 

Here,  it  is  hoped,  is  opportunity  for  a 
new  industry  in  this  coimtry,  one  well 
adapted  to  those  who  from  sex  or  other 
causes  are  unfitted  for  severe  manual  la- 
bor, yet  to  whom  some  means  of  livelihood 
are  necessary.  At  present  we  are  obliged 
to  put  up  with  Spanish  gut.  At  least 
twenty  per  cent,  of  this  is  imperfect,  with 
scarcely  any  two  strands  in  a bundle  of 
uniform  thickness,  and  seldom  exceeding 
fifteen  inches  in  length.  If  we  may  judge 
from  the  past,  with  American  ingenuity 
to  conduct  this  manufacture,  soon  the 
angler  would  be  able  to  order  gut  of  a cer- 
tain number, and  receive  an  article  perfect- 
ly round,  of  any  desired  length,  and  each 
strand  of  uniform  thickness  from  one  end 
to  the  other — the  number  as  invariably  in- 
dicating the  diameter  as  a like  designa- 
tion DOW  indicates  that  of  metal  wire. 

That  the  connection  between  the  line 
and  the  fiies— the  leader— be  if  possible 
absolutely  invisible  to  the  fish,  is  of  the 
first  importance.  ' 

To  determine  to  what  extent  and  how 
this  might  best  be  accomplished,  the  writer 
conducted  a series  of  experiments  in  the 
open  air,  extending  over  months;  and  in- 
cluding all  hours  of  the  day  and  all  con- 
ditions of  weather.  For  this  purpose  a 
tank  filled  with  water  was  used,  provided 
with  a glass  plate  where  the  bottom  joined 
one  end.  “V^ile  the  experiments  were  in 
prog^ss  all  light  was  excluded  except 
such  as  entered  through  the  surface  of  the 
water.  Lack  of  space  must  restrict  us 
solely  to  an  enumeration  of  a few  of  the 
results  thus  obtained. 

It  was  at  once  apparent  that  the  appear- 
ance of  a line  or  leader  on  or  in  the  water, 
when  viewed  from  above  the  surface,  gave 
little  or  no  indication  of  its  visibility  or 
invisibility  when  seen  from  below.  In 
clear  water,  with  a vertical  sun,  nothing 
was  less  obtrusive  than  uncolored  gut ; but 
with  an  oblique  sun  it  shone  like  silver, 
and  was  as  conspicuous  as  a chalk  mark 
on  a blackboard.  In  the  afternoon  or 
evening  a neutral  tint,  not  too  dark  in 
tone,  gave  the  best  result.  In  brown  wa- 
ter the  conditions  were  quite  reversed. 


There  the  darker  the  leader,  the  less  con- 
spicuous it  was.  A coffee-color  was  ex- 
pected to  excel  in  such  water,  but  this  was 
found  by  no  means  to  be  the  case.  Wheth- 
er the  sky  was  clear  or  overcast  made  far 
less  difference  than  was  anticipated. 

If  any  one  will  look  through  the  sides 
of  an  aquarium  toward  the  surface  of  the 
water  therein  contained,  that  surface  will 
appear  like  a sheet  of  polished  silver,  and 
totally  opaque  to  vision.  How,  then,  do 
fishes  manage  to  see  objects  on  land,  as 
they  unquestionably  do  ? These  experi- 
ments furnished  a solution  to  this  inteiv 
esting  question.  Though  the  under  sur- 
face of  the  water  in  the  tank  appeared  to- 
tally opaque  through  the  greater  part  of 
its  extent,  still  almost  directly  overhead  a 
circular  area  could  be  seen  which  was 
transparent.  In  this  space  the  windows 
of  houses  two  hundred  feet  distant  were 
clearly  visible.  Its  diameter  was  propor- 
tional to  the  water’s  depth  as  20  is  to  13. 
Any  object  ten  inches  above  the  water  at 
ten  feet  distance  was  visible  by  refraction 
on  its  margin.  But  upon  agitating  the 
surface  of  the  water,  even  to  a small  de- 
gree, the  clear  space  was  blotted  out,  and 
all  vision  of  objects  without  the  water  was 
cut  off,  thus  showing  why  a ripple  exer- 
cises so  potent  an  infiuence  on  the  success 
of  the  angler. 

One  fact  impressed  itself  deeply  during 
these  experiments,  and  that  is  that  neither 
the  angler  nor  the  trout  is  anything  like 
as  acute  as  is  generally  supposed.  The 
wiles  of  the  former  are  by  no  means  so 
well  concealed,  nor  are  the  latter  so  very 
quick  to  perceive  them.  The  hook,  un- 
less very  small,  l^ey  can  always  see,  and 
the  leader  wheu>vdthin  a foot  or  two  of  it. 
Again  and  again  did  I then  wonder  how 
was  it  possible  ever  to  deceive  a fish  so 
prompt  to  take  alarm,  by  a humbug  so 
transparent. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  pass  by  the  oth- 
er components  of  the  angler’s  outfit,  and 
proceed  to  the  art  of  casting  the  fiy. 

This  is  an  art  difficult  to  acquire  in  per- 
fection, though  by  no  means  so  much  so  as 
is  generally  supposed.  If  a correct  method 
be  adopted  at  the  outset,  one  hour’s  daily 
practice  for  two  or  three  weeks  will  give 
a very  considerable  degree  of  proficiency. 

Access  to  water  is  neither  necessary  nor 
desirable.  A lawn  or  snow-field  in  the 
country,  or  a house-top  in  the  city,  will  af- 
ford every  required  facility  for  practice. 

Assuming  the  possession  of  the  required 
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implements,  the  next  essential 
in  learning  to  cast  without 
a master  is  companion- 
ship. Thus  one  can 
rest  and  encourage 
the  other,  and 
each  observe 
and  coach  his 
friend  dur- 
ing his  innings 
at  the  rod.  In  no- 
thing does  the  old 
adage,  “The  outsider 
sees  most  of  the  game,” 
more  directly  apply.  Un- 
conscious faults  are  instant- 
ly noted  by  “ the  coach,”  and 
brought  to  the  attention  of  the 
caster,  as  well  as  the  greater  or 
less  degree  of  success  which  may 
attend  effort  to  correct  them.  Use 
a braided  linen  line,  of  the  size  des- 
ignated by  the  letter  E,  for  practice, 
without  leader  or  flies. 

To  acquire  a proper  back  cast — throw- 
ing the  line  behind  preparatory  to  the  for- 
ward cast — usually  gives  the  beginner  the 
most  trouble.  He  can  not  see  behind  him, 
and  though  he  fully  appreciates  that  his 
forward  cast  is  a botch,  he  can  not  locate 
the  difficulty,  and  knows  neither  to  what 
it  is  due  nor  how  it  is  to  be  overcome. 
Here  the  eyes  of  his  friend  supplement 
those  of  the  caster.  Each  effort  to  im- 
prove is  appraised;  the  successful  is  dis- 
tinguished from  the  unsuccessful  attempt, 
the  one  condemned,  the  other  approved, 
until,  in  a very  short  time  and  with  very 
little  trouble,  a habit  of  casting  is  formed 
which  is  not  only  efficient,  but  at  the  same 
time  easy  and  graceful. 

Therefore  I say  again,  and  with  the 
more  emphasis,  since  I believe  I stand 
alone  in  this  recommendation,  practice 
this  art  with  a companion,  and  alternately 
at  brief  intervals  let  each  coach  the  other. 
Let  the  coach  make  some  comment  on  ev- 
ery cast  made,  as,  for  example,  “Your 
back  cast  was  too  low,”  “Your  line  did 
not  straighten  out  behind,”  “Your  for- 
ward cast  was  too  quick,”  “Keep  your 
body  still,”  “There!  that  back  cast  was 
all  right— try  to  repeat  it,”  etc.,  etc.,  re- 
membering to  approve  the  good  as  well  as 
condemn  the  bad,  for  the  very  object  in 
view  is  to  inform  the  caster  what  to  culti- 
vate. as  w'ell  as  what  to  avoid. 

The  coach  taking  his  stand  abreast  of 
and  on  the  right  of  the  caster,  and  at  such 


a distance  as  conveniently  to  observe  ev- 
ery motion,  let  the  latter  withdraw  from 
the  reel  line  equal  to  about  one  and  a half 
times  the  length  of  the  rod.  The  thumb 
of  his  casting  hand  must  not  be  closed 
upon  its  fingers,  but  be  extended,  and  bear 
upon  the  rod  itself.  Now  throw  the  tip 
of  the  rod  upward  and  behind  a little,  but 
only  a little,  beyond  the  perpendicular. 

This  illustration,  from  a photograph, 
shows  the  extreme  limit  of  the  motion  of 
the  rod  on  the  back  cast,  a limit  by  no 
means  to  be  exceeded. 

The  casting  elbow  is  to  be  held  quite 
close  to  the  side,  and  the  fore  arm  should 
not  be  raised  beyond  an  angle  of  forty- 
five  degrees  with  the  horizon.  The  wrist, 
however,  is  to  take  a further  upward 
bend,  for  from  the  action  of  this  joint 
should  the  impulse  of  the  cast  be 
almost  exclusively  derived.  Many 
most  excellent  anglers  extend 
the  arm  just  at  the  finish  of 
the  cast.  But  it  seems  to  me 
to  serve  no  useful  purpose 
not  otherwise  readily  ob- 
tainable, and  to  look 
labor^  and  awk- 
ward. 

Fig.  2 represents 
the  bend  of  the 
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Remember,  the  impulse  is  to  be  derived 
almost  exclusively  from  the  wrist. 

Fig.  4,  from  a photograph,  shows  the 
correct  position  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
forward  cast. 

It  is  regretted  that  want  of  space  pre- 
vents our  entering  further  into  this  sub- 
ject. With  one  or  two  words  of  caution 
we  must  close. 

After  having  thoroughly  mastered  cast- 
ing a distance  of  fifty  feet  with  an  over- 
head motion,  practice  accomplishing  the 
same  result  with  a horizontal  movement 
of  the  rod.  Do  not  endeavor  premature- 
ly to  cast  a long  line,  for  that  is  a sure 
way  never  to  accomplish  it.  Be  but  pa- 
tient and  persevering,  using  but  a moder- 
ate length  of  line ; then  a correct  method 
will  soon  become  purely  automatic,  and 
you  will  easily  be  able  to  extend  your 
cast  to  any  reasonable  distance. 

When  fishing,  avoid  two  very  common 
faults. 

Do  not  shirk  good  water  within  dis- 
tances in  which  the  advantage  would  be 
with  the  angler,  to  fish  more  distant  and 
less  promising  places  at  a disadvantage. 


Again,  after  the  flies  have  been  cast  upon 
the  water,  they  are  drawn  over  the  surface 
toward  the  angler.  By  no  means  con- 
tinue this  movement  so  far  as  to  lose  the 
power  to  retrieve  the  line;  or,  what 
amounts  to  the  same  thing,  the  ability  to 

strike,^’ and  thus  fasten  the  hook,  should 
a fish  rise  to  the  fly.  Two  out  of  every 
three  fly-rods  which  are  broken  come  to 
grief  through  neglect  of  this  precau- 
tion. 

The  art  of  fly-flshing  has  far  too  wide  a 
scope  to  permit  of  its  exhaustion  within 
the  limits  of  one,  or  even  many,  magazine 
articles.  We  have  but  touched  upon  a 
few  of  the  more  salient  points.  For  fur- 
ther information  the  would-be  beginner 
(for  whose  benefit  this  has  been  written) 
may  consult  any  of  the  many  treatises  on 
the  subject. 

But  of  one  thing  he  nfay  be  well  as- 
sured. Should  he  persevere,  even  though 
he  attain  but  a moderate  degree  of  profi- 
ciency, he  will  admit,  as  thousands  have 
done  before  him, that  never  has  any  invest- 
ment of  time  and  trouble  returned  a larger 
percentage  of  pleasure  and  profit. 


EAST  ANGELS. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

“ F THINK  you  very  wonderful,”  said 
A Garda.  “And  I think  you  very  beau- 
tiful too,  though  no  one  seems  to  talk 
about  it.  That  in  itself  is  a wonder.  But 
everything  about  you  is  wonderful.”  She 
was  sitting  on  the  fioor,  her  hands  crossed 
on  Margaret  Harold’s  knee,  her  chin  rest- 
ing on  her  hands ; her  eyes  were  fixed  on 
that  lady's  face. 

“You  are  easily  pleased,  ” said  Margaret. 

“ No,”  replied  Garda,  with  the  leisurely 
utterance  which  took  from  her  contra- 
dictions all  appearance  of  opposition;  “I 
am  not  easily  pleased  at  all ; it’s  the  con- 
trary. I see  the  goodness  of  all  my 
friends,  I hope;  I love  them  very  much. 
But  they  do  not  please  me,  as  you  please 
me,  for  instance,  just  because  they  are 
good,  or  because  I love  them.  To  be 
pleased  as  I am  now,  to  admire  as  I admire 
you,  is  a very  different  thing.” 

Margaret  said  nothing,  and  Garda,  as 
if  wishing  to  convince  her,  went  on:  “I 
love  my  dear  Dr.  Reginald;  I love  him 
dearly ; but  don’t  you  suppose  that  I see 


that  he  is  too  plump  and  too  precise  ? I 
love  my  dear  Mr.  Moore;  I think  him 
adorable ; but  don’t  you  suppose  I see  that 
he  is  too  lank  and  narrow-shouldered, 
and  that  his  dear  good  little  blue  eyes  are 
too  small  for  his  long  face — like  the  eyes 
of  a clean,  thin,  white  pig  ? Mrs.  Carew 
is  our  kindest  friend ; that  doesn’t  prevent 
me  from  seeing  that  she  is  too  red.  Mr. 
De  Torrez  is  too  dark.  Mr.  Winthrop  too 
cold.  And  so  it  goes.  But  you — ^you  are 
perfect.” 

“You  have  left  out  Mr.  Ruiz,”  suggest- 
ed Margaret,  smiling. 

“Manuel  is  beautiful;  yes,  in  his  face, 
Manuel  is  very  beautiful,”  said  Garda, 
consideringly.  “But  you  have  a beautiful 
nature,  and  Manuel  has  only  an  ordinary 
one.  It’s  your  having  a beautiful  face 
and  beautiful  nature  too  which  makes 
you  such  a wonder  to  me,  because  people 
with  beautiful  natures  are  so  apt  to  have 
ugly  faces,  or  at  least  thin,  wrinkled,  and 
forlorn  ones;  and  if  they  escape  that,  they 
are  almost  sure  to  have  such  dreadful 
clothes !— we  have  had  one  or  two  examples 
of  that  in  Gracias-ADios.  That  is  why  I 
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think  that  if  people  are  going  to  be  saints 
at  all,  it’s  so  much  better  to  become  a nun 
or  a Sister  of  Chari at  once,  and  then 
there’s  a regular  dress  provided,  and  the 
friends  don’t  have  to  stand  such  bonnets! 
But  you  have  a beautiful  nature,  and  a 
beautiful  face,  and  beautiful  clothes — eAl 
three.  I could  never  be  like  you ; I don’t 
want  to  be;  but  I admire  you  more  than 
any  one  I have  ever  known,  and  I hope 
you  will  let  me  be  with  you  as  often  as  I 
can  while  you  stay  here;  I don’t  know 
what  I shall  do  when  you  go  away.” 

Margaret  smiled  a second  time;  the 
young  girl  seemed  to  her  very  young  in- 
deed as  she  uttered  these  candid  beliefs. 

Mamma  too  admires  you  so  much,” 
continued  Garda;  “I  have  never  known 
mamma  to  admire  any  one  (outside  of  our 
own  family,  of  course)  so  completely  as 
she  admires  ycm.  For  generally  mamma 
has  her  reservations,  you  know.  But  it  is 
your  intellect  which  mamma  admires,  and 
I do  not  care  so  much  for  intellect  Of 
course  it’s  all  very  well  for  a foundation. 
But  one  doesn’t  want  to  be  all  foundation.” 

“ Mrs.  Rutherford  would  like  to  see  you 
for  a moment.  Miss  Margaret,  if  you 
please,”  said  a voice  which  seemed  start- 
lingly near  them,  though  no  one  was  in 
sight. 

It  was  Celestine;  she  had  opened  the 
door  noiselessly  the  sixteenth  part  of  an 
inch,  delivered  her  message  with  her  lips 
close  to  the  crack,  and  then  closed  it  again 
with  the  swiftness  which  characterized  all 
her  actions.  For  Celestine  al  ways  moved 
with  a swiftness  which  would  have  been 
harassing  had  it  not  been  balanced  on 
the  other  hand  by  a soundlessness  equally 
remarkable.  If  she  opened  a door,  she 
did  it  with  a suddenness  that  almost  took 
the  bi*eath  away;  if  she  answ'ered  a ques- 
tion, it  was  with  a quick  brevity  which 
trod  upon  the  heels  of  the  retreating  in- 
terrogation. But  the  door  opened  so  noise- 
lessly, her  voice  in  replying  was  so  guard- 
edly low,  that,  once  accustomed  to  her 
swift  ways,  they  became  rather  agreeable 
than  otherwise — as  though  one  were  wait- 
ed upon  by  a flash  of  lightning  deprived 
of  its  glare. 

“That  is  the  fourth  time  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford has  sent  for  you  since  I came,  an 
hour  ago,”  remarked  Garda.  “She  de- 
pends upon  you  for  everything.” 

“No;  upon  Celestine,”  said  Margaret, 
as  she  left  the  room. 

When  she  came  back,  fifteen  minutes 


later,  “You  are  mistaken,”  Garda  answer- 
ed, as  though  there  had  been  no  interrup- 
tion. “She  depends  upon  Celestine  for 
clothes,  medicine,  and  shawls.  But  she 
depends  upon  you  for  everything  else.” 

“Have  you  been  thinking  about  it  all 
this  time  ?”  asked  Margaret. 

“ How  good  you  are  I Why  didn’t  you 
say,  ‘ Is  there  anything  else  ?’  But  I have 
noticed  that  you  never  say  those  things. 
Have  I been  thinking  about  it  all  this 
time?  No;  it  doesn’t  require  thinking 
about;  any  one  can  see  it.  What  1 have 
been  thinking  about  is  you.”  She  had 
taken  her  former  place,  her  arms  crossed 
on  Margaret’s  knee.  “You  have  such 
beautiful  hands,”  she  said,  lifting  one,  and 
spreading  it  out  to  look  at  it. 

“My  dear  Miss  Thorne,  your  own  are 
much  more  beautiful.” 

“Oh,  I do  very  well;  I know  what  I 
am;  but  I am  not  you.  I don’t  believe 
there  is  any  one  like  you ; it  would  be  too 
much.” 

“ Too  much  perfection  ?”  said  Margaret, 
laughing. 

“Yes,”  answered  Garda,  her  serious- 
ness unbroken.  ‘ ‘ For  you  take  too  much 
trouble  for  other  people — I can  see  that. 
And  the  persons  who  do  so  are  hardly 
ever  happy — thoroughly  happy;  it  seems 
such  a pity,  but  it’s  true.  They  haven’t 
time  to  be  happy,  I suppose;  they  are  too 
busy.  Now  I am  always  happy;  but  then 
I never  take  any  trouble  for  any  one,  not 
even  for  myself,  and  I am  never  busy  at 
all.” 

“ I haven’t  observed  all  this,”  said  Mar- 
garet. 

“No  one  observes  it, ’’responded Garda, 
composedly.  ‘ ‘ But  it  is  quite  true.  And 
I never  intend  to  take  any  trouble,  wheth- 
er they  observe  it  or  not.  But  with  you 
it  is  different:  you  take  a great  deal ; part- 
ly you  have  taught  yourself  to  do  it— you 
have  so  much  conscience;  and  partly  you 
were  made  so.” 

“Since  when  have  you  devoted  your 
attention  to  these  deep  subjects,  Mias 
Thorne?”  said  Margaret,  smiling  down 
upon  the  upturned  face  of  the  girl  before 
her. 

Garda  rose  to  her  knees.  “Oh,  don’t 
call  me  Miss  Thome, ’’she  said,  pleadingly, 
putting  her  arms  round  her  companion. 
“I  love  you  so  much — ^please  never  say  it 
again.” 

“ Very  well.  I will  call  you  Garda.” 

“I  like  it  when  you  are  cold  like  that— 
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oh,  I like  itr*  said  Garda,  with  enthusiasm. 
“ All  you  say  when  I tell  you  I adore  you 

is,  ‘Very  well;  I will  call  you  Garda.’ 
You  do  not  even  say  ‘ my  dear.’  That  is 
beautiful,  because  you  really  mean  it ; you 
mean  nothing  more,  and  you  say  nothing 
more.” 

“Do  you  piaise  me  simply  because  I 
speak  the  truth  t”  said  Margaret. 

‘ ‘ Yes ; for  nothing  is  more  rare.  I speak 
the  truth  myself,  but  my  truth  is  what- 
ever happens  to  come  into  ray  head;  your 
truth  is  as  quiet  and  real  as  you  are.  1 
could  never  be  like  you;  I don’t  want  to 
be;  but  I admire  you — I admire  you.” 

“I  don’t  know  that  I am  much  compli- 
mented if  you  keep  on  insisting,  in  spite 
of  it  all,  that  you  don’t  want  to  be  like  me,” 
said  Margaret,  laughing  again. 

“Well,”  replied  Garda,  “I  don’t. 
What’s  the  use  of  pretending  ? For  I wish 
to  be  happy,  and  I mean  to  be.  You  are  a 
sort  of  an  angel ; but  I have  never  heard 
that  angels  bad  a particularly  good  time 
themselves,  or  that  anybody  did  anything 
especial  for  their  pleasure.  They  are  sup- 
posed to  be  above  it.  But  I am  not  above 

it,  and  never  shall  be and  leaning  for- 
ward, she  kissed  Margaret’s  cheek.  “ It’s 
because  you’re  so  wonderful,”  she  said. 

“ I am  not  wonderful  at  all,”  answered 
Margaret,  rather  coldly,  withdrawing  a lit- 
tle from  the  girl’s  embrace. 

“And  if  you  didn’t  answer  in  just  that 
way,  you  wouldn’t  be,  of  course,”  said 
Garda,  delightedly ; “ that  is  exactly  what 
I mean — you  are  so  cold  and  so  true.  You 
think  I exaggerate ; you  do  not  like  to  have 
me  talk  in  this  way  about  you ; and  so  you 
draw  back.  But  only  a little,  because 
you  are  too  good  to  hurt  me,  or  any  one. 
But  I don’t  want  to  be  ‘ any  one’  to  you, 
Mrs.  Harold.  Do  let  me  be  something 
more.” 

Now  came  again  the  ventriloquistic 
voice:  “Phayton’s ready.  Miss  Margaret.” 

“ Why  doesn’t  Mr.  Winthrop  drive  out 
with  Mrs.  Rutherford  ?”  said  Garda,  watch- 
ing Margaret  put  on  her  bonnet. 

“ He  is  probably  occupied.” 

“He  is  never  occupied.  Do  you  call  it 
occupied  to  be  scouring  the  pine  barrens 
in  every  direction,  and  stopping  at  East 
Angels  ? to  be  exploring  the  King’s  Road 
north  and  south,  and  stopping  at  Ekist 
Angels?  to  be  sailing  up  and  down  the 
Espiritu,  and  stopping  at  East  Angels  f 
to  be  paddling  up  all  the  creeks,  and  stop- 
ping at  Esst  Angels?  to  be  hunting  in 


high  hammack  and  low,  and  in  all  the 
swamps,  and  coming  back  by  East  Angels  i” 

“I  should  call  that  being  very  much 
occupied  indeed,”  said  Margaret,  smiling. 

‘ ‘ I don’t,  then,”  replied  Garda ; “ that  is, 
not  in  your  sense  of  the  word.  It’s  being 
occupied  with  his  own  pleasure — that’s 
all.  But  the  truth  simply  is  that  Mrs. 
Rutherford  takes  you,  always  you,  because 
no  one  else  begins  to  make  her  so  comfort- 
able ; you  not  only  see  that  she  has  every- 
thing as  she  likes  it,  but  that  she  has  no- 
thing as  she  doesn't  like  it,  which  is  even 
more  delightful.  Yet  apparently  she 
doesn’t  realize  this  in  the  least.  1 think 
that  very  curious.” 

“ Do  you  fancy  that  you  can  understand 
a lady  of  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  age  on  so  short 
an  acquaintance  as  this  ?”  asked  Margaret, 
rather  reprovingly. 

“Yes,”  responded  Garda,  in  her  calm 
fashion,  her  attention,  however,  not  fixing 
itself  long  upon  the  subject,  which  she 
seemed  to  consider  unimportant.  “I  wish 
you  would  get  a palmetto  hat  like  mine,” 
she  said,  with  much  more  interest.  ‘ ‘ Your 
bonnet  is  lovely,  but  it  makes  you  seem 
old.” 

“Oh,  but  I am  old,”  said  Margaret,  as 
she  left  the  room. 

She  did  not  apologize  for  leaving  her 
guest:  the  young  girl  was  in  the  habit  of 
bestowing  her  presence  upon  her  so  often 
now  that  ceremony  between  them  had 
come  to  an  end  some  time  before.  She 
took  her  place  in  the  phaeton,  which  was 
waiting  at  the  foot  of  the  outside  stairway, 
Mrs.  Rutherford,  enveloped  in  a delicate 
shawl,  having  already  been  installed  by 
Celestine.  Telano,  in  his  Sunday  jacket 
of  black  alpaca,  held  the  bridle  of  the  mild 
old  horse  with  great  firmness.  He  had 
put  on  for  the  occasion  his  broad-brimmed 
man-of-war  bat,  which  was  decorated  with 
a blue  ribbon  bearing  in  large  gilt  letters 
the  inscription  Temeraire,  Telano  had 
no  idea  what  TemSraire  meant  (he  called 
it  Turrarer) ; he  had  bought  the  hat  of  a 
travelling  vender,  and  was  convinced  that 
it  would  add  to  the  dignity  of  his  appear- 
ance— as  it  certainly  did;  for  there  was 
nothing  commonplace  or  horizontal  in  the 
position  of  that  hat.  The  vender  had  il- 
lustrated how  it  was  to  be  worn ; but  Te- 
lano, fired  by  the  new  ambitions  of  eman- 
cipation, had  practiced  in  secret  before  his 
glass  until  he  bad  succeeded  in  getting  the 
Turmrer  so  far  back  on  his  curly  head 
that  it  was  not  on  the  top  at  all,  but  ap- 
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plied  flatly  and  perpendicularly  behind^ 
so  that  the  gazer’s  mind  lost  itself  in  pos- 
sibilities as  to  the  methods  of  adhesion 
which  he  must  have  employed  to  keep  it 
in  place.  His  mistresses  seated,  Telano 
sprang  to  the  little  seat  behind  them, 
where,  with  folded  arms,  he  sat  stiffly 
erect,  conscious  of  the  Turmrer,  showing 
the  whites  of  his  eyes,  happy.  Margaret 
lifted  the  reins,  and  smiling  a good-by 
to  Garda,  who  was  standing  on  the  out- 
side stairway,  drove  down  Pacheco  Lane, 
through  the  archway  into  the  plaza,  and 
out  of  sight. 

Garda  still  leaned  on  the  balustrade; 
though  left  alone,  she  did  not  take  her  de- 
parture. After  a while  she  sat  down  on  a 
step,  and  leaned  her  head  back  against  the 
railing;  her  eyes  were  fixed  indolently 
upon  the  sea. 

“ Looking  across  to  Spain  ?”  said  Evert 
Winthrop’s  voice,  ten  minutes  later.  He 
had  come  down  the  lane,  his  step  making 
no  sound  on.  the  mat  of  low,  thick  green, 
and  had  not  seen  Garda  until  he  reached 
the  foot  of  the  stairway:  the  high  balus- 
trade had  screened  her  from  his  view. 

“No,”  she  answered,  without  turning 
her  eyes  from  the  sea.  “ If  I want  Spain, 
I have  only  to  send  for  Mr.  De  Torrez;  he 
brings  all  Spain  with  him.” 

“Are  you  here  alone  ? Where  are  the 
others  ?” 

“Gone  out  to  drive.  I wish  you  had 
never  sent  for  that  phaeton !” 

Several  weeks  had  passed  since  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Northern  ladies;  but  it  seem- 
ed more  like  several  months,  if  gauged  by 
the  friendship  which  had  been  bestowed 
upon  them.  The  little  circle  of  Gracias 
society  had  opened  its  doors  to  them  with 
characteristic  hospitality  — the  old-time 
hospitality  of  the  days  of  better  fortune; 
its  spirit  unchanged,  though  the  form  in 
which  it  must  now  manifest  itself  was 
greatly  altered  in  all  save  its  charming 
courtesy,  modestly  unpretending.  Mrs. 
Rutherford  was  a friend  of  Mrs.  Carew’s; 
that  was  enough ; they  were  all  friends  of 
Mrs.  Rutherford  in  consequence.  Mi*s. 
Kirby,  the  active  little  mother  of  Dr.  Regi- 
nald, invited  them  to  dine  with  her.  Mrs. 
Penelope  Moore,  the  rector’s  wife,  though 
seldom  able  to  leave  her  sofa,  did  not  on 
that  account  consider  herself  exempt  from 
the  pleasant  x:)rivilege  of  entertaining 
them.  Madame  Ruiz,  the  mother  of  Man- 
uel, insisted  upon  several  visits  at  her  res- 
idence on  Patricio  Point.  Madame  Giron, 


the  aunt  of  De  Torrez,  came  up  the  Elspi- 
ritu  in  her  broad  old  boat,  rowed  by  four 
negro  boys,  to  beg  them  to  pass  a day  with 
her  at  her  plantation,  which  was  south  of 
East  Angels.  Mrs.  Thorne  did  ivhat  she 
could  in  the  way  of  afternoon  visits  at  her 
old  Spanish  mansion,  with  oranges,  con- 
versation, and  Carlos  Mateo.  And  good 
Betty  Carew  moved  in  and  out  among 
these  gentle  festivities  with  assiduous 
watchfulness  and  gratification,  ready  to 
fill  any  gaps  that  might  present  them- 
selves with  selections  from  her  own  best 
resources.  The  number  of  times  she  in- 
vited her  dearest  Katrina  to  lunch  with 
her,  to  spend  the  day  with  her,  to  pass  the 
evening  with  her,  to  visit  the  orange  groves 
with  her,  to  play  whist,  to  go  andsee  the  rose 
gardens,  and  to  “ bring  over  her  work”  in 
the  morning  and  “sit  on  the  piazza  and 
talk,  ” could  not  be  counted.  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, who  never  had  any  work  be5"ond  the 
holding  of  a fan  sometimes  to  screen  her 
face  from  the  fire  or  sun,  was  amiably 
willing  to  sit  on  the  piazza  (Betty’s)  and 
talk — talk  with  the  same  peculiar  degree 
of  intimacy  which  embroidery  (or  knit- 
ting) and  piazzas,  taken  together,  seem  to 
produce.  Especially  was  she  willing  as, 
without  fail,  about  eleven  o’clock,  Pom- 
pey  appeared  with  a little  tray,  covered 
with  a snowy  old  damask  napkin,  upon 
which  reposed  a small  loaf  of  delicious 
cake,  freshly  baked,  two  saucers  (of  that 
old  blue  china  whose  recent  nicks  owed 
their  origin  to  emancipation),  a glass  dish 
heaped  with  translucent  old-fashioned  pre- 
serves, and  a little  glass  pitcher  of  rich 
cream.  Mrs.  Rutherford  thought  this  ‘ * so 
amusing — at  eleven  o’clock  in  the  morn- 
ing.’* But  it  was  noticed  that  she  never 
refused  it. 

If  Katrina  had  no  work,  Betty  had  it  in 
abundance.  It  was  not  embroidery — un- 
less mending  could  be  called  by  that 
name.  But  Betty  did  not  accomplish  as 
much  as  she  might  have  done,  owing  to 
the  distractions  which  so  continually  be- 
set her.  She  was  perpetually  losing  her 
thimble,  her  needle,  her  thread,  her  scis- 
sors, and  getting  up  to  look  for  the  lost 
articles,  diving  under  chairs  and  tables, 
and  coming  up,  red  in  the  face,  without 
them,  shaking  the  sofa  cushions  and  shak- 
ing herself,  feeling  over  and  over  again  to 
the  very  bottom  of  her  pocket,  in  case  they 
should  have  fallen  in  there.  This  was  not 
so  improbable  as  it  might  have  seemed,  the 
cket  having  a wide  mouth  which  gaped 
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It  was  a deep,  comfortable  pocket,  going 
well  down  below  the  knee,  its  rotund  out- 
line, which  was  visible  beneath  the  skirt 
of  the  gown,  suggestive,  to  the  experienced 
eye,  of  one  or  two  creased  pocket-handker- 
chiefs, a battered  porte-monnaie,a  bunch  of 
keys,  a pencil  with  the  usual  stubby  point 
impossible  to  write  with,  which  a woman’s 
X>encil  always  possesses,  a pocket  pincush- 
ion, a crumpled  letter  or  two,  a spectacle- 
case,  a paper  of  peppermint-drops,  a ball  of 
yarn  and  half  - finished  stocking,  some 
court-plaster,  wafers,  and  one  or  two  pairs 
of  old  gloves. 

The  little  entertainmen tshospitably  giv- 
en for  the  Northern  ladies  succeeded 
each  other  rapidly — so  rapidly  that  Mar- 
garet began  to  fear  lest,  mild  as  they  were 
in  themselves,  they  should  yet  make  some 
inroads  on  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  strength. 

“You  needn’t  be  scairt,  Miss  Margaret,” 
was  Celestine’s  reply  to  this  suggestion,  a 
remote  gleam  of  a smile  lighting  up  for  a 
moment  her  grim  face.  “ A little  gentle- 
men talk  is  strengthen  in’  to  yeraunt 
at  times;  nothin’ more  so.” 

During  these  weeks  Garda  Thorne  had 
manifested  a constantly  increasing  devo- 
tion to  Margaret  Harold.  That,  at  least, 
was  what  they  called  it  in  the  little  circle 
of  Gracias  society,  where  it  was  consider- 
ed quite  an  interesting  development  of 
character.  These  good  friends  said  to  each 
other  that  their  little  girl  was  coming  on, 
that  they  should  soon  be  obliged  to  think  of 
her  as  something  moi^  than  a lovely  child. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  had  another  name  for 
it;  she  called  it  curiosity.  “That  little 
Thorne  girl  (who  is  really  quite  pretty),” 
she  remarked  to  Winthrop,  “seems  to  be 
never  tired  of  looking  at  Margaret,  and  list- 
ening to  what  she  says.  Yet  Margaret 
certainly  says  little  enough  1”  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford was  favorably  inclined  toward  the 
little  Thorne  girl,  as  was  evinced  by  her 
calling  her  “quite  pretty.”  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford never  went  beyond  “quite  pretty”; 
it  was  her  superlative,  as  far  as  young 
girls  were  concerned.  In  fact,  she  did  not 
think  they  could  be  more. 

“You  wish  that  I had  never  sent  for 
that  phaeton  ? Would  you,  then,  deprive 
my  poor  aunt  of  her  drives  ?”  Winthrop 
hs^  said,  in  answer  to  Garda’s  remark. 

“Do  you  care  much  for  your  poor 
aunt  ?”  she  inquired. 

“ I care  a great  deal.” 

“Then  why  do  you  never  drive  out  with 
her?” 


“Ido;  often.” 

“ I have  been  here  every  afternoon  for 
a week,  and  every  afternoon  Margaret  has 
had  to  leave  me,  because  Mrs.  Rutherford 
sends  word  that  the  phaeton  is  ready.” 

“Well,  perhaps  for  the  past  week — ” 

“I  do  not  believe  you  have  been  for 
two;  I do  not  believe  you  have  been  for 
three, ’’pursued  the  girl.  “You  are  willing 
to  go ; probably  you  suppose  you  do  go ; 
but  in  reality  it  is  Margaret,  always  Mar- 
garet. Do  you  know  wdiat  I think  ? — you 
do  not  half  appreciate  Margaret.” 

“ I am  glad  at  least  that  you  do,”  Win- 
throp answered.  “Do  you  pi'efer  that 
step  to  a chair?” 

“ Yes;  for  I ought  to  be  going  back  to 
the  Kirbys’,  and  sitting  here  is  more  like 
it.  Not  that  I mean  to  hurry,  you  know.” 

“It’s pleasant,  staying  with  the  Kirbys, 
isn’t  it?”  said  Winthrop.  He  was  stand- 
ing on  a step  below  hers,  leaning  against 
the  side  of  the  house  in  the  shside. 

“No,” answered  Garda,  “it  isn’t;  that 
is,  it  isn’t  so  pleasant  as  staying  at  home. 
I like  my  own  hammock  best,  and  Carlos 
Mateo  is  funnier  than  any  one  I know. 
But  by  staying  in  town  I can  see  more  of 
Margaret,  and  that  is  what  I care  for  most. 
I don’t  know  how  I can  endure  it  when 
she  goes  away.” 

“You  had  better  persuade  her  not  to 
go,  then.” 

“But  she  must  go,  unless  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford should  take  a fancy  to  stay,  which  is 
not  at  all  probable.  Mrs.  Rutherford 
couldn’t  get  on  without  Margaret  a day.” 

“I  think  you  exaggerate  somewhat  my 
aunt’s  dependence  upon  Mrs.  Harold,”  ob- 
served Winthrop,  after  a moment’s  pause. 

“I  was  waiting  to  hear  you  say  that. 
You  are  all  so  curiously  blind.  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford is  so  handsome  and  agreeable 
that  I like  to  be  in  the  same  room  with 
her;  but  that  does  not  keep  me  from  see- 
ing how  much  has  to  be  done  for  her  con- 
stantly, and  in  her  own  particular  way, 
from  important  things  down  to  the  small- 
est trifles,  and  that  the  person  who  attends 
to  it  all,  keeps  it  all  going,  is — ” 

“ Minerva -Celestine!”  suggested  Win* 
throp. 

‘ ‘ Is  Margaret  Harold . I can  not  i magine 
how  it  is  that  you  do  not  see  it.  But  you 
do  not  any  of  you  comprehend  her — com- 
prehend how  unselfish  she  is,  how  self- 
sacrificing.” 

Winthrops  attention  had  wandered 
away  from  Garda’s  words.  He  did  not 
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care  for  her  opinion  of  Margaret  Harold ; it 
was  not  and  could  not  be  important — the 
opinion  of  a peculiarly  inexperienced 
young  girl  about  a woman  ten  years  older 
than  herself,  a woman,  too,  whose  most 
marked  characteristic,  so  he  had  always 
thought,  was  the  reticence  which  kept 
guard  over  all  her  words  and  actions.  No, 
for  Garda’s  opi  nion  he  d id  not  care.  But  he 
did  care  for  the  wonderful  limpid  truthful- 
ness of  everything  she  said,  for  her  grace 
and  beauty  and  careless  ease.  “ How  in- 
dolent she  is  I”  was  his  present  thought, 
while  she  talked  on  about  Margaret,  her 
eyes  still  watching  the  sea.  “On  these 
old  steps  she  has  taken  the  one  position 
that  is  comfortable.  Yet  she  has  managed 
to  make  it  graceful  as  well.  She  finds  a 
perfect  enjoyment  in  simply  sitting  here 
for  a while,  in  this  soft  air,  looking  at  the 
water;  and  so  here  she  sits,  without  a 
thought  of  doing  anything  else.  At  home, 
it  would  be  the  hammock  and  the  crane. 
So  little  suffices  for  her.  But  she  enjoys 
her  little  more  fully,  she  appreciates  her 
enjoyment  as  it  passes  more  completely, 
than  any  girl  of  her  age,  or,  indeed,  of 
much  more  than  her  age,  whom  I have 
ever  known.  Our  Northern  girls  are  too 
complex  for  that;  they  have  too  many  in- 
terests, too  many  things  to  think  of,  and 
they  require  too  many^also,  to  enjoy  in 
this  simple  old  way.  Perhaps  they  would 
say  they  were  too  conscientious.  But 
here  is  a girl  who  is  hampered,  or  enlarged 
— whichever  you  choose  to  call  it — by  no 
such  conditions,  who  tastes  her  pleasures 
fully,  whatever  they  may  happen  to  be, 
without  questioning  herself  or  them.  But 
though  her  pleasures  are  simple,  her  en- 
joyment of  them  is  rich;  it’s  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a rich  temperament ; many  women 
would  not  know  how  to  enjoy  in  that  way. 
She’s  simple  from  her  very  richness.  But 
she  doesn’t  in  the  least  know  it.  She  has 
never  analyzed  herself,  or  anything  else, 
and  never  will;  she  leaves  analysis  to— 
to  thin  people.”  Thus  he  brought  up, 
with  an  inward  laugh  over  his  outcome. 
His  thoughts,  however,  had  not  been  for- 
mulated in  words,  as  they  have  necessarily 
been  formulated  for  expression  upon  the 
printed  page;  the  various  ideas — though 
they  were  scarcely  distinct  enough  to  mer- 
it that  name  — passed  through  his  con- 
sciousness slowly,  one  by  one,  each  melting 
into  the  next,  without  effort  on  his  own 
part.  The  effort  would  have  been  to  ex- 
press them. 


When  Garda,  after  another  quarter  of 
an  hour's  serene  contemplation  of  the  sea, 
at  length  rose,  he  walked  with  her  down 
the  lane  and  across  the  plaza  to  Mrs.  Kir- 
by’s gate.  Then  he  mounted  his  horse 
and  went  off  for  a ride  over  the  barrens. 

He  continued  to  think  of  the  young 
girl  as  he  rode.  He  found  her  interesting. 
One  of  the  reasons  for  this  probably  was, 
as  has  already  been  mentioned,  that  she 
remained  so  indifferent  to  him.  Her  man- 
ner was  pleasant  enough,  but  Manuel  evi- 
dently amused  her  more,  and  even  De  Tor- 
rez, while  to  be  with  Margaret  Harold 
she  would  turn  her  back  upon  him  with- 
out ceremony;  she  had  repeatedly  done 
so.  Winthrop  asked  himself  whether  it 
could  be  possible  that  he  was  becoming 
annoyed  by  this  indifference,  or  that  he 
was  surprised  by  it.  Certainly  he  had  , 
never  considered  himself  especially  at- 
tractive personally;  if,  therefore,  in  the 
face  of  this  fact,  he  was  guilty  of  surprise, 
it  must  be  that  he  had  breathed  so  long 
that  atmosphere  of  general  approbation 
which  surrounded  him  at  the  North  that 
he  had  learned,  though  unconsciously,  to 
rely  upon  it,  had  ended  by  becoming  com- 
placent, smug  and  complacent,  expectant 
of  appreciation  and  liking. 

The  advantages  which  had  attracted 
this  approving  Northern  atmosphere  were 
now  known  in  Gracias.  And  Garda  re- 
mained indifferent  to  them.  But  that  he 
should  be  surprised  by  this — the  possibil- 
ity was  the  more  annoying  because  he  had 
always  been  sure  that  the  approbation 
was  very  distasteful  to  him,  that  his  dis- 
like for  it  was  sincere.  He  had  never  been 
at  all  amused  by  the  idea  that  he  inspired 
a general  feminine  purring  whenever  his 
name  was  mentioned;  he  had  no  desire  to 
attract  so  much  domestic  and  pussy-like 
praise.  Most  of  all,  he  did  not  like  to  be 
set  down  as  so  extremely  safe.  If  he  were 
safe,  it  was  his  own  affair;  he  certainly 
was  not  cultivating  the  quality  for  the  sake 
of  the  many  excellent  mothei's  who  hap- 
pened to  form  a part  of  his  acquaintance. 

But,  viewed  from  any  maternal  stand- 
point, Evert  Winthrop  was,  and  in  spite  of 
himself,  almost  ideally  safe.  He  was  thir- 
ty-five years  old,  and  therefore  past  the 
uncertainties,  the  vague  hazards  and  dan- 
gers, that  cling  about  youth.  His  record 
of  past  conduct  held  not  a visible  flaw. 

He  had  a large  fortune,  a quarter  of  which 
he  had  inherited,  and  the  other  three- 
quarters  gained  by  his  own  foresight  and 
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talent.  He  had  no  taste  for  speculation, 
was  prudent  and  cool ; he  would  therefore 
be  sure  to  take  excellent  care  of  his  wealth ; 
it  would  not  be  evanescent,  as  so  many 
American  fortunes  had  a way  of  becom- 
ing. He  had  perfect  healthy  and  an  excel- 
lent family  descent  on  both  sides  of  the 
house;  for  what  could  be  better  than  the 
Puritan  Winthrops  on  one  hand,  and  the 
careful,  comfortable  old  Dutch  settlers  of 
New  Amsterdam,  from  whom  his  mother 
came,  on  the  other  ? He  had  a fair  amount 
of  good  looks — one  did  not  have  to  forgive 
him  anything,  physically — and  he  had 
sufiBcient  personal  presence  to  escape  the 
danger  of  being  merely  the  cup,  as  it  were, 
for  the  rich  wine  of  his  own  good  luck. 
Though  quiet  in  manner,  rather  silent,  not 
handsome,  he  was  a man  everybody  re- 
membered. Those  who  were  not  aware  of 
bis  advantages  remembered  him  as  clearly 
as  those  who  knew  them  all.  His  indi- 
viduality was  distinct.  He  had  been  a 
very  good  son ; he  was  now  a very  good 
nephew : these  facts  were  definitely  known 
and  proved.  American  mothers  are  not 
mercenary,  and  it  is  but  just  to  add  that 
this  good  sonship  and  good  nephewship, 
as  well  as  his  good  record  in  other  di- 
rections, had  had  as  much  to  do  with 
the  high  appreciation  that  many  of  them 
had  of  him  as  the  amount  of  his  income. 
He  was,  in  short,  a bright  example  of  a 
person  without  drawbacks.  He  was  a rare 
instance  whose  good  points  it  was  a plea- 
sure to  sum  up.  They  summed  him  up, 
therefore,  joyfully;  they  proclaimed  the 
total;  they  said  everything  that  was  de- 
lightful about  him.  Going  deeper,  they 
were  sure  that  he  had  broken  none  of  the 
commandments.  There  had  been  times 
when  Winthrop  had  almost  felt  like  break- 
ing them  all,  to  get  rid  of  this  rampart  of 
approval ; it  surrounded  him  with  tedious 
softness  like  a rampart  of  down. 

But  there,  again— he  could  not  be  vicious 
simply  to  oblige  these  ladies,  or  rather  to 
disoblige  them ; he  must  be  what  it  seemed 
good  to  him  to  be.  But  he  respectfully 
wished  they  would give  him  more  air. 

Winthrop  was  a fastidious  man,  a man 
by  no  means  easily  pleased.  He  could  not, 
therefore,  always  believe  that  other  people 
were  sincere  when  they  were  so  different 
— so  much  more  readily  pleased  with  him, 
for  instance,  than  he  was  with  them;  for 
he  was  essentially  modest  at  heart.  Though 
obstinate  in  some  of  his  ideas,  he  had  not 
that  assured  opinion  of  himself,  that  solid- 


ly installed  self-approbation,  which  men 
in  his  position  in  America  (possessed  of 
large  fortunes  which  they  have  gained  for 
the  most  part  by  their  own  talent)  are  apt, 
though  often  unconsciously,  to  cherish. 
As  he  was  fastidious,  it  was  no  pleasure  to 
him  to  taste  the  open  advantages  of  his  po- 
sition ; they  were  too  open ; he  did  not  care 
for  things  so  easily  gained.  And  as  he 
was  modest,  he  did  not  believe  in  the  sin- 
cerity of  half  the  attempts  which  were 
made  to  win  his  regard.  He  could  not 
even  take  a jocular  view  of  these  attempts. 
For  though  he  was  not  young,  at  least  not 
youthful,  and  though  he  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  world,  he  was  not  (this 
was  another  of  his  secrets)  hlasi.  He  had 
his  ideal  of  what  the  best  of  life  should  be, 
and  he  kept  it  like  a Madonna  in  its  shrine. 
When,  therefore,  this  ideal  was  pulled  by 
force  from  its  niche,  or,  worse  still,  stepped 
down  of  its  own  accord,  he  was  immensely 
disgusted.  He  felt  a sense  of  personal  in- 
jury, as  if  the  most  precious  feelings  of  his 
nature  had  been  made  common,  had  been 
profaned.  He  had  believed  in  this  woman, 
perhaps,  to  the  extent  of  supposing  her 
sweet  and  womanly ; yet  here  she  was 
thinking — yes,  without  doubt  thinking 
(either  for  herself  or  for  some  one  else)  of 
the  advantages  which  his  position  could 
confer.  That  the  little  advances  she  had 
made  had  been  microscopically  small  only 
made  the  matter  worse:  if  she  had  enough 
of  refinement  to  make  them  so  delicate, 
she  should  have  had  enough  to  not  make 
them  at  all.  It  was  characteristic  of  this 
man  that  he  never  at  such  times  thought 
that  the  offender  might  be  actuated  by  a 
personal  liking  for  himself — himself  apart 
from  this  millstone  of  his  excellent  repu- 
tation and  wealth.  This  was  a feature  of 
the  marked  modesty  that  belonged  to  him. 
A man  less  modest  (that  is,  the  great  ma- 
jority of  men),  placed  in  a position  similar 
to  his,  would  have  been  troubled  by  no 
such  poverty  of  imagination. 

It  must,  however,  be  immediately  added 
that  this  modesty  of  Winthrop’s  was  strict- 
ly one  of  his  inner  feelings,  not  revealed 
to  the  world  at  large.  The  world  never 
suspected  it,  and  b^  no  reason  for  sus- 
pecting it;  it  had,  indeed,  nothing  to  do 
with  the  world;  it  was  a private  attribute. 
To  the  world  he  was  a cool,  quiet  man, 
equally  without  pretensions  and  without 
awkwardnesses.  One  could  not  have  told 
whether  he  thought  well  of  himself— es- 
pecially well— or  not. 
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Why  this  man,  so  fully  belonging  to 
this  busy,  self-asserting  nineteenth  centu- 
ry, should  have  preserved  so  much  humil- 
ity in  the  face  of  all  his  acknowledged 
successes — success  of  fortune,  of  equilib- 
rium, of  knowledge,  of  appreciation  of  the 
best  things  of  life,  of  accomplishment  of 
purpose,  of  self-control — this  would  have 
been,  perhaps,  a question  for  the  student 
of  heredity.  Was  it  a trait  inherited  from 
Puritan  ancestors,  some  shy  Goodman 
Winthrop  of  gentle  disposition,  a man 
not  severe  in  creed  or  demeanor,  nor  firm 
in  exterminating  Indians,  and  therefore 
of  small  consequence  in  his  day  and  com- 
munity, and  knowing  it?  Or  was  it  a 
tendency  inherited  from  some  Dutch  an- 
cestress on  the  maternal  side,  some  sweet 
little  flaxen -haired  great-grandmother, 
who  had  received  in  her  maiden  breast 
one  of  those  deadly  though  unseen  shafts 
— the  shaft  of  slight — from  which  a wo- 
man's heart  never  wholly  recovers  ? 

But  mental  organizations  are  full  of 
contradictions ; looked  at  in  another  way, 
this  deep,  unexpressed,  unknown  humil- 
ity in  Evert  Winthrop's  nature,  under- 
neath his  rather  cold  exterior,  his  keen 
mind  and  vigorous  will,  might  almost 
have  been  called  a pride,  so  high  a de- 
mand did  it  make  upon  life.  For  if  one 
has  not  attractive  powers,  love,  when  it 
does  come,  when  it  is  at  last  believed  in, 
has  a peculiarly  rich  quality : it  is  so  ab- 
solutely one’s  own  I 

The  father  of  Evert  Winthrop,  Andrew 
Winthrop,  was  called  eccentric  during  all 
his  life.  But  it  was  an  eccentricity  which 
carried  with  it  none  of  the  slighting  esti- 
mations which  usually  accompany  the 
term.  Andrew  Winthrop,  in  truth,  had 
been  eccentric  only  in  being  more  learned 
and  more  original  than  his  neighbors; 
perhaps,  also,  more  severe.  He  was  a 
fair  classical  scholar,  but  a still  better 
mathematician,  and  had  occupied  himself 
at  various  times  with  astronomy ; he  had 
even  built  a small  observatory  in  the  gar- 
den behind  his  house.  But  most  of  all 
was  he  interested  in  the  rapid  advance  of 
science  in  general,  the  advance  all  along 
the  line,  which  he  had  lived  to  see:  he  en- 
joyed this  so  much  that  it  was  to  him, 
during  his  later  years,  what  a delicate  dai- 
ly draught  of  the  finest  wine  is  to  an  old 
connoisseur  in  vintages,  whose  strength 
is  beginning  to  fail  him.  He  once  said  to 
his  son : “ The  world  is  at  last  getting  into 
an  intelligible  condition.  My  only  regret 


is  that  I could  not  have  lived  in  the  cen- 
tury which  is  coming,  instead  of  in  the 
one  which  is  passing.  But  I ought  not 
to  complain : I have  at  least  seen  the  first 
rays.  What  should  I have  done  if  my 
lot  had  been  cast  among  the  millions  who 
lived  before  Darwin  ! I should  either 
have  been  a bacchanalian  character,  find- 
ing peace  only  in  the  distractions  of  rev- 
els, or  else  I should  have  fled  to  the  oppo- 
site extreme,  taken  refuge  in  the  sup- 
posed supernatural  influences — probably 
the  so-called  consultations  with  the  devil 
—either  course  one  much  to  be  deplored. 
The  world  has  been  in  the  wilderness.  Ev- 
ert, through  all  the  ages  of  which  w e have 
record.  Now  a clearer  atmosphere  is  at 
hand.  I shall  not  enter  this  promised 
land;  but  I can  see  its  shining  afar  off. 
You,  my  son,  will  enter  in.  Prize  your 
advantages:  they  ai*e  greater  than  those 
enjoyed  by  the  greatest  kings,  the  great- 
est philosophers,  one  hundred  years  ago.” 

This  Puritan  with  a creed,  this  student 
of  science  who  used  more  readily  than  any 
other  the  language  of  the  Bible,  brought 
up  his  only  child  with  studied  simplicity; 
in  all  that  related  to  his  education,  with 
severity.  The  little  boy’s  mother  had 
died  soon  after  his  birth,  and  Andrew 
Winthrop  had  mourned  for  her,  the  young 
wife  who  had  loved  him,  all  the  rest  of  his 
life.  But  in  silence,  almost  in  sternness. 
He  did  not  welcome  sympathy  even  when 
it  came  from  his  wife’s  only  sister,  Mrs. 
Rutherford.  And  he  would  not  give  up 
the  child,  though  the  aunt  had  begged 
that  the  poor  baby  might  be  intrusted  to 
her  for  at  least  the  first  year  of  his  mo- 
therless life;  the  only  concession  he  made 
was  in  allowing  the  old  Episcopal  clergy- 
man who  had  baptized  Gertrude  to  bap- 
tize Gertrude’s  child,  and  in  tacitly  prom- 
ising that  the  boy  should  attend,  if  he 
pleased,  the  Episcopal  Church  when  he 
grew  older,  his  mother  having  been  a de- 
voted Churchwoman.  He  kept  the  child 
with  him  in  the  large,  lonely  New  Eng- 
land house  which  even  Gertrude  Win- 
throp’s  sweetness  had  not  been  able  to 
make  fully  home-like  and  warm.  For  it 
had  been  lived  in  too  long,  the  old  house, 
by  a succession  of  very  estimable  Misses 
Winthrop,  conscientious  old  maids  with 
narrow  chests,  thin  throats,  and  scanty  lit- 
tle knobs  of  gray-streaked  hair  behind — the 
sort  of  good  women  with  whom  the  sense 
of  duty  is  far  keener  than  that  of  comfort, 
and  in  whose  minds  character  is  apt  to  be 
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gauged  by  the  hour  of  getting  up  in  the 
morning*.  There  had  always  been  three 
or  four  Misses  Winthrop  of  this  pattern  in 
each  generation ; they  began  as  daughters, 
passed  into  aunts,  and  then  into  grand- 
aunts, as  nieces,  growing  up,  took  their 
first  positions  from  them.  Andrew  Win- 
throp himself  had  spent  his  childhood 
among  a number  of  these  aunts — aunts 
both  simple  and  “grand.”  But  the  cus- 
tom of  the  family  had  begun  to  change  in 
his  day;  the  aunts  had  taken  to  leaving 
this  earthly  sphere  much  earlier  than 
formerly  (perhaps  because  they  had  dis- 
covered that  they  could  no  longer  attrib- 
ute late  breakfasts  to  total  depravity),  so 
that  when,  his  own  youth  past,  he  brought 
his  Gertrude  home,  there  was  not  one  left; 
they  were  alone. 

The  poor  young  mother,  when  death  so 
soon  came  to  her,  begged  that  the  little  son 
she  was  leaving  behind  might  be  called 
Evert,  after  her  only  and  dearly  loved 
brother,  Evert  Beekman,  who  had  died  not 
long  before.  Andrew  Winthrop  had  con- 
sented. But  he  was  resolved,  at  the  same 
time,  that  no  Beekman,  but  only  Win- 
throp, methods  should  be  used  in  the  edu- 
cation of  the  child.  The  Winthrop  meth- 
ods were  used.  And  with  good  effect. 
But  the  boy  learned  something  of  the 
Beekman  ways,  after  all,  in  the  delightful 
indulgence  and  petting  he  received  from 
his  aunt  Katrina  when  he  went  to  visit 
her  at  vacation  times,  either  at  her  city 
home  or  at  her  old  country  house  on  the 
Sound;  he  learned  it  in  her  affectionate 
words,  in  the  smiling  freedom  from  rules 
and  punishments  which  prevailed  at  both 
places,  in  the  wonderful  toys,  and,  later, 
the  dogs  and  gun,  saddle-horse  and  skiff, 
possessed  by  his  fortunate  cousin  Lanse. 

Andrew  Winthrop  was  not  that  almost 
universal  thing  in  his  day  for  a man  in 
his  position  in  New  England,  a lawyer. 
He  owned  and  carried  on  an  iron  foundry, 
as  his  father  had  done  before  him.  He 
had  begun  with  some  money,  and  he  had 
made  more.  He  knew  that  he  was  rich 
(rich  for  his  day  and  neighborhood) ; but 
save  for  his  good  horses  and  his  observa- 
tory, he  lived  as  though  he  were  poor. 
He  gave  his  son  Evert,  however,  the  best 
education,  according  to  liis  idea  of  what  the 
best  education  consisted  in,  which  money 
and  careful  attention  could  procure.  But 
he  did  not  send  him  to  college,  and  at  six- 
teen the  boy  was  put  regularly  to  work  for 
a part  of  the  day  in  the  iron  foundry,  being 


required  to  begin  at  the  beginning  and  learn 
the  whole  business  practically,  from  the 
keeping  of  books  to  the  proper  mixture  of 
ores  for  the  furnaces — those  f uimaces  which 
had  seemed  to  the  child  almost  as  much 
a part  of  nature  as  the  sunshine  itself^ 
since  he  had  seen  their  red  light  against 
the  sky  at  night  ever  since  he  was  born. 
In  the  mean  time  his  education  in  books 
went  steadily  forward  also,  under  his  fa- 
ther’s eye — a severe  one.  Fortunately  the 
lad  had  sturdy  health,  and  nerves  which 
wei*e  seldom  shaken,  so  that  these  double 
tasks  did  not  break  him  down.  For  one 
thing,  Andrew  Winthrop  never  required, 
or  even  desired,  rapid  progress:  Evert 
might  be  as  slow  as  he  pleased,  if  he  would 
but  be  thorough.  And  thorough  he  was. 
Even  if  he  had  not  been  naturally  inclined 
toward  it,  be  would  have  acquired  it  from 
the  system  which  his  father  had  pursued 
with  him  from  babyhood.  But  he  was 
naturally  inclined  toward  it.  His  know- 
ledge, therefore,  as  far  as  it  went,  was  very 
accurate. 

In  four  years  he  had  made  some  prog- 
ress in  the  secrets  of  several  sorts  of  iron 
and  several  ancient  languages.  In  six, 
he  could  manage  the  foundry  and  the  ob- 
servatory tolerably  well.  In  the  ninth 
year  his  part  of  the  foundry  went  of  it- 
self, or  seemed  to,  under  his  clear-headed 
superintendence,  while  he  ardently  gave 
all  his  free  hours  to  the  studies  in  science, 
in  which  his  father  now  joined,  instead  of 
directing,  as  heretofore.  And  then,  in  the 
tenth  year  of  this  busy,  studious  life,  An- 
drew Winthrop  had  died,  and  the  son  of 
twenty-six  had  found  himself  suddenly 
free  and  alone. 

He  had  never  wished  for  his  freedom; 
he  had  never  thought  about  it;  he  had 
never  realized  that  his  life  was  austere. 
He  had  been  fond  of  his  father,  though 
his  father  had  been  more  intellectually 
interested  in  him  as  a boy — a youth  who 
would  see  in  all  probability  the  fullness  of 
the  new  revelation  of  Science — than  fond 
of  him  in  return.  Andrew  Winthrop’s 
greatest  ambition  liad  been  to  equip  his 
son  so  thoroughly  that  he  would  be  able 
to  take  advantage  of  this  new  light  imme- 
diately, without  any  time  lost  in  bewil- 
derment or  hesitation ; the  ’prentice- work 
would  have  been  all  done.  And  Evert, 
interested  and  busy,  leading  an  active  life 
as  well  as  a studious  one,  had  never  felt 
discontent. 

The  evening  after  the  funeral  he  sat 
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alone  in  the  old  house.  Everything  had 
been  set  in  order  again,  that  painful  order 
which  strikes  first  upon  the  hearts  of  the 
mourners  when  they  return  to  their  deso- 
late home,  an  order  which  seems  to  say: 

All  is  over.  He  is  gone  and  will  return 
to  you  no  more.  You  must  now  take  up 
the  burdens  of  life  again  and  go  forward.” 
The  silent  room  was  lonely.  Evert  read 
awhile,  but  could  not  fix  his  attention ; he 
rose,  walked  about  aimlessly,  then  went  to 
the  window  and  looked  out.  It  was  bit- 
terly cold;  there  was  deep  snow  outside; 
an  icy  wind  swayed  the  boughs  of  a naked 
shuddering  old  elm  which  stood  near  the 
window.  Against  the  dark  sky  to-night 
the  familiar  light  was  not  visible : the  fur- 
naces had  been  shut  down  out  of  respect 
for  the  dead.  For  the  first  time  there 
stirred  in  Evert  Winthrop’s  mind  the  feel- 
ing that  the  cold  was  cruel,  inhuman ; that 
there  was  a conscious  element  in  it;  that 
it  hated  man,  and  was  savage  to  him; 
would  kill  him,  and  did  kill  him  when  it 
could.  The  house  seemed  in  league  with 
this  enemy;  in  spite  of  the  bright  fire  the 
chill  kept  creeping  in,  and  for  the  life  of 
him  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  the  idea 
that  he  ought  to  go  out  and  cover  his  poor 
old  gray-headed  father,  lying  there  help- 
less under  the  snow,  with  something  thick 
and  warm.  He  roused  himself  with  an 
efiPort;  he  knew  that  these  were  unhealthy 
fancies.  He  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
would  go  away  for  a while;  the  under-su- 
perintendent could  see  to  the  foundry  dur- 
ing his  absence,  which  would  not, of  course, 
be  long.  But  the  next  day  he  learned 
that  he  could  remain  away  for  as  long  a 
time  as  he  pleased — he  had  inherited  near- 
ly a million. 

It  was  a great  surprise.  Andrew  Win- 
throp  had  so  successfully  concealed  the 
amount  of  his  fortune  from  his  son  that 
Evert  had  supposed  that  the  foundry,  and 
the  income  th^  came  from  it,  a moderate 
one,  together  with  the  old  house  to  live 
in,  would  be  all.  Andrew  Winthrop’s 
intention  in  this  concealment  had  been  to 
bestow  upon  his  son,  so  far  as  he  could 
during  his  youth,  a personal  knowledge  of 
life  as  seen  from  the  side  of  earning  one’s 
own  living — a knowledge  which  can  nev- 
er be  acquired  at  second-hand,  and  which 
he  considered  inestimable,  giving  to  a man 
juster  views  of  liimself  and  his  fellow-men 
than  anything  else  can. 

In  the  nine  years  that  had  passed  since 
his  fathers  death  Evert  had,  as  has  been 


stated,  quadrupled  the  fortune  be  had  in- 
herited. 

It  was  said — by  the  less  successful— that 
Chance,  Luck,  and  Opportunity  had  all  fa- 
vored him.  It  was  perhaps  Chance  that 
had  led  the  elder  Winthrop  in  the  begin- 
ning to  invest  some  hundreds  of  dollars  in 
wild  lands  on  the  shore  of  Lake  Superior — 
though  even  that  was  probably  foresight. 
But  as  for  Luck,  she  is  generally  nothing 
but  clear-headedness.  And  Opportunity 
offers  herself,  sooner  or  later,  to  almost 
all;  it  is  only  that  so  few  of  us  recognize 
her,  and  take  the  advantages  she  brings. 
Winthrop  had  been  aided  by  two  things; 
one  was  capital  to  begin  with ; the  other  a 
perfectly  untrammelled  position:  he  had 
no  one  to  think  of  but  himself. 

Early  in  the  spring  after  his  father’s 
death  he  journeyed  westward,  lookingafter 
some  property,  and  decided  to  go  to  Lake 
Superior  and  see  that  land  also.  He  al- 
ways remembered  his  arrival.  The  steam- 
er left  him  on  a rough  pier  jutting  out  into 
the  dark  gray  lake ; on  the  shore,  stretch- 
ing east  and  west,  was  pine  forest,  un- 
broken save  where  in  the  raw  clearing, 
dotted  with  stumps,  rose  a few  unpainted 
wooden  houses,  and  the  rough  buildings 
of  the  stamping-mills,  their  great  wooden 
legs  stamping  ponderously  on  iron  ore. 
His  land  was  in  the  so-called  town.  After 
looking  at  it,  he  went  out  to  the  mine 
from  which  the  ore  came;  he  knew  some- 
thing of  ores,  and  had  a fancy  to  see  the 
place.  He  went  on  horseback,  following 
a wagon  track  through  the  wild  forest. 
The -snow  still  lay  in  ^e  hollows;  there 
was  scarcely  a sign  of  spring.  The  mine 
was  at  some  distance,  and  the  road  very 
bad ; but  at  last  he  reached  it.  The  build- 
ings and  machinery  of  the  struggling  little 
company  were  poor  and  insufficient  in  the 
extreme.  But  few  men  were  employed; 
the  superintendent  had  a discouraged  ex- 
pression. But  far  above  this  puny  little 
scratching  at  its  base  rose  *^the  mount- 
ain,” as  it  was  called.  And  it  was  a cliff- 
like hill  of  iron  ore.  One  could  touch  it, 
feel  it;  it  was  veritable,  real.  To  Win- 
throp it  seemed  a striking  picture — the 
great  hill  of  metal,  thinly  veiled  with  a few 
trees,  rising  toward  the  sky,  the  primitive 
forest  at  its  feet,  the  snow,  the  silence,  and 
beyond,  the  sullen  lake  without  a sail. 
The  cliff  was  waiting— it  had  waited  for 
ages;  the  lake  was  waiting  too. 

Winthrop  took  a large  portion  of  his 
fortune  and  put  it  into  this  mine.  A new 
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company  was  formed;  but  he  himself  re- 
mained the  principal  owner,  and  took  the 
direction  of  everything  into  his  own  hands. 
It  was  the  right  moment.  In  addition, 
his  direction  was  brilliant.  For  a time  he 
worked  excessively  hard.  But  all  his  ex- 
pectations were  fulfilled.  By  means  of 
this,  and  one  or  two  other  enterprises  in 
which  he  embarked  with  the  same  mixture 
of  bold  foresight  and  the  most  careful  at- 
tention to  details,  his  fortune  was  largely 
inci*eased. 

When  the  war  broke  out  he  was  abroad 
— his  first  complete  vacation;  he  was  in- 
dulging that  love  for  pictures  which  he 
was  rather  astonished  to  find  that  he  pos- 
sessed. He  came  home,  took  a captain's 
place  in  a company  of  volunteers,  went  to 
the  front,  and  served  throughout  the  war, 
coming  out  at  the  end  with  the  title  of  ma- 
jor— which  he  dmpped.  He  said  that  a man 
who  had  been  so  completely  ignorant  of 
military  affairs  when  he  entered  the  serv- 
ice, and  who  had  only  learned  the  ABC 
as  yet,  one  who  had  not  been  wounded  or 
taken  prisoner,  or  done  anything  remark- 
able to  balance  his  ignorance — such  a man 
had  better  return  entirely  to  civilian  life 
when  tlie  country  no  longer  needed  the 
mere  brute  force  of  his  arm;  he  had  bet- 
ter not  strut  about  in  plumes  that  did  not 
belong  to  him.  The  truth,  however,  was 
tliat  Winthrop  had  been  a very  good  offi- 
cer of  volunteers,  and  that  he  had  used  his 
fortune,  too,  with  the  utmost  generosity 
in  the  same  cause.  Immediately  after  the 
war  he  went  abroad  again.  And  he  had 
come  back  this  second  time  principally  to 
disentangle  from  a web  of  en»barrassments 
the  affairs  of  a cousin  of  his  father's,  Da- 
vid Wintlirop  byname,  whom  he  had  left 
in  charge  of  the  foundry  which  he  had 
once  had  charge  of  himself.  Having 
some  knowledge  of  foundries,  David  was 
to  superintend  this  one,  and  have  a suffi- 
cient share  of  the  profits  to  help  him  main- 
tain his  family  of  eight  sweet,  gentle,  inef- 
ficient daughters,  of  all  ages  from  two  to 
eighteen,  each  with  the  same  abundant 
flaxen  hair  and  pi'etty  blue  eyes,  the  same 
pale  oval  cheeks  and  stooping  shoulders, 
and  a mother  over  them  all  more  ineffi- 
cient and  gentle  and  stooping- shouldered 
still — the  very  sort  of  a quiverful,  as  ill- 
natured  (and  richer)  neighbors  were  apt 
to  remark,  that  such  an  incompetent  crea- 
ture as  David  Winthrop  would  be  sure  to 
possess.  This  cousin  had  been  a trial  to 
VoL.  LXX.-No.  419.-51 


Andrew  Winthrop  all  his  life.  David 
was  a well-educated  man,  and  he  had  a 
most  lovable  disposition.  But  he  had  the 
incurable  habit  of  postponing  (with  the 
best  intentions)  until  another  time  any- 
thing important  which  lay  before  him; 
the  unimportant  things  he  did  quite  cheer- 
ily. If  it  were  but  reading  the  morning's 
paper,  David  would  be  sui’C  to  not  quite 
get  to  the  one  article  which  was  of  conse- 
quence, but  to  read  all  the  others  first  in 
his  slow  way,  deferring  that  one  to  a more 
convenient  season  when  he  could  give  to 
it  his  best  attention:  of  course  the  more 
convenient  Reason  never  came.  Mixed 
with  this  constant  procrastination  there 
was  a personal  activity  which  was  amus- 
ingly misleading.  Leaving  the  house  in 
the  morning,  David  would  walk  to  his 
foundry,  a distance  of  a mile,  with  the 
most  rapid  step  possible  which  was  not  a 
run ; the  swing  of  his  long  arms,  the  slight 
frown  of  preoccupation  from  business  cares 
(it  must  have  been  that),  would  have  led 
any  one  to  believe  that,  once  his  office 
reached,  this  man  would  devote  himself 
to  his  work  with  the  greatest  energy, 
would  make  every  moment  tell.  But 
once  his  office  reached,  this  man  devoted 
himself  to  nothing,  that  is,  to  nothing  of 
importance.  He  arrived  breathless,  and 
hung  up  his  hat.  He  rubbed  his  hands, 
and  walked  about  the  room.  He  glanced 
over  the  letters,  and  made  plans  for  an- 
swering them,  pleasing  himself  with  the 
idea  of  the  vigorous  things  he  should  say, 
and  changing  the  form  of  his  proposed 
sentences  in  his  own  mind  more  than 
once ; for  David  wrote  a very  good  letter, 
and  was  proud  of  it.  Then  he  sharpened 
all  the  pencils  industriously,  taking  pains 
to  give  each  one  a very  fine  point.  He 
jotted  down  in  neat  figures  with  one  of 
them  little  sums — sums  which  had  no  con- 
nection with  the  foundry,  however,  but 
concerned  themselves  with  something  he 
had  read  the  night  before,  x>erhaps,  as  the 
probable  population  of  London  in  a.d. 
1966,  or  the  estimated  value  of  a ton  of 
coal  in  the  year  2000.  Then  he  would  do 
a little  work  on  his  plan  (David  made 
beautiful  plans)  for  the  house  which  he 
hoped  some  day  to  build.  And  he  would 
stare  out  of  the  window  by  the  hour,  see- 
ing nothing  in  particular,  but  having  the 
vague  idea  that  as  he  was  in  his  office, 
and  at  his  desk,  he  was  attending  to  busi- 
ness as  other  men  attended  to  it:  what 
else  was  an  office  for  ? 
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Evert,  as  a boy,  had  always  felt  an  in- 
terest in  this  whimsical  cousin,  who  came 
every  now  and  then  to  see  his  father,  with 
some  new  enterprise  (David  was  strong 
in  enterprises)  to  consult  him  about — an 
enterprise  which  was  infallibly  to  bring 
in  this  time  a large  amount  of  money. 
But  this  time  was  never  David’s  time. 
And  in  the  mean  time  his  daughters  con- 
tinued to  appear  and  grow.  Evert,  left 
master,  had  had  more  faith  in  David  than 
his  father  had  had.  Or  perhaps  it  was 
more  charity;  for  his  cousin  had  always 
been  a source  of  refreshment  to  him — this 
humorous,  sweet-tempered  man,  who,  with 
his  gray-sprinkled  hair  and  thin  temples, 
his  well  - known  incompetency,  and  his 
helpless  family  behind  him,  ha'd  yet  no 
more  care  on  his  face  than  a child  has,  not 
half  so  much  as  Evert  himself,  with  his 
youth  and  health,  his  success  and  his  for- 
tune, to  aid  him.  But,  curiously  enough, 
David  was  quite  well  aware  of  his  own 
faults;  his  appreciation  of  them,  indeed, 
had  given  him  a manner  of  walking  slight- 
ly sidewise,  his  right  shoulder  and  right 
leg  a little  behind,  as  though  conscious  of 
their  master  s inefficiency  and  ashamed  of 
it.  For  the  same  reason  he  chronically 
hung  his  head  a little  as  lie  walked,  and, 
if  addressed,  looked  off  at  a distance  mild- 
ly instead  of  at  the  person  who  was  speak- 
ing to  him.  But  though  thus  conscious 
generally  of  his  failings,  David  was  never 
beyond  a sly  joke  about  them  and  himself. 
It  was  the  way  in  which  he  laughed  over 
these  jokes  (they  were  always  good  ones) 
which  had  endeai*ed  him  to  his  younger 
cousin;  there  was  such  a delightful  want 
of  worldly  wdsdom  about  the  man. 

Having  disentangled  David,  refunded 
his  losses,  and  set  him  going  again  in  a 
small  way.  Evert  had  come  southward. 
He  would  have  preferred  to  go  back  to 
Europe  for  a tour  in  Spain;  but  he  felt 
sui*e  that  David  would  entangle  himself 
afresh  before  long  (David  had  the  most 
inscrutable  ways  of  entangling  himselO, 
and  that,  unless  he  were  willing  to  con- 
tinually refund,  he  would  do  better  to  re- 
main within  call,  at  least  for  the  present. 
In  the  early  spring  another  relative  on  his 
father's  side,  a third  cousin,  was  to  add 
himself  to  the  partnership,  and  this  young 
man.  Evert  hoped,  would  not  only  man- 
age the  foundry  and  benefit  himself,  but 
manage  David  as  well.  When  once  this 
arrangement  had  been  effected,  the  owner 
of  the  foundry  would  be  free. 


All  this  was  very  characteristic  of  Ev- 
ert Winthrop.  He  could  easily  have  giv- 
en up  all  business  enterprises;  he  could 
have  invested  his  money  safely  and  wash- 
ed his  hands  of  that  sort  of  care.  To  a 
certain  extent  he  had  done  this;  but  he 
wished  to  help  David,  and  so  he  kept  the 
foundry;  ho  wished  to  help  two  or  three 
other  persons,  and  so  he  retained  some 
other  interests.  This,  at  least,  was  what 
he  said  to  himself.  And  it  was  true.  Yet 
the  foundations  lay  deeper — lay  in  the  fact 
that  he  had  been  l^rn  into  the  world  with 
a heavy  endowment  of  energy.  Quiet  as 
he  appeared,  he  had  more  than  he  knew' 
what  to  do  with,  and  was  obliged  to  find 
occupation  for  it.  During  boyhood  this 
energy  had  gone  into  the  double  tasks  of 
education  in  books  and  in  iron  which  his 
father  had  imposed  upon  him.  In  young 
manhood  it  had  gone  into  the  scientific 
studies  in  which  his  father  had  shared. 
Later  had  come  the  brilliant  crowded 
years  of  the  far-seeing  conception  and 
vigorous  execution  which  had  given  him 
his  largely  increased  wealth.  Then  the 
war  occupied  him:  it  occupied  fifty  mill- 
ion of  other  people  as  well.  After  it  was 
over  ho  had  gone  abroad  a second  time, 
and  had  not  been  an  idle  traveller,  though 
always  a tranquil  one. 

The  truth  was,  he  could  not  lead  a pure- 
ly contemplative  life.  It  was  not  that  he 
desired  to  lead  such  a life,  or  that  he  ad- 
mired it;  it  w^as  simply  that  he  knew  he 
should  never  be  able  to  do  it,  even  if  he 
should  try,  and  the  impossibility,  as  usual, 
tempted  him.  There  must  be  something 
very  charming  in  it  (that  is,  if  one  had  no 
duties  which  forbade  it),  this  full,  passive, 
receptive  enjoyment  of  anything  delight- 
ful, a fine  picture,  for  instance,  or  a beau- 
tiful view^  the  sunshine,  the  sea;  even  the 
angler’s  contented  quiescence  on  a green 
bank  w^as  part  of  it.  These  pleasures  he 
knew  he  could  never  have  in  their  full 
sweetness,  though  he  could  imagine  them 
perfectly,  even  acutely.  It  was  not  that 
he  was  restless;  he  was  the  reverse.  It 
was  not  that  he  liked  violent  exercise, 
violent  action ; he  liked  nothing  violent. 
But,  instead  of  sitting  in  the  sunshine,  his 
instinct  w^as  to  get  a good  horse  and  ride 
in  it;  instead  of  lounging  beside  a blue 
sea,  he  liked  better  to  be  sailing  a yacht 
over  it  ; instead  of  sitting  contemplatively 
on  a green  bank,  holding  a fishing-rod,  he 
would  be  more  apt  to  shoulder  a gun  and 
w^alk,  contemplatively  too,  perhaps,  for 
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long  miles,  in  pursuit  of  game.  In  all 
this  he  was  thoroughly  American. 

He  had  a great  love  for  art,  and  a strong 
love  for  beauty,  which  his  studies  in  math- 
ematics and  science  had  never  in  the 
least  deadened.  He  did  very  much  as  he 
pleased  on  all  occasions.  But  as  he  did  it 
tranquilly,  and  as  he  attended,  when  ne- 
cessary, to  the  usual  little  social  duties 
with  tolerable  promptitude,  the  freedom 
he  allowed  himself  was  not  particularly 
noticed,  was  not  deemed  aggressive.  As 
regarded  determination,  he  was  a very 
strong  man.  But  he  was  so  quiet  and 
calm  that  it  was  only  when  one  came  in 
conflict  with  him  that  his  strength  was 
perceived.  And  there  were  not  many 
occasions  for  coming  in  conflict  with  him 
now:  he  was  no  longer  directing  large 
enterprises.  As  to  private  life,  he  was 
not  in  the  habit  of  advancing  dogmatic 
opinions  for  the  rest  of  the  world  to  ac- 
cept ; he  left  that  to  the  people  of  one  idea. 

On  the  present  occasion  he  rode  over 
the  pine-barrens  for  miles,  every  now  and 
then  enjoying  a brisk  gallop.  After  some 
time  he  saw  a phaeton  at  a distance,  moving 
apparently  at  random  over  the  green  waste. 
But  he  had  learned  enough  of  the  barrens 
by  this  time  to  know  that  it  was  follow- 
ing a i*oad — a road  which  he  could  not  see. 
There  was  only  one  phaeton  in  Gracias, 
the  one  he  himself  had  sent  for;  he  rode 
across,  therefore,  to  speak  to  his  aunt. 

Slie  was  returning  with  Margaret  from 
her  drive,  and  looked  very  comfortable, 
with  a cushion  behind  her  and  a light  rug 
over  her  lap ; balancing  gracefully  a large 
lace-trimmed  parasol,  she  leaned  back  in 
the  low  carriage,  breathing  in  the  soft  air, 
her  eyes  nearly  closed. 

“I  enjoy  these  drives  so  much,”  she 
said  to  her  nephew  in  her  agreeable  voice. 
“The  barrens  themselves,  to  be  sure,  can 
not  be  called  beautiful,  though  I believe 
Margaret  maintains  that  they  have  a fas- 
cination of  some  sort;  but  the  air  is  cer- 
tainly delicious.” 

“ Do  your  eally  find  them  fascinating  ?” 
said  Winthrop  to  Margaret. 

“Extremely  so.  I drive  over  them  for 
miles  every  day,  yet  never  want  to  come 
in ; I always  want  to  go  further.” 

“Oh,  well,  there’s  an  end  to  them  some- 
where, I suppose,”  remarked  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford. “The  whole  State  isn’t  so  very 
broad,  you  know.  You  would  come  out 
at  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.” 

“ I don’t  want  to  come  out,”  said  Mar- 


garet; “I  want  to  stay  in.  I want  to 
drive  here  forever.” 

“We  shall  wake  some  fine  morning 
and  find  you  gone,”  said  Mrs.  Rutherford, 
“like  the  girl  in  the  ‘ Dismal  Swamp,’  you 
know: 

* Away  to  the  Dismal  Swamp  she  speeds ; 

Her  path  was  rugged  and  sore’  ” — 

“ * Through  tangled  juniper,  beds  of  reeds, 

And  many  a fen  where  the  serpent  feeds, 
And  man  never  trod  before,’  ” 

added  Winthrop,  finishing  the  quotation. 
“ The  last  is  not  true  of  the  barrens,  how- 
ever, for  man  has  trod  here  pretty  exten- 
sively.” 

“You  mean  Indians,”  said  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, rather  as  though  they  were  not 
men,  as  indeed  she  did  not  think  they 
were.  She  yawned,  tapping  her  lips  two 
or  three  times  during  the  process  with  her 
delicately  gloved  hand,  as  people  will,  un- 
der the  impression,  apparently,  that  they 
are  concealing  the  sign  of  fatigue.  Mrs. 
Rutherford’s  yawn,  however,  was  not  a 
sign  of  fatigue;  it  was  an  indication  of 
sheer  bodily  content.  The  soft  air  and  the 
lazy  motion  of  the  phaeton  were  so  agree- 
able to  her  that,  if  she  had  been  imagina- 
tive, she  would  have  declared  that  the 
Lotus-eaters  must  have  yawned  perpetual- 
ly, and  that  Florida  was  evidently  the 
land  of  their  abode.  Margaret  said  no 
more.  Her  little  speech  about  the  bar- 
rens had  been  made  with  a good  deal  of 
earnestness;  but  now  she  remained  silent, 
giving  her  attention  to  her  driving, 
though  in  truth  it  required  little  skill,  so 
even  was  the  gently  winding  road,  so  un- 
ambitious the  large  old  horse. 

“You  look  too  comfortable  to  talk. 
Aunt  Katrina,”  said  Winthrop,  amused 
by  the  drowsy  tones  of  her  voice.  “ I 
think  you  would  rather  be  rid  of  me.  I 
will  go  off  and  have  one  more  gallop,  and 
be  home  before  you.” 

Mrs.  Rutherford  smiled  an  indolent 
good-by ; Margaret  Harold  looked  straight 
before  her.  Winthrop  turned  off  to  the 
right,  and  was  soon  lost  to  view. 

He  pulled  up  after  a w’hile,  and  let  his 
horse  walk  slowly  along  the  trail.  He 
was  thinking  of  Margaret  Harold.  He 
was  always  seeing  her;  it  could  not  be 
otherwise  so  long  as  she  continued  to  live 
with  his  aunt;  but  he  was  convinced  that 
he  could  never  like  her,  and  what  he  was 
thinking  of  now  was  whether  she  had 
perceived  that  he  could  not.  He  was 
scrupulously  civil  to  her,  and  always  had 
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been;  but  he  was  aware  that  he  had  a 
habit  of  abstracting  himself,  as  it  were, 
whenever  she  began  to  speak  with  any- 
thing like  enthusiasm.  And  if  she  had 
happened  to  select  a subject  in  which  he 
was  interested,  if  she  had  happened  to 
bring  up  any  of  the  things  he  especially 
cared  for — places,  people,  books,  pictures, 
or  even  opinions  which  were  much  to 
him — he  was  conscious  that  he  abstracted 
himself  more  and  more,  that  his  impas- 
siveness became  rather  wooden;  for  he 
would  not  admit  her  to  any  community  in 
the  dear  and  precious  things  of  his  life.  If 
she  liked  these  things,  well  and  good; 
they  were  open  to  all.  But  she  must  like 
tliem  by  herself,  or  with  other  acquaint- 
ances (there  was  nothing  to  prevent  her 
having  as  many  of  these  as  she  pleased) ; 
it  should  not  be,  at  least,  with  him  that 
she  should  enter  in.  So.  he  grew  im- 
pervious when  she  talked,  as  though  his 
intellectual  epidermis  had  been  turned 
into  an  opaque  substance,  like  an  oyster 
shell.  He  was  always  careful,  however, 
that  no  one  should  notice  this;  it  was  no 
part  of  his  intentioq  to  let  people  see  that 
he  did  not  like  Margai^et  Harold. 

But  had  Margaret  herself  noticed  it? 
That  was  what  he  was  thinking  of  now. 
He  could  not  be  sure  whether  she  had  or 
not;  she  was  not  easy  to  I’ead.  Just  no\jr, 
for  instance,  when  she  had  begun  to  speak 
of  the  pine-barrens, ^and  to  speak  with  (for 
her)  a good  deal  of  warmth,  had  he  not 
perhaps  had  something  to  do  with  her 
falling  into  complete  silence  immediately 
afterward  ? He  had  answered,  of  course ; 
he  had  done  what  was  necessary  to  keep 
up  the  conversation;  he  always  did  that; 
still,  perhaps  she  had  seen — perhaps — 
Well,  he  could  not  help  it  if  she  had,  or 
rather  he  did  not  care  to  help  it.  What- 
ever she  might  be  besides,  quiet,  well- 
bred,  cultivated,  a devoted  niece  to  his 
aunt,  she  was  still  in  his  opinion  so  com- 
pletely, so  essentially  wrong  in  some  of 
her  ideas,  and  these  in  a woman  the  most 
important,  that  his  feeling  toward  her  at 
heart  was  one  of  sternest  disapproval ; it 
could  not  be  otherwise.  And  she  held  so 
obstinately  to  her  mistakes ! That  was 
the  woi’st  of  her— her  obstinacy;  it  was 
so  tranquil  and  unmoved.  It  was  found- 
ed, of  course,  upon  her  thick  self-esteem 
— a very  usual  foundation  for  tranquil- 
lity ! No  doubt  Lanse  had  required  for- 
giveness, and  even  a great  deal  of  for- 
giveness ; there  had,  indeed,  been  no  pe- 


riod of  Lanse’s  life  when  he  had  not  made 
large  demands  on  this  quality  from  those 
who  wei'e  nearest  him.  But  was  it  not  a 
wife’s  part  to  forgive  ? And  if  Margaret 
had  been,  too,  the  sort  of  wife  she  should 
have  been,  Lanse  himself  would  have 
turned  out  better.  He  could  have  been 
led  by  his  affections,  probably,  his  better 
side;  it  had  always  been  so  with  Lanse. 
But  instead  of  trying  to  induence  him  in 
that  way,  this  wife  had  set  herself  up  in 
opposition  to  him — the  very  last  thing  he 
would  stand.  She  had  probably  been 
narrow  in  the  beginning,  narrow  and 
punctilious.  Later  she  had  been  shocked ; 
then  had  hardened  in  it.  She  was  evi- 
dently a cold  woman ; in  addition,  she 
was  self-righteous,  self-complacent.  Such 
women  were  always  perfectly  satisfied 
with  themselves;  they  had  excellentTea- 
sons  for  everything.  Of  coui'se  she  had 
never  loved  her  husband;  if  she  had 
loved  him  she  could  not  have  left  him  so 
easily,  vrithin  a few  months — less  than  a 
year — after  their  marriage.  And  though 
seven  years  had  now  passed  since  that 
separation,  she  had  never  once,  so  far  as 
Winthrop  knew,  sought  to  return  to  him, 
or  asked  him  to  return  to  her. 

The  marriage  of  Lansing  Harold  and 
Margaret  Cruger  had  taken  place  while 
Winthrop  was  abroad.  When  he  came 
home  soon  afterward,  at  the  breaking  out 
of  the  war,  he  found  that  the  young  wife 
of  nineteen  had  left  her  husband,  had  re- 
turned to  live  with  Mrs.  Rutherford,  with 
whom  she  had  lived  for  a short  time  be- 
fore her  marriage.  She  had  come  to  Mrs, 
Rutherford  upon  the  death  of  her  grand- 
mother, Mrs.  Cruger.  Tliis  aunt  by  mar- 
riage was  now  her  nearest  relative,  and 
this  aunt’s  house  was  to  be  her  home.  To 
this  home  she  had  now  returned,  and  here 
it  was  that  Evert  first  made  her  acquaint- 
ance. Lanse,  meanwhile,  had  gone  to 
Italy. 

There  had  been  no  legal  separation, 
Mrs.  Rutherford  told  him ; probably  there 
never  would  be  one,  for  Margaret  did  not 
approve  of  them.  Lanse,  too,  would  prob- 
ably disapprove:  they  were  well  matched 
in  their  disapprovals  I It  was  not  known 
by  society  at  large,  Mrs,  Rutherfoid  con- 
tinued, that  tliere  had  been  any  irrevoca- 
ble disagreement  between  the  two;  soci- 
ety at  large  probably  supposed  it  to  be 
one  of  those  cases,  so  common  nowadays, 
where  husband  and  wife,  being  both  very 
fond  of  travelling,  have  discovered  that 
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they  enjoy  their  travels  more  when  sepa- 
rated than  when  together,  as  (unless  there 
happens  to  be  a really  princely  fortune) 
individual  tastes  are  so  apt  to  be  sacrificed 
in  travelling,  on  one  side  or  the  other; 
and  one  must  be  very  amiable  to  stand 
that.  In  this  case,  very  likely,  neither 
person  was  amiable.  Mr.  Harold,  there- 
fore, was  now  seeing  Italy  and  the  East. 
When  he  returned,  probably  Mrs.  Harold 
would  go. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  further  added  that  her 
listener,  Winthrop,  was  not  to  suppose 
that  Margaret  herself  had  ever  discussed 
these  subjects  with  her,  or  had  ever  dis- 
cussed Lanse.  His  name  was  never  men- 
tioned by  his  wife;  and  when  she,  the 
aunt,  mentioned  it,  her  words  were  re- 
ceived in  silence;  there  was  no  reply. 

“I  consider,”  continued  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, warming  with  her  subject — “I  con- 
sider Margaret’s  complete  silence  the  most 
extraordinary  thing  I have  ever  known 
in  my  life.  Living  with  me  as  shd  has 
done  all  these  years,  shouldn’t  you  sup- 
pose, wouldn’t  any  one  suppose,  that  at 
some  time  or  other  she  would  have  talked 
it  over  with  me,  given  me  some  explana- 
tion, no  matter  how  one-sided — would  have 
tried  to  justify  herself  ? Very  well,  then, 
she  never  has.  From  first  to  last,  in  an- 
swer to  my  inquiries  (for  of  course  I have 
made  them),  she  has  only  said  that  she 
would  rather  not  talk  atout  it,  that  the 
subject  was  painful  to  her.  Painful  1 I 
wonder  what  she  thinks  it  is  to  me  I She 
makes  me  perfectly  miserable,  Evert — ^per- 
fectly miserable.” 

* ‘ Yet  you  keep  her  with  you,”  answered 
Winthrop,  not  taking  Mrs.  Harold’s  side 
exactly,  but  the  side  of  justice,  perhaps, 
for  he  had  seen  how  much  his  aunt’s  com- 
fort and  tranquillity  depended  upon  Mar- 
garet’s attentions,  though  he  was  not  pre- 
pared to  admit  that  they  depended  upon 
them  entirely,  as  Garda  Thorne  later  had 
declared. 

“Yes,”  responded  Mrs.  Rutherford,  “I 
keep  her  with  me,  as  you  say.  But  my 
house  was  really  her  home,  you  know,  be- 
fore her  marriage,  and  of  course  it  is  quite 
the  best  place  for  her  now,  as  things  are. 
If  she  will  not  remain  with  her  husband, 
at  least  her  continuing  to  live  always  with 
her  husband’s  aunt,  his  almost  mother,  is 
the  next  best  thing  that  could  be  arranged 
for  her.  Appearances  are  preserved,  you 
know.  And  Margaret  has  a great  regard 
for  appeamnces.” 


“Possibly  too  great,”  Winthrop  an- 
swered. But  his  sarcasm  was  not  intend- 
ed to  apply  to  the  wife’s  regard  for  appear- 
ances— he  also  liad  a great  regard  for  ap- 
pearances—it  was  intended  to  apply  to  the 
wife  herself.  His  idea  of  her  vras  that  she 
had  argued  it  all  out  carefully  in  her  own 
mind  (she  was  not  a person  who  acted  on 
impulse),  and  had  taken  her  stand  upon 
what  she  considered  irrefragable  grounds. 
In  other  words,  she  had  sat  apart  and 
judged  her  husband.  Instead  of  trying 
to  win  him  or  to  keep  him,  she  had  made 
little  rules  for  him  probably,  and  no  doubt 
very  good  little  rules  of  their  kind;  but 
Lanse  had  of  course  broken  them ; he 
wasn’t  a man  for  rules.  A nian  of  his 
age,  too,  would  hardly  keep  the  rules  made 
by  a girl  of  nineteen.  After  repeated 
breakage  of  all  her  well-regulated  little 
canons,  she  had  withdrawn  herself  and 
kept  aloof.  She  had  held  herself  superior 
to  him,  and  had  let  him  see  that  she  did. 
Winthrop  could  imagine  the  effect  of  all 
this  upon  Lanse. 

But  no  matter  what  Lanse  had  done 
that  annoyed  her  (and  it  was  highly  prob- 
able that  he  had  done  a good  deal),  her 
duty  as  a wife,  in  Winthrop’s  opinion, 
clearly  was,  and  would  to  the  end  of  time 
continue,  to  remain  with  her  husband — 
not  to  leave  him,  so  long  as  he  would  al- 
low her  to  stay,  unless  her  life  or  the  wel- 
fare of  her  children  should  be  in  actual 
danger:  that  was  what  marriage  meant. 
The  welfare  of  children  included  a great 
deal,  of  course.  He  held  that  a wife  was 
justified  in  separating  them  fi*ora  a father 
whose  influence  was  injurious.  But  in 
this  case  there  had  been  no  questions  of 
the  sort:  Lanse  was  not  brutal,  and  there 
were  no  children  to  think  of.  There  was, 
indeed,  nothing  very  wrong  about  Lanse 
save  that  he  was  self-willed,  and  did  quite 
as  he  pleased  on  all  occasions.  But  what 
he  did  was,  after  all,  nothing  very  terri- 
ble, and  he  was  willing  that  other  people 
should  do  quite  as  they  pleased  also:  he 
was  not  a petty  tyrant.  But  this  state  of 
things  had  not  satisfied  his  wife,  who  wish- 
ed other  people,  her  husband  first  of  all,  to 
do  as  she  pleased.  Why?  Because  she 
was  al  ways  sure  that  she  was  right.  This 
slender,  graceful  woman  with  the  dark 
blue  eyes  and  clear  low  voice  had  a will  as 
strong  as  her  husband’s.  She  had  found, 
probably,  that  her  tranquillity  and  what 
she  called  her  dignity — ^both  inexpressibly 
dear  to  her — were  constantly  endangered, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


796 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


and  even  at  times  shattered,  by  this  un- 
manageable husband,  who  paid  not  the 
slightest  heed  to  all  her  little  axioms  as  to 
what  was  “right”  and  “not  right,”  what 
was  “usual”  (Lanse  was  never  usual)  and 
“not  usual,” but  strode  through  and  over 
them  as  though  they  did  not  exist.  His 
course,  indeed,  made  it  almost  impossible 
for  her  to  preserve  unbroken  that  serenity 
of  temper  which  was  her  highest  aspira- 
tion, for  she  was  exactly  the  woman  to 
have  an  ideal  of  that  sort,  and  to  endea- 
vor determinedly  to  live  up  to  it.  It  was 
not  at  all  improbable  that  she  offered  her 
prayers  to  that  effect  every  night. 

All  this  was  a very  harsh  estimate. 
But  Winthrop’s  beliefs  on  these  subjects 
were  rooted  in  the  deepest  convictions  he 
possessed.  Such  a character  as  the  one  he 
attributed  to  Margaret  Harold  was  to  him 
insufferable.  He  could  endure  very  easily 
a narrow  mind,  if  with  it  there  was  a warm 
heart  and  unselfish  disposition ; but  a nar- 
row mind  combined  with  a cold,  unmoved 
nature  and  impregnable  self-conceit — this 
seemed  to  him  a combination  that  made 
a woman  (it  was  always  a woman)  simply 
odious. 

These  things  all  passed  through  his 
mind  again  as  he  rode  over  the  barrens. 
He  recalled  Lanse's  handsome  ffice  as  he 
used  to  see  it  in  childhood.  Lanse  was 
five  years  older  than  the  little  Evert,  tall, 
strong,  full  of  life,  a^iero  to  the  lad  from 
New  England,  who  was  brave  enough  in 
his  way,  but  who  had  not  been  encour- 
aged in  boldness,  nor  praised  when  he  had 
been  lawless  and  daring.  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford had  a phrase  about  Lanse— that  he 
was  “just  like  all  the  Harolds.”  The 
Harolds,  in  truth,  were  a handsome  race. 
They  all  resembled  each  other,  though 
some  of  them  were  not  so  handsome  as  the 
rest.  A good  many  of  them  had  married 
their  cousins.  They  were  tall  and  broad- 
shouldered,  well  made,  but  inclined  to 
portliness  toward  middle  age.  They  had 
good  features,  the  kind  of  very  well  cut 
outline,  with  short  upper  lip  and  full  low- 
er one,  whose  fault,  if  it  has  a fault,  is  a 
tendency  to  blankness  of  expression  after 
youth  is  past.  Their  hair  was  very  dark, 
almost  black,  and  they  had  thick  brown 
beards  of  rather  a lighter  hue — beards 
which  they  kept  short.  Their  eyes  were 
beautiful  dark  brown,  animated,  with  yel- 
low lights  in  them.  Their  complexions 
had  a rich  darkness,  with  strong  ivory 
tints  beneath.  They  had  an  appearance 


of  looking  over  the  heads  of  everybody 
else,  which,  among  many  noticeable  things 
about  them,  was  the  most  noticeable — it 
was  so  entirely  natural.  Because  it  was 
so  natural  nobody  had  tried  to  analyze  it, 
to  find  out  of  what  it  consisted.  The  Har- 
olds were  tall ; but  it  was  not  their  height. 
They  were  broad-shouldered;  but  there 
were  men  of  the  same  mould  everywhere. 
It  was  not  that  they  expanded  their  chests 
and  threw  their  heads  back,  so  that  their 
eyes,  when  cast  down,  rested  upon  a pro- 
jecting expanse  of  shirt  front,  with  the 
watch  chain  far  in  advance;  the^ Harolds 
had  no  such  airs  of  inflated  frog.  They 
stood  straight  on  their  feet,  but  nothing 
more;  their  well-moulded  chins  were  rath- 
er drawn  in  than  thrust  out;  they  never 
posed;  there  was  never  any  trace  of  atti- 
tude. Yet,  in  any  large  assemblage,  if 
there  were  any  of  them  present,  they  were 
sure  to  have  this  appearance  of  looking 
over  other  people’s  heads.  It  was  accom- 
panied by  a careless,  good-humored,  un- 
pretending ease,  which  was  almost  benev- 
olent, and  which  was  strikingly  different 
from  the  self-assertive  importance  of  more- 
nervous  (and  smaller)  men. 

As  a family  the  Harolds  had  not  been 
loved ; they  were  too  self-willed  for  that. 
But  they  were  witty.  They  could  be 
agreeable.  In  houseswhere  it  pleased  them 
to  be  witty  and  agreeable,  they  were  the 
most  welcome  of  guests.  The  small  things 
of  life,  what  they  called  the  “details,”  the 
tiresome  little  cares  and  responsibilities, 
annoyances,  engagements,  and  complica- 
tions, these  they  shed  from  themselves  as 
a shaggy  dog  sheds  water  from  his  coat — 
they  shook  them  off.  People  who  did  not 
love  them  (and  these  were  many)  remarked 
that  this  was  all  very  pretty,  but  that  it 
was  also  very  selfish.  The  Harolds,  if  their 
attention  had  been  called  to  it,  would  have 
considered  the  adjective  as  another  of  the 
“ details,”  and  would  have  shaken  that  off 
also. 

Mrs.  Rutherford  in  her  youth  never 
could  help  admiring  the  Harolds  (there 
were  a good  many  of  them,  almost  all 
men;  there  was  but  seldom  a daughter) ; 
when,  therefore,  her  sister  Hilda  married 
Lansing  of  the  name,  she  had  an  odd  sort 
of  pride  in  it,  although  everybody  said 
that  Hilda  would  not  be  happy : the  Har- 
olds seldom  made  good  husbands.  It  was 
not  that  they  were  harassing  or  brutal; 
they  were  simply  supremely  inattentive. 
In  this  case,  however,  there  had  been  lit- 
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tie  opportunity  to  verify  or  prove  false  the 
expectation,  as  both  Lansing  Harold  and 
his  wife  had  died  within  two  years  after 
their  marriage,  the  wife  last,  leaving  (as 
her  sister,  Mrs.  Winthrop,  did  later)  a son 
but  a few  days  old.  The  small  Lansing 
was  adopted  by  his  aunt.  Through  child- 
hood he  was  a noble-looking  little  fellow, 
never  governed  or  taught  to  govern  him- 
self. He  grew  rapidly  into  a large, manly 
lad,  active  and  strong,  fond  of  out-of  door 
sports,  and  excelling  in  them,  having  the 
quick  wit  of  his  family,  which,  however 
(like  them),  he  was  not  inclined  to  bestow 
upon  all  comers  for  their  entertainment; 
he  preferred  to  keep  it  for  his  own. 

^ert  remembered  with  a smile  the  im- 
mense admiration  he  had  felt  for  his  big 
cousin, the  excited  anticipation  with  which 
he  had  looked  forward  to  meeting  him  when 
he  went,  twice  a year,  to  see  his  aunt.  The 
splendid  physical  strength  of  the  elder  boy, 
his  liberty,  his  dogs  and  his  gun,  his  horse 
and  boat — all  these  filled  the  sparingly  in- 
dulged little  New  England  child  with  the 
greatest  wonder  and  delight.  Most  of  all  did 
he  admire  the  calm  absolutism  of  Lanse's 
will,  combined  as  it  was  with  good-nature, 
manliness,  and  even  to  a certain  degree, 
or  rather  in  a certain  way,  with  generosity 
— generosity  as  he  had  thought  it  then, 
careless  liberality  as  he  knew  it  now. 
When  Evert  was  ten  and  Lanse  fifteen, 
Lanse  had  decided  that  his  cousin  must 
learn  to  shoot,  that  he  was  quite  old 
enough  for  that  accomplishment.  Evert 
recalled  the  mixture  of  fear  and  pride 
which  had  filled  his  small  heart  to  suffo- 
cation when  Lanse  put  the  gun  into  his 
hands  in  the  remote  field  behind  Mrs. 
Rutherford’s  country  house  which  he  had 
selected  for  the  important  lesson.  His 
fear  was  not  occasioned  so  much  by  the 
gun  as  by  the  keen  realization  that  if  his 
father  should  question  him,  upon  his  re- 
turn home,  he  should  certainly  feel  him- 
self obliged  to  tell  of  his  new  knowledge, 
and  the  revelation  might  put  an  end  to 
these  happy  visits.  Fortunately  his  fa- 
ther did  not  question  him;  he  seldom 
spoke  to  the  boy  of  anything  that  had 
happened  during  these  absences,  which 
he  seemed  to  consider  necessary  evils — so 
much  waste  time.  On  this  occasion  how 
kind  Lanse  had  been,  how  he  had  en- 
couraged and  helped  him — yes,  and  scold- 
ed him  a little  too;  and  how  he  had  com- 
forted him  when  the  force  of  the  discharge 
had  knocked  the  little  sportsman  over  on 


the  ground  rather  heavily ! A strong  af- 
fection for  Lanse  had  grown  up  with  the 
younger  boy ; and  it  remained  with  him 
still,  though  now  not  so  blind  a liking: 
he  knew  Lanse  better.  They  had  been 
widely  separated,  and  for  a long  time; 
they  had  led  such  different  lives  I Evert 
had  worked  steadily  for  ten  long,  secluded 
years;  later  he  had  worked  still  harder, 
but  in  another  way,  being  now  his  own 
master,  and  engaged  in  guiding  the  enter- 
prises he  had  undertaken  through  many 
obstacles  and  hazards  toward  success. 
These  years  of  unbroken  toil  for  Evert 
had  been  spent  by  Lanse  in  hisoAvn  amuse- 
ment, though  one  could  not  say  spent  in 
idleness  exactly,  as  he  was  one  of  the  most 
active  of  men.  He  had  a great  capacity  for 
enjoyment,  and  his  enjoyments  were  in  a 
large  measure  those  found  in  the  open  air. 
He  had  been  much  of  the  time  in  Europe. 
But  he  came  home  for  brief  visits  now  and 
then,  when  his  aunt  besought  him.  She 
adored  him  — she  had  always  adored 
him.  She  was  never  tired  of  admiring 
his  proportions,  what  seemed  to  her  his 
good-nature,  his  Harold  wit,  his  poise  of 
head;  she  was  never  so  happy  as  when 
she  had  him  staying  with  her  in  her 
own  house.  True,  he  had  his  own  way 
of  living;  but  it  was  such  a simple  way  I 
He  was  not  in  the  least  a gourmand — 
none  of  the  Harolds  wei*e  that;  he  liked 
only  the  simplest  dishes,  and  always  de- 
manded them.  He  wanted  the  windows 
open  at  all  seasons  when  the  snow  was 
not  actually  on  the  ground.  He  could 
not  endure  questioning;  in  fact,  he  never 
answered  questions. 

Returning  for  one  of  these  visits  at 
home,  he  had  found  with  his  aunt  a young 
girl,  Margaret  Cruger,  a niece  of  her  hus- 
band’s. Evert  smiled  now  as  he  recalled 
certain  expressions  of  the  letter  which  his 
aunt  had  written  to  him  announcing 
Lanse’s  engagement;  in  the  light  of  retro- 
spect they  had  rather  a sarcastic  sound. 
Mrs.  Rutherford  had  written  that  Marga- 
ret was  very  young,  to  be  sure— not  quite 
eighteen — but  that  she  was  very  gentle 
and  sweet.  That  it  was  time  Lanse  should 
marry;  he  was  thirty -two.  Though,  in 
her  opinion,  that  was  exactly  the  right 
age,  for  a man  knew  then  what  he  really 
wanted,  and  was  not  apt  to  make  a mis- 
take ; that  she  hoped  the  girl  would 
make  him  the  sort  of  wife  he  needed. 
For  one  thing,  she  was  so  young  she 
would  not  set  up  her  opinion  in  opposi- 
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tion  to  his,  probably,  and  with  Lanse  that 
would  be  important.  Mrs.  Rutherford 
furthermore  thought  that  the  girl  in  a 
certain  way  understood  him,  at  least  the 
necessity  (and  the  better  taste  too,  she  be- 
ing so  young)  of  keeping  herself  subordi- 
nate. She  (Mrs.  Rutherford)  had  had  the 
greatest  fear  of  Lanse’s  falling  into  the 
hands  of  some  woman  who  wouldn’t  have 
the  capacity  to  appreciate  him,  some  wo- 
man who  would  try  to  change  him;  one 
of  those  di*eadful  Pharisaic  women,  for 
instance,  who  were  always  trying  to  “ im- 
prove” their  husbands.  Thei*e  was  nothing 
easier  than  to  get  on  with  Lanse,  and  even 
to  lead  him  a little,  as  she  herself  (Mrs. 
Rutherford)  had  always  done;  one  had 
only  to  take  him  on  the  right  side — his 
good  warm  heart.  Margaret  was  almost 
too  simple,  too  yielding.  But  Lanse  had 
wit  and  will  enough  for  two.  There  was 
another  reason  why  this  marriage  would 
be  a good  thing  for  Lanse:  he  had  run 
through  almost  all  his  money  (he  had 
never  had  a very  great  deal,  as  Evert 
would  remember),  and  Margaret  had  quite 
a handsome  fortune,  which  would  come 
in  now  very  well.  She  was  rather  pret- 
ty—Margaret— in  a delicate  sort  of  way. 
Mrs.  Rutherford  hoped  she  appreciated 
her  good  luck;  if  she  didn’t  now,  she 
would  soon,  when  she  had  seen  a little 
more  of  the  world.  And  here  one  of  his 
aunt’s  sentences  came,  word  for  word, 
into  Winthrop’s  memory:  “But  it’s  cu- 
rious, after  all,  isn’t  it.  Evert  ? that  such  a 
young,  inexperienced,  unknown  child  as 
she  is,  a girl  who  has  been  brought  up  in 
such  complete  seclusion,  should  begin  life 
by  marrying  Lansing  Harold.  For  you 
know  as  well  as  I do  how  he  has  been 
sought  after,  what  his  career  has  been.” 
This  was  true.  Allowance,  of  course, 
had  to  be  made  for  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  par- 
tiality; still.  Evert  knew  that  even  with 
allowance  there  was  enough  to  verify  her 
words,  at  least  in  part.  Lansing  Harold 
had  nev^er  been  in  the  least  what  is  called 
popular.  He  was  not  a man  who  was 
liked  by  many  pei^ns;  he  took  pains  not 
to  be — it  was  too  much  trouble.  He  pi'e- 
ferred  to  please  only  a few.  Whether  or 
not  there  had  been  women  among  those 
he  tried  to  please,  it  was  at  least  well 
known  that  women  had  tried  to  i^lease 
him,  had  shown  an  unusual  interest  in 
him.  More  than  one  had  followed  him 
about,  with  due  I’egard,  of  course,  for  the 
proprieties  (it  is  not  necessary  to  include 


those — who  also  existed — who  had  vio- 
lated them),  finding  themselves,  for  in- 
stance, in  Venice,  when  he  happened  to 
be  there,  or  choosing  his  times  for  visiting 
Rome.  Now  Latise  had  had  a way  of  de- 
claring that  June  was  the  best  month  for 
Rome.  It  had  been  interesting  to  ob- 
serve, for  a long  period,  that  each  year 
there  was  some  new  person  who  had  made 
the  same  discovery. 

“We  were  home  before  you,”  said 
Mrs.  Rutherford,  when  Winthrop,  having 
brought  his  reflections  to  a close,  and  en- 
joyed another  gallop,  returned  to  the 
eyrie,  and  ascended'  to  its  improvised 
drawing-room.  “Mrs.  Thome  has  been 
hei’e,”  she  added.  “She  had  come  up 
from  East  Angels  after  Gawla,  and  took 
the  opportunity— -she  generally  does  take 
the  opportunity,  I notice — to  pay  me  a 
visit.  She  never  stopped  talking  in  that 
clear  little  voice  of  hers,  with  that  precise 
pronunciation,  you  know,  one  single  min- 
ute. I believe  that’s  what  makes  her  so 
tired  all  the  time;  I know  I should  be 
tired  if  I had  to  hiss  all  my  s’s  as  she  does. 
She  had  ever  so  many  things  to  say,  as 
she  always  has.  One  was  that  when  her 
life  was  sad  and  painful  she  was  able  to 
rise  out  of  her  body — out  of  the  flesh,  as 
she  called  it  (there  isn’t  much  to  rise 
from),  and  float  unclothed  in  pure  ether, 
pure  spiritual  motive,  I think  she  said. 
And  when  I asked  her  if  it  wasn’t  rather 
unpleasant — for  I assure  you  it  struck  me 
so — she  wasn’t  at  all  pleased,  not  at  all. 
She  is  the  most  indefatigable  creature — 
such  an  observer  of  nature!  I suppose 
that’s  because  she  has  always  lived  where 
there  was  nothing  but  nature  to  observe. 
Well,  I do  believe  she  had  seen  an  alle- 
gorical meaning  in  every  single  tree  on 
the  bank  as  she  came  up  the  river!” 

“I  rather  think  she  saw  lier  allegorical 
meanings  more  than  her  trees,”  said  Win- 
throp. “I  venture  to  say  she  couldn’t 
have  told  you  whether  they  were  cypress- 
es or  myrtles,  palmettoes  or  gums;  such 
people  never  can.  Tired  ? Of  course  she’s 
tired;  her  imagination  travels  leagues  in 
a minute,  and  her  poor  little  body  can’t 
keep  up  with  it.” 

‘ ‘ It’s  so  foolish,”  commented  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, tranquilly— Mrs.  Rutherford,  who 
had  never  imagined  anything  in  her  life. 
“ And  do  you  know  she  admires  Margaret 
beyond  words — if  she’s  ever  beyond  tliem ! 
Isn’t  it  odd  ? She  says  Margaret  answers 
one  so  delightfully.  And  when  I remark- 
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ed,  * Why,  we  think  Margaret  rather  si- 
lent,’ she  said,  ‘ That  is  what  I mean:  it  is 
her  silence  that  is  so  sympathetic;  she  an- 
swers you  with  it  far  more  effectually  than 
many  pei*sons  do  with  their  talkative- 
ness.’” 

“ I’m  afi*aid  you  talked.  Aunt  Katrina,” 
said  Winthrop,  laughing. 

“I  never  do,”  replied  Mrs.  Rutherfoi’d, 
with  dignity.  “And  she  confided  to  me, 
also,”  she  went  on,  resuming  her  leisurely 
gossip,  in  her  calm,  handsomely  dressed 
manner  (for  even  Mrs.  Rutherford’s  man- 
ner seenied  clothed  in  rich  attire),  “that 
that  young  De  Torrez  had  asked  her  per- 
mission to  address  Gaixia,  as  she  express- 
ed it.” 

“To  address  Garda?  Confound  his 
impertinence ! what  does  he  mean  ?”  said 
Winthrop,  in  a disgusted  tone.  “ Garda’s 
a child.” 

“Oh,  well,”  replied  Mrs.  Rutherford, 
“she’s  half  Spanish,  and  that  makes  a dif- 
ference; they’re  so  much  older.  But  I 
don’t  think  the  mother  favors  the  Cuban's 
suit.  She  prefers  something  ‘more  Sax- 
on’; she  said  so.  And,  by-the-way,  she 
asked  me  if  you  were  not  ‘ more  recently 


English’  than  the  rest  of  us.  What  do 
you  suppose  she  could  have  meant?  I 
never  quite  know  what  she  is  driving  at.” 

Winthrop  burst  into  a laugh.  “ More 
recently  English ! Poor  little  woman ! she 
has  a range.  She  is  a Thorne  now,  and 
so  she  has  swallowed  and  assimilated  the 
British  Isles.  You  don’t  think  the  Cuban 
has  a chance,  then  ?” 

“Oh,  I don’t  know,” replied  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, comfortably;  it  doesn’t  concern  us, 
does  it  ? It  will  depend  upon  what  Garda 
thinks;  and  Garda  will  think  what  she 
pleases;  she  isn’t  a girl  to  be  guided.” 

“She  hasn’t  been  difficult  to  guide  so 
far,  I fancy,”  said  Winthrop,  after  a mo- 
ment’s pause. 

“She  will  be,  then,” responded  his  aunt, 
nodding  her  head  with  an  assured  air. 

That  night  Winthrop,  smoking  a last 
cigarette  before  going  to  bed,  was  sitting 
with  his  elbows  on  the  parapet  of  the  Sem- 
inole’s long  veranda,  gazing  seaward  in 
the  soft  darkness.  He  finished  his  cigar- 
ette. And  then  a second.  “It  will  de- 
pend,” he  said  to  himself,  answering  men- 
tally Mrs.  Rutherford’s  statement — “it  will 
depend,  I think,  upon  who  guides  her.” 


HOW  FAITH  CAME  AND  WENT. 


I HAVE  never  told  the  story  till  now. 

No  one  ever  knew  it  all,  except  Max 
and  me,  and  Max  is  dead.  She  is  gone 
too,  poor  child;  so  no  one  can  be  troubled 
by  the  tale,  and  I should  like  to  tell  the 
whole  truth  before  I too  go  away.  I need 
not  go  farther  back  than  the  day  she  first 
came  to  us;  the  story  I'eally  begins  there. 
Of  Max’s  life  before  that  day,and  of  mine, 
no  one  will  care  to  hear,  and  I do  not  care 
to  speak.  Max  was  a doctor,  and  a good 
one,  I think,  having  many  patients,  who 
loved  and  trusted  him  well.  He  was  not 
yet  thirty,  but  he  seemed  older,  being 
grave  and  quiet — made  so  by  things  which 
had  happened  in  that  past  of  which  I am 
not  going  to  speak — and  I was  his  sister, 
ten  years  older,  a plain, shy, silent  woman, 
but  the  only  one  he  had  ever  loved,  for  he 
did  not  remember  his  mother.  We  lived 
together  in  Sudbury,  a little  New  England 
village,  and  there  we  ^vere  quietly  happy 
ill  our  small  but  cozy  house. 

I am  an  old  woman  now,  but  I re- 
member as  if  it  were  j^esterdny  just  how 


everything  looked  on  that  day— the  day 
my  story  begins.  The  village  street  ran 
east  and  west;  our  house,  with  its  little 
yard  in  front,  stood  on  that  street,  and 
faced  the  south.  It  was  early  in  June, 
but  the  season  was  backward;  my  roses 
were  as  yet  only  green  buds,  but  I had 
been  at  work  among  them,  fastening  a 
spray  here,  picking  off  there  a dead  leaf, 
and  brushing  the  dust  away.  The  sun 
was  low;  it  was  late  afternoon;  I walked 
to  the  gate  and  looked  down  the  street,  for 
it  was  time  to  expect  Max.  I can  see  that 
street  now  just  as  it  looked  then.  A 
heavy  fann  wagon  was  lumbering  along, 
raising  clouds  of  dust— there  had  been  lit- 
tle rain  that  spring— and  as  I looked  to- 
ward the  west,  the  sun,  so  low  down  then, 
shone  through  that  dusty  cloud,  and 
made  it  like  yellow  gold  in  the  air,  and 
through  tliat  misty  brightness  she  was 
coming  to  me.  From  the  west,  down  the 
village  street,  I saw  a figui*e  walking  to- 
ward me.  It  was  a young  girl,  slight  and 
rather  tall.  I could  not  see  her  face  plaiii- 
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]y  against  the  brightness,  and  I waited  for 
her.  I knew  all  the  young  folk  of  the 
village,  and  they  had  ever  ax)leasant  woixl 
or  smile  for  the  doctor's  old-maid  sister. 
But  as  I stood  at  the  open  gate  looking  to- 
ward her,  I saw  that  she  was  a stranger; 
I had  never  seen  that  slight  young  form, 
the  pretty  head,  with  the  bright  loose  hair 
about  the  forehead,  seeming  part  of  the 
sunset's  misty  glow,  those  soft  brown  eyes, 
that  wistful  mouth.  Yes,  she  was  cer- 
tainly a stranger;  but,  as  I thought  this,  a 
smile,  which  was  surely  a recognizing  one, 
broke  over  the  face,  and  the  light  steps 
were  quickened.  I had  seen  that  she  woi*e 
a simple  print  gown  of  blue  and  white, 
and  that  her  straw  hat  with  its  blue  rib- 
bon was  swinging  by  its  looped  strings 
upon  one  arm.  With  a half-impatient, 
weary  air  she  shook  back  lier  light  loose 
hair,  and  stretching  out  toward  me  her 
small,  pretty  hands,  she  said:  “You  ai*e 
waiting  for  me.  Oh,  I am  so  glad  to  be 
at  home !” 

People  nowadays  are  taught  to  take  to 
pieces  and  examine  their  feelings,  and  aft- 
erward explain  them  to  others.  I never 
learned  this,  and  I can  not  tell  you,  after 
all  these  years,  just  how  I felt  when  this 
strange  young  thing,  whom  I had  never 
befoi*e  seen,  looked  at  and  spoke  to  me 
thus,  but  I knew  I was  greatly  amazed. 
For  an  instant  I felt  a bodily  dizziness,  as 
when  I had  suddenly  risen  from  stooping 
over  my  flower  beds;  my  head  swam,  and 
before  I could  speak,  the  sweet  childish 
voice  began  again:  “Am  I late?  I have 
taken  such  a long  walk,  and  it  grew  so 
warm!  You  are  not  vexed  with  me?” 
And  the  two  small,  pretty  hands  clasped 
my  arm,  while  the  brown,  soft  eyes  looked 
into  mine. 

What  I should  have  said  I do  not  know. 
There  is  no  use  in  trying  to  guess  that,  for 
at  that  very  instant  I saw  Max  coming. 
He  was  at  the  gate  almost  before  I knew 
it,  and  looking  curiously  at  us  two.  Then 
I found  my  voice,  and  gasped  out,  “Oh, 
Max !'’  That  was  all.  But  at  the  words 
the  child  turned  toward  him  with  a bright 
look  of  w'elcome,  but  no  surprise,  and  with 
a faint,  soft  blush,  said,  in  her  low,  sweet 
voice,  “Dear  Max !'’ 

When  I try  to  remember  the  look  that 
came  upon  my  bi*otlier’s  face  at  these  words, 
I And  that  I am  looking  at  it  in  the  light 
of  what  came  afterward ; and  it  seems  as 
if  even  then  there  was  no  start  of  wonder, 
no  amaze:  only  gladness  and  answering 


love  in  that  look  as  he  bent  it  on  her. 
But  I know  that  I turned  quickly  toward 
him,  and  tried  to  convey  by  a look  the 
thought  which  had  just  come  to  me,  the 
feeling  that  the  child's  mind  was  astray, 
and  we  must  aid  her.  That  he  read  my 
meaning  at  once  was  owing  to  no  skill  of 
mine,  but  to  his  own  quickness — Max  was 
so  clever  always.  Taking  the  little  hand 
she  had  laid  upon  his  arm,  he  said,  in  a 
quiet,  natural  voice, 

“Let  us  go  into  the  house  now  and 
have  our  tea.” 

And  we  all  went  in.  As  we  entered  the 
little  sitting-room,  the  girl,  walking  with 
no  uncertain  tread,  but  as  if  she  knew  the 
place,  took  her  hand  from  Max's  arm  and 
stepped  lightly  toward  the  looking-glass 
wliich  hung  between  the  windows. 

“Oh,  how  my  hair  is  blown  about!” 
she  said,  with  a laugh  in  lier  voice. 
“Shall  1 run  upstairs  and  smooth  it  ?” 

“No,  dear.  Just  come  into  my  room 
now,  you  are  so  tired.”  And  I led  the 
way  into  my  little  bedroom  on  the  flrst 
floor,  and  left  her  there.  Then  in  hurried 
words  I told  Max  all  I knew.  “There 
is  something  wrong  with  the  brain,”  he 
said,  “and  she  has  wandered  away  from 
her  friends.  Do  not  excite  or  startle  her; 
let  her  rest  quietly  to-night,  and  we  will 
decide  what  course  to  take.” 

Then  she  came  back  to  us,  and  we  had 
our  tea.  She  was  quiet,  seeming  tired, 
but  there  was  no  flush  of  fever  on  her 
face,  no  wild,  unsettled  look  in  the  soft 
brown  eyes.  Max  talked,  told  of  his  pa- 
tients, spoke  of  the  village  news,  and 
sometimes  the  girl  would  say  something 
of  her  walk,  of  the  sunset,  of  the  flowers 
on  the  table;  always  in  that  strangely 
sweet  childish  voice,  which  seemed  then, 
as  ever  afterward,  the  best  music  I had 
ever  heard.  Then,  later,  she  went,  quite 
of  her  own  accord,  to  the  piano,  and  ran 
her  fingers  over  the  keys,  playing  little 
bits,  some  new  and  strange  to  us,  some  old 
and  familiar.  Then  her  voice  sounded 
faint  but  sweet  as  she  sang  softly  to  her- 
self. Suddenly  the  strain  grew  louder, 
and  we  knew  the  air  and  words,  and  look- 
ed quickly  at  each  other. 

The  dear  old  song  heard  so  long  ago,  in 
our  very  childhood,  and  never  since  till 
now. 

“ The  old  days,  the  dear  days,  where  arc  they  ?’* 

So  it  rang  out,  as  from  that  far-away 
past,  and  we  forgot  the  present,  forgot  Llio 
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strangely  quiet  child  sitting  there  in  the 
dim  summer  twilight,  and  thought  only  of 
our  dead. 

“ The  old  days,  the  dear  days,  where  are  they  ?*’ 

The  voice  died  away,  the  sad  questioning 
was  stilled,  and  a little  form  sank  quietly 
to  the  floor,  and  lay  there  white  and  still. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  a long  and 
terrible  illness,  a kind  of  brain-fever,  but 
with  some  complications  which  seemed  to 
puzzle  the  doctors,  one  and  all,  for  Max 
called  to  his  aid  other,  but  I am  sure  not 
wiser,  heads.  And  all  the  time  most  care- 
ful and  diligent  search  was  made  for  the 
child’s  friends,  for  some  clew  to  the  mys- 
fbry  of  her  coming.  But  all  in  vain.  Ad- 
vertisements, inquiries,  and  even  the  as- 
sistance of  experienced  detectives  all  fail- 
ed utterly.  She  had  been  seen  at  the  far 
end  of  the  village  street,  and  from  there 
onward  to  our  door,  on  the  afternoon  she 
came  to  us,  but  farther  back  than  that  we 
could  not  trace  her.  She  herself  could 
not  be  questioned.  For  many  days  she 
knew  no  one,  and  lay  sometimes  in  a 
strange  quiet  almost  like  death  itself,  then 
again  in  delirium,  with  quick  excited  talk. 
But  from  no  speech  of  hers  could  we  learn 
anything  save  that  she  was  gently  bred, 
and  that  there  seemed  nothing  in  her 
young  soul  that  was  not  white  and  sweet. 
So  the  days  went  on.  We  had  laid  her 
in  the  airy  pleasant  bedroom  upstairs, 
where  years  beforo  our  little  sister  slept, 
the  young  sister  whom  we  had  laid  away 
with  many  tears  in  the  sad  past.  And 
while  watching  and  nursing  the  young 
stranger  there  in  that  sacred  room  we 
grew  at  times  almost  to  think  that  our 
dead  was  again  with  us,  and  we  loved  her 
as  our  own.  Max  was  unwearied  in  his 
care,  watching  day  and  night,  and  I was 
almost  always  at  her  bedside.  There  was 
nothing  painful  or  distressing  in  the  girl’s 
talk,  even  when  most  excited.  Hour  aft- 
er hour  the  sweet  voice  would  run  on,  tell- 
ing of  childish  play,  of  country  sights  and 
sounds,  of  lessons  learned,  of  work,  or 
play,  or  study.  I need  not  tell  you  that 
we  watched  eagerly  for  names,  either  of 
people  or  places,  which  should  aid  us  in 
our  search  for  her  friends.  But  nothing 
came.  She  spoke  of  “the  hill,”  “the 
bridge,”  of  “down  the  river,”  she  called 
the  “girls” and  the  “children,” she  asked 
why  the  “horses”  did  not  come,  and  if 
the  “grass”  was  cut.  But  that  was  all. 
In  her  whole  illness  of  many  weeks  no 


name  ever  passed  her  lips,  and  all  her 
past  was  still  a sealed  book  to  us,  when 
one  day  in  midsummer  the  wandering,  fai*- 
away  look  left  her  eyes,  and  the  soul  came 
back  to  the  child. 

Max  and  I were  both  with  her ; no  one 
else  was  there.  She  had  been  sleeping  a 
long  time  sweetly  and  quietly.  Again 
and  again  I had  bent  over  her,  and  seen 
the  white  lids  still  shut  down,  and  heard 
the  soft  regular  broathing.  But  at  last, 
as  I stood  at  her  side  and  Max  sat  by  the 
window,  botli  of  us  looking  at  the  pale 
thin  face  upon  the  pillow,  the  brown  eyes 
opened,  and  we  saw,  both  of  us  at  once, 
that  she  seemed  to  know  us.  We  were 
silent,  watchful,  for  an  instant,  and  then 
saw  the  eyes  turn  toward  the  window,  a 
light  come  into  them,  the  hands  reach 
feebly  out  toward  the  sunlight  and  him, 
and  she  murmured,  as  on  that  first  June 
day  when  she  came  to  us,  “ Dear  Max  1” 

Ah,  well,  I find  I can  not  remember  it 
all  as  well  as  I thought  I could.  What 
did  Max  do  then,  what  did  I do,  as  we  saw 
that  with  the  light  of  reason  there  yet 
came  no  light  upon  the  child’s  past  ? I do 
not  seem  to  recall  the  steps  by  which  we 
came  to  see  that  she  was  our  own,  a part 
of  our  present  lives,  belonging  to  us  and 
to  our  history,  and  to  no  one  else  on  earth, 
and  that  we  could  no  more  send  her  from 
us  than  we  could  have  driven  away  our 
own  flesh  and  blood. 

As  far  as  we  could  see,  she  had  no  past. 
If  God  had  made  her  newly  that  June 
day,  and  set  her  down  fresh  and  sweet 
and  unstained  in  our  village  street  on 
that  golden  summer  afternoon,  she  could 
not  have  seemed  more  wholly  devoid  of  a 
history,  a hitherto.  Her  convalescence 
was  slow,  she  was  so  very  weak,  and  she 
could  learn  of  us,  of  our  life,  and  of  all 
her  surroundings  gradually,  a little  at  a 
time,  as  a child  learns  its  home  and 
friends.  She  may  have  learned  in  that 
way;  I do  not  know;  but  nothing  ever 
seemed  as  if  new  and  strange  to  her,  or 
appeared  to  surprise  her  as  unfamiliar. 
I can  never  remember  when  she  first 
spoke  my  name.  Max  called  me  by  it — 
Ruth— and  she  soon  used  the  name  as 
though  she  had  always  known  it.  In  the 
days  of  her  great  feebleness  she  spoke  lit- 
tle but  our  names  and  the  names  of  the 
things  she  needed  or  wished  for.  As  she 
grew  stronger  she  talked  more  with  us, 
but  it  was  of  the  things  about  her,  of  her 
illness  and  our  loving  care. 
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“ How  long  have  I been  sick  ?”  she  ask- 
ed one  day;  and  we  told  her.  “Yes,”  she 
said.  “ It  is  August  now — is  it  not  ? — and 
I was  taken  ill  that  day  in  June  after 
my  long  walk.”  And  again  she  said,  “ It 
seems  like  a dream,  these  long  weeks,  and 
I remember  nothing  distinctly  since  I sat 
singing  to  you  and  Max  that  last  evening.” 

Among  the  doctors  who  were  called  in 
to  see  her  during  her  illness  was  one  who 
was  skilled  in  nervous  ailments,  and  who 
knew,  oh,  so  much ! of  the  workings  of  the 
brain.  He  seemed  wonderfully  interested 
in  the  patient,  and  watched  her  closely 
and  curiously.  I used  to  hear  him  and 
Max  talking,  and  tried  to  understand, but 
I could  not  follow  them.  It  was  all  about 
the  little  girl’s  brain,  and  the  part  of  it 
which  had  gone  wrong,  and  the  “gray 
matter”  there,  and  how  it  would  come  all 
right  with  returning  health , and  she  would 
have  the  past  again  which  she  had  lost, 
and  know  that  the  present  and  we  and  our 
lives  were  new  and  foreign,  and  not  her 
own.  I knew  they  were  very  wise,  and 
that  I was  very  ignorant,  but  I could  not 
feel  that  they  were  right  in  this.  Perhaps 
I did  not  want  to  believe  it.  For  I loved 
her  so,  and  I was  beginning  to  be  jealous 
of  a past  in  which  we — ^Max  and  I — had 
no  part.  I liked  to  think  that  she  was  all 
our  own,  that  Grod  gave  her  to  us,  all  new 
and  fresh  in  her  young  girlhood,  and  yet 
with  a kind  of  memory  of  things  in  our 
past  which  somehow  made  it  her  own,  and 
drew  her  to  us.  I am  growing  sadly  con- 
fused, and  am  quite  beyond  my  depth,  I 
see.  You  can  not  understand,  and  I can 
not  put  it  into  better  words.  But  who 
could  see  the  love  that  shone  in  her  face 
when  she  looked  at  us,  the  child-like  trust 
and  confidence  in  us,  and  believe  that  she 
had  not  at  least  dreamed  of  us  before? 
And,  oh,  how  can  I tell  you  of  her  feeling 
toward  Max  ? No  one  could  possibly  mis- 
take that.  There  was  no  room  for  doubt. 
She  gave  him  the  love  a girl  gives  only 
to  her  promised  husband.  Something — I 
know  not  what — had  given  her  the  right 
to  love  him  so,  to  claim  his  love.  And 
Max  loved  her.  I tell  it  abruptly,  but  it 
did  not  come  as  a sudden  revelation  to  me. 
I seemed  to  know  it  from  the  first,  and 
without  any  surprise,  as  if  I had  watched 
the  love  story  in  its  very  beginning,  and 
knew  how  it  would  end.  And  so,  with- 
out asking  of  his  or  consent  of  hers  (unless 
in  some  dream-land  we  knew  nothing  of), 
they  were  plighted  lovers.  Perhaps  you 


will  wonder  that  we  did  not,  as  she  grew 
stronger,  question  her  as  to  her  history. 
We  dared  not,  for  fear  of  startling  her, 
and  frightening  away  the  reason  w'hich 
had  just  come  back.  The  doctors  agreed 
in  this,  that  we  should  not  trouble  her 
with  questions,  but  wait  with  what  pa- 
tience we  could  for  the  memory  which 
they  believed  would  soon  return.  We 
did  not  yet  know  what  to  call  her.  Her 
clothing  was  without  mark  of  any  kind, 
and  she  had  never  spoken  of  herself  by 
any  name.  I have  said  that  in  the  years 
gone  by  we  had  lost  a young  sister. 
That  sister’s  name  was  Faith,  and  it  was 
dearer  to  us  both  than  any  name  on  earth. 
The  dead  girl’s  picture  hung  in  the  sitting- 
room  down-stairs,  and  the  fii*st  day  that  our 
patient  was  carried  there  and  placed  on 
the  sofa  under  the  windows,  she  seemed  at- 
tracted by  the  sweet  face  in  the  picture. 
She  lay  looking  at  it  a long  time  silently, 
and  at  last  I said,  “Do  you  think  our  lit- 
tle sister  Faith  is  like  me  ?” 

“No,” she  answered,  thoughtfully;  “ I 
can  never  see  any  look  in  her  face  like 
yours,  though  I often  look  for  it.  I have 
always  been  glad  that  my  name  was  Faith, 
like  hers.  I think  you  love  me  better  for 
that.”  And  so  it  was  we  came  to  call  her 
by  that  dear  name,  and  for  her  other  name 
we  gave  her  ours. 

You  will  not  wonder  that  in  our  quiet 
little  village  the  story  of  our  strange 
gue^t  made  much  stir  and  talk.  We  said 
as  little  as  possible  of  the  matter,  but  such 
things  come  soon  to  be  known  among  peo- 
ple who  have  little  excitement  in  their 
dull  lives.  The  notices  inserted  in  the 
local  papers,  the  inquiries  made,  the  fa- 
mous doctors’  visits,  the  general  air  of  mys- 
tery about  our  visitor  and  her  illness,  were 
talked  and  gossiped  of,  in  spite  of  all  we 
could  do.  And  I saw  that  this  pained  Max 
greatly.  As  the  days  went  on,  and  no 
word  came  to  us  fi'om  any  one  who  might 
claim  the  girl,  and  as  the  tie  between  him 
and  her  grew  stronger  and  tenderer,  he 
shrank  from  any  questioning  into  the  mat- 
ter even  fi*om  me,  and  the  village  talk 
was  intolerable  ; and  so  it  came  about  that 
he  accepted  an  offer  made  him  some 
months  before,  and  we  left  forever  our  old 
home,  and  went  to  a town  hundreds  of 
miles  distant,  where  our  story  Avas  un- 
known. And  here  our  little  Faith,  bear- 
ing our  name  and  living  with  us,  was  sup- 
posed to  be  some  relative,  and  known  also 
as  Max's  betrothed. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


HOW  FAITH  CAME  AND  WENT. 


803 


You  would  hardly  think  that  a person 
without  a past,  or  at  least  lacking  the 
memory  of  one,  would  seem  so  like  oth- 
er people,  and  show  the  want  so  little.  I 
can  not  tell  you  why  this  was  so,  but  cer- 
tainly no  one  appeared  to  notice  anything 
strange  about  the  girl,  and  we  ourselves 
almost  forgot  at  times  how  she  had  come 
to  us.  I can  remember,  as  I look  back, 
some  things  she  said,  which  from  time  to 
time  recalled  the  nii'stery  of  her  former 
life,  and  made  us  wonder  again,  as  at  first, 
if  we  should  ever  know  more.  One  day 
we  had  been  reading  together  a story 
which  told  of  a mother’s  devotion — a pret- 
ty tale — and  Faith  was  very  thoughtful 
afterward.  She  sat  looking  into  the  fire 
silently,  and  then  startled  me  by  asking, 

“Ruth,  do  I remember  my  mother  ?” 

“ What  do  you  think,  dear  I said. 

She  answered  slowly,  as  if  trying  to  re- 
call something:  “Sometimes  I think  I do, 
not  as  a person  whose  face  or  form  I can 
at  all  remember,  but  as  a love,  a tender- 
ness, a great  beautiful  care  all  about  me, 
something  that  pitied  and  was  sorry  for 
me,  and — ” Her  voice  died  away,  and 
she  sat  thinking  again;  then  suddenly 
said,  “But  it  goes  away,  and  then  it  is 
you  I remember,  and  all  your  goodness 
to  me.”  She  left  her  seat,  and  coming 
over  to  me,  knelt  down,  and  putting  her 
arms  about  me,  said,  “ I have  not  needed 
my  mother,  dear  Ruth,  you  have  been  so 
good,  ^ loving;  I have  not  needed  any- 
thing with  you  and  Max.”  I was  so  glad 
she  said  that ! Were  we  indeed  taking  the 
place  of  anything  bright  and  beautiful 
she  might  have  had  in  that  unknown 
world  of  hers  ? 

Certainly  she  was  very  happy.  I do 
not  say  much  of  the  love  which  she  and 
Max  bore  each  other ; it  is  something  I 
can  not  talk  of.  Max  had  never  loved 
before;  his  had  been  a troubled  life,  with 
many  cares  and  some  bitter  sorrows.  And 
his  whole  heart  went  out  with  a mighty 
love  toward  this  fair  young  thing  who 
came  to  him  that  summer  day  from  some 
unknown  world  where  she  had  loved  and 
trusted  and  belonged  to  him  while  yet  he 
knew  it  not.  They  were  to  be  married  in 
June.  “I  will  wait  a year,”  Max  had 
said  to  me.  “ If  we  hear  nothing  before 
that  time,  I shall  surely  have  the  right  to 
take  her  for  my  wife.” 

I have  said  that  during  her  illness  no 
name  ever  passed  her  lips.  But  afterward, 
in  the  winter,  she  spoke  two  or  three  names 


we  did  not  know.  She  had  taken  a slight 
cold,  and  was  somewhat  feverish.  I had 
gone  to  her  bedside  before  I slept  to  give 
her  a good-night  kiss.  As  I stooped  over 
her  she  said,  drowsily,  as  if  half  asleep, 
‘ ‘ Are  we  going  back  to  Greenmore  to-mor- 
row ?”  I caught  at  the  name,  the  first  she 
had  ever  spoken  which  might  tell  us  any- 
thing, and  asked,  “Where  is  Greenmore, 
Faith  ?”  She  opened  her  eyes  wider,  look- 
ed strangely  at  me  for  just  one  instant, 
then  said,  “I  meant  Sudbury,”  and  fur- 
ther questioning  brought  nothing  more. 
She  did  not  know  Greenmore;  she  meant 
Sudbury,  so  she  kept  saying.  But  I told 
Max,  and  he  agreed  with  me  that  we  must 
follow  out  this  new  clew.  No  town  bear- 
ing the  name  of  Greenmore  could  be  found. 
You  may  be  sure  that  though  Max  dread- 
ed unspeakably  finding  those  who  might 
take  our  little  one  away,  still  he  was  con- 
scientious and  painstaking  in  his  search. 
But  he  sought  in  vain.  When  we  had 
quite  given  up  the  search  there  was  found 
in  an  old  town  history  among  some  books 
belonging  to  our  father  the  name  we  were 
looking  for.  But  it  was  given  as  the  an- 
cient name  of  a village  now  bearing  an- 
other and  quite  different  one.  However, 
Max  went  there,  taking  a long  journey  to 
the  spot.  He  found  a busy  manufactur- 
ing village  called  Millburg,  and  was  as- 
sured that  it  had  never  borne  any  other 
name.  But  on  looking  up  and  question- 
ing some  of  the  oldest  inhabitants  he  was 
told  that  the  first  site  of  the  town  was  on 
a bleak  hill  several  miles  away.  Many 
years  ago  it  had  been  deserted,  and  the  in- 
habitants had  come  down  into  a more  fer- 
tile and  better  watered  spot,  and  built  their 
new  village  there,  and  the  old  town  had 
been  called  Greenmore.  Tliat  was  more 
than  sixty  years  ago.  Max  visited  the 
desolate  spot,  saw  its  few  ruined  build- 
ings, the  wooden  walls  black  with  time 
and  wear,  the  windows  gone,  and  came 
away  with  a strange  w’onder  growing 
upon  him.  Where  had  she  heard  the 
name  of  this  deserted,  dreary,  old-time 
place  ? Had  she  by  chance  met  it  in  the 
old  book  where  we  first  came  across  it, 
and  which  she  might  have  taken  from  the 
shelf,  where  she  often  handled  the  vol- 
umes? Perhaps  so;  I can  not  explain  it 
thus.  It  is  only  a part  of  the  mystery  to 
me.  It  was  not  meant  for  us  to  under- 
stand. 

Another  name  came  several  times  from 
her  lips.  The  first  time  w'as  when,  as  in 
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the  case  I last  mentioned,  she  was  ill.  She 
had  been  suffering  for  several  days  with 
headache,  and  had  with  it  some  fever  and 
restlessness.  It  was  late  in  November, 
and  during  the  night  a light  snow  had 
fallen,  the  first  snow  of  the  season.  Max 
rose  early,  wishing  to  see  a patient  before 
breakfast,  and  as  the  oflBce  boy  had  not  yet 
come,  he  went  himself  outside,  and  wrapped 
in  a rough,  thick  overcoat,  not  worn  since 
the  last  winter,  began  sweeping  the  snow 
from  the  path.  J ust  then  Faith  came  from 
her  room,  and  went  to  the  window  of  the 
sitting-room.  She  had  not  known  of  the 
snow,  and  was  all  unprepared  for  the  white 
world  she  saw.  I was  standing  near  her, 
and  saw  a curious  look  come  over  her  face. 
I can  not  say  what  made  it  seem  so  strange, 
but  it  was  as  if  a little  child  had  waked  in 
some  unfamiliar  spot,  and  was  half  fright- 
ened, half  pleased.  Then  her  eyes  fell 
upon  Max  at  his  work,  and  a cry — I shall 
never  forget  it ; it  was  made  up  of  rapture, 
wonder,  fear — came  from  her  parted  lips: 
“ It’s  John !”  I caught  her  in  my  arms, 
and  in  an  instant— oh,  I can  not  tell  you 
how  quickly,  how  suddenly,  that  strange- 
ly mingled  look  fell  away  from  her  like 
a mask,  and  her  face,  a little  pale  and 
wistful,  but  myown  little  girl’s  face  again, 
looked  up  at  me,  as  she  said,  ‘‘Oh,  Ruth, 
for  a minute  I did  not  know  Max ; I think 
the  snow  dazzled  my  eyes. ” And  she  was 
her  own  happy,  sweet  self  again. 

In  the  sitting-room  of  our  new  home 
there  was  an  open  fire-place,  but  it  was 
closed  by  a fii*e-board  such  as  those  in 
use  at  that  time,  and  as  the  weather  was 
still  warm  when  we  moved  into  the  house, 
we  had  never  had  a fire  made  there.  One 
chilly  day  in  late  October,  when  Max  had 
gone  to  see  a patient  some  miles  away,  I 
thought  I would  give  him  a pleasant  greet- 
ing when  he  returned  from  his  cold  ride 
by  lighting  a cheery  wood  fire.  It  was 
soon  done,  with  the  help  of  my  little  maid. 
I had  a pair  of  tall  brass  andirons  which 
had  belonged  to  my  mother,  and  they  had 
been  carefully  packed  and  brought  with 
us  from  Sudbury.  These  were  set  in 
place,  the  hickory  logs  piled  on,  the  kin- 
dling laid  underneath  and  lighted,  and 
soon  my  fire  was  blazing  and  roaring  and 
sending  up  showers  of  sparks.  I sat  down 
before  it  in  the  large  high-backed  chair 
which  had  been  my  father’s,  and  so  fell 
to  dreaming,  as  one  does  in  the  fire-light. 
The  time  slipped  away,  and  the  room 
grew  dark,  save  where  the  light  of  my 


cheerful  fire  fell.  Suddenly  I heard  a 
quick,  light  step,  the  door  opened,  and 
Faith  came  in.  My  back  was  toward  the 
door,  and  before  I could  turn  or  speak, 
she  called  in  her  clear,  sweet  voice, 
“ Grandfather,  are  you  there  ?” 

I was  silent,  being  rather  startled,  and 
she  came  slowly  across*" the  room  feeling 
her  way  in  the  darkness  by  chairs  and 
table,  and  as  she  came  she  said  again, 
more  softly,  as  though  afraid  of  waking 
some  one : ‘ ‘ Grandfather,  is  it  you  ? Are 
you  asleep  ?” 

Then  I turned,  and  speaking  very  quiet- 
ly and  naturally,  said:  “It's  I,  Faith; 
come  and  see  my  veiy  pleasant  fire.” 

She  was  at  my  side  in  an  instant,  stoop- 
ing down  and  looking  curiously  into  my 
face,  a frightened  look  in  her  eyes.  I 
laid  my  hand  on  hers  and  said : “You  did 
not  expect  to  see  the  fire,  did  you  ? And 
the  lamps  are  not  lighted,  so  you  could 
hardly  see  me.” 

“Yes,  yes,”  she  said;  “that  is  the  rea- 
son. I am  confused — it  is  all  so  strange. 
I thought — I can  not  remember  what  I 
thought;  but  it  is  all  right  now,  and  you 
are  here,  my  dear  quiet  Ruth.” 

At  another  time,  our  little  servant  being 
absent,  I asked  Faith  to  go  down  to  the 
kitchen  pantry  for  something  I needed. 
She  did  not  return,  and  after  waiting  some 
minutes  I went  down  after  her.  I found 
her  standing  in  the  pantry  before  a large 
basket  of  winter  apples  which  had  just 
been  sent  home  from  the  market,  the  first 
we  had  seen.  They  were  of  different  sorts, 
and  made  a pretty  picture  with  their  red, 
yellow,  green,  and  russet  tints ; so  I did  not 
wonder  the  child  was  attracted  by  them. 
But  as  I came  in  she  said,  without  looking 
up : “ Isn’t  it  too  bad  ? There  are  no  Den- 
nison reddings  here,  and  John  does  not 
care  much  for  any  other  apples.  May  I 
go  and  see  if  there  are  any  left  on  the  tree 
by  the  well  ?” 

How  strange  it  sounded  I Of  course 
there  was  no  well  in  our  little  town  gar- 
den, and  I had  never  before  heard  of  a 
Dennison  redding  apple ; and  oh,  who,  who 
was  John  ? 

One  day  Max  brought  home  with  him 
from  the  hospital  a little  boy  that  had  been 
brought  to  the  city  for  medical  treatment, 
fit>m  the  country,  some  miles  away.  His 
father  was  a farmer,  and  the  boy  was  quite 
unused  to  city  sights  and  sounds,  and  very 
homesick.  So  Max  with  his  kindly  heart 
brought  him  to  us  for  comfort. 
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As  soon  as  she  saw  him  Faith  seemed 
strangely  drawn  toward  him.  She  did 
not  make  many  close  friends  outside  our 
home,  but  she  took  the  little  lonesome  boy 
at  once  into  her  heart.  Every  day  she 
went  to  the  hospital  and  brought  him 
home  to  spend  hours  with  us,  and  she  was 
never  so  liappy  as  when  playing  with  or* 
talking  to  her  little  friend.  His  name  was 
Robert,  but  she  always  called  him  David, 
though  he  strongly  objected  to  the  name. 

“What  do  you  call  me  that  for?”  he 
asked,  in  blunt  boyish  fashion. 

“ Because  you  look  like  David,”  she  an- 
swered, “and  I sometimes  think  you  are 
really  he.” 

I suppose  she  was  thinking  of  the  boy 
David  in  the  Bible,  “ruddy  and  of  a fair 
countenance,”  for  his  cheeks  were  like  red 
apples,  his  eyes  blue,  his  hair  like  flax. 
Such  long,  long  talks  as  they  had ! He 
was  about  ten  years  old,  and  a real  coun- 
try boy — plain,  practical,  sometimes  a lit- 
tle rough,  though  good-hearted  and  kind- 
ly. It  was  odd  to  see  them  together,  so 
strongly  unlike,  she  in  her  pretty  dainti- 
ness, with  soft,  loving  little  ways  of  her 
own,  and  he  a farmer’s  boy,  in  his  coai’se, 
ill-fitting  clothes,  with  blunt  speech  and 
awkward  manners.  As  they  sat  togeth- 
er she  would  put  her  arm  about  him  and 
draw  him  close  to  her,  often  stooping  to 
press  a kiss  upon  his  yellow  curls.  But 
he  would  push  her  from  him,  with  a boy’s 
dislike  to  such  demonstrations,  and  say, 
“Don’t  do  that;  I hate  it.” 

“But  you  used  to  like  it,  David,”  she 
would  say,  gently,  with  a puzzled  look. 

“ No,  I didn’t,”  the  boy  would  answer; 
“ and  my  name  is  Robert.  I keep  telling 
and  telling  you.” 

* She  loved  best  to  hear  stories  of  his  life 
at  the  farm,  the  simple,  easy  life  there,  of 
the  cows  and  sheep,  the  pastures,  the  dairy, 
the  hay-making,  the  corn-planting.  Her 
eyes  would  shine,  her  face  light  up,  as  he 
told  the  tale  in  homely  phrases,  and  she 
would  draw  him  again  to  her  with  an  al- 
most passionate  fondness,  and  cry,  “Oh, 
David,  was  it  not  beautiful,  our  life  at  the 
farm?” 

You  see,  she  thought  to  please  the  boy 
by  playing  that  she  had  been  there  with 
him,  and  remembered  it  all.  But  he  was 
too  practical  for  such  fancies,  and  would 
retort: 

“How  do  you  know  what  ’twas  like? 
You  never  was  there;  and  I tell  you  again 
my  name  tsn’f  David;  it’s  Robert.” 


And  she  in  her  turn  would  tell  him 
stories.  I suppose  she  took  them  from 
books,  for  surely  in  such  a summer-land 
as  she  must  have  come  from  to  us  there 
could  have  been  no  deep  drifts  of  snow,  no 
strayed  and  frost-chilled  lambs,  no  ice- 
ponds  on  which  to  slide  or  skate,  no  bright 
frosty  mornings  with  jingling  sleigh-bells 
out-doors  and  roaring  wood  fires  within. 

It  was  a sad  day  when  the  boy  left  us 
for  his  home.  Faith  clung  to  him  as  if 
she  could  never  let  him  go,  kissing  his 
ruddy  cheeks,  his  flaxen  hair,  his  rough, 
red  little  hands. 

“Tell  them — tell  them, ’’she cried  out,  in 
broken, half-understood  words — “ tell  them 
— tell  J ohn — I — ” And  her  words  died  away 
in  sobs  and  caresses,  from  which  the  boy, 
so  glad  to  go  to  his  home  and  his  mother, 
roughly  broke  away.  She  had  heard  him 
talk  so  much  of  the  farm  and  the  folk 
there  that  she  fancied  now  that  she  knew 
and  loved  them  all,  for  she  was  full  of  her 
fancies.  It  was  many  a day  before  she 
ceased  to  mourn  for  her  lost  playmate, 
and  to  speak  of  “dear  little  David”  and 
“the  farm.”  But  time  and  the  near  ap- 
proach of  her  wedding-day  at  last  banish- 
ed her  sorrow,  and  brought  forgetfulness 
and  comfort. 

They  were  to  be  married,  as  I have  said, 
in  June.  Her  simple  preparations  were 
all  made.  Many  a happy  hour  she  and  I 
had  sat  together  sewing  on  the  dainty  gar- 
ments, talking  of  the  future  and  her  new 
life  with  Max.  During  this  time  I ven- 
tured sometimes  to  question  her  of  her 
past  life,  but  very  cautiously,  that  she 
might  not  be  startled.  I asked  her  once 
if  she  remembered  when  she  first  came  to 
us,  but  she  said  she  did  not,  she  was  “so 
very  small.”  And  when,  at  another  time, 
I asked  her  when  she  first  began  to  love 
Max,  she  blushed  and  smiled,  and  an- 
swered that  she  could  scarcely  place  the 
exact  time  she  had  loved  him,  so  many 
years  — “since  she  was  a little  child.” 
So  the  days  and  weeks  slipped  by,  and 
June  came  again  with  its  blue  skies  and 
flowers.  It  was  the  day  before  the  wed- 
ding, which  was  to  be  a very  quiet  one, 
from  the  little  stone  church  near  us.  Faith 
was  like  a bird  that  day,  in  and  out  of  the 
house  and  garden,  singing  to  heraelf,  or 
throwing  me  a light  word  or  kiss  as  she 
came  and  went.  Max  was  very  busy  pay- 
ing his  last  visits  to  patients  whom  he 
must  leave  for  a fortnight,  for  they  wei*e 
to  have  two  weeks  of  rest  together  in  the 
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mountains.  But  when  he  came  in  for  a 
hurried  word  at  intervals  there  was  a 
look  of  such  complete,  such  perfect  con- 
tent upon  his  face  as  I had  never  in  all 
his  life  seen  there  before. 

As  the  day  grew  to  a close  Faith  seem- 
ed a little  weary,  and  I did  not  w’onder, 
for  she  had  been  busy  since  sunrise.  As 
I sat  in  the  doorway  resting  she  came  and 
sat  down  by  me,  and  laid  her  head  in  my 
lap.  I smoothed  back  the  bright  soft 
hair,  and  as  I touched  her  forehead  I 
saw  that  it  was  hot,  and  that  her  cheeks 
were  flushed. 

“You  have  tired  yourself,  my  child,”  I 
said,  “and  Max  will  scold.” 

“Max  never  scolds,”  she  said,  softly. 
And  then,  raising  her  head,  she  looked 
into  ray  face,  and  spoke  gravely,  and  with 
almost  a solemn  sweetness  in  her  tone. 
“Ruth,  I do  not  talk  much  to  you  of  my 
love  for  Max,  do  I ? But  I want  to  tell 
you  to-night  that  my  whole  heart  is  his. 
If  I should  die  before  he  makes  me  his 
wife,  if  he  should  die  before  he  is  my  hus- 
band, we  should  still  belong  to  each  other, 
and  some  day  God  would  bring  us  togeth- 
er again.”  I could  not  speak,  and  seeing 
the  tears  in  my  eyes,  she  dashed  aw'ay 
some  bright  drops  from  her  own,  and  rose 
hastily.  With  a radiant  smile,  and  the 
pretty  pink  flush  on  her  face  which  had 
been  there  since  she  came  from  her  gar- 
den work,  she  said,  “It  is  time  for  Max; 
I am  going  to  meet  him.”  She  ran  dowm 
the  path,  so  fair  and  sweet  in  her  simple 
blue  dress,  her  straw  hat  hanging  on  her 
arm ; and  as  she  passed  into  the  street  she 
said,  looking  back  at  me,  “ Good-by ; I am 
going  to  meet— 'c/o/in.” 

That  name  again  instead  of  Max ! But 
the  child  was  tired  and  nervous,  and  I 
would  not  startle  her  by  showing  that  she 
had  spoken  the  wrong  name.  So  I said 
nothing  but,  “Good-by,  my  darling.”  I 
rarely  used  pet  names  like  that;  it  was 
not  in  my  quiet,  old-fashioned  way.  I am 
glad  I said  it  then.  And  so  she  w^ent  down 
the  dusty  street  through  the  sunlight  to- 
ward the  w^est,  and  into  the  misty  glow, 
till  I lost  sight  of  her  in  the  distance. 

I never  saw  her  again. 

Few  w’ords  are  best.  All  that  I could 
speak  w'ould  tell  you  no  better  what  came 
afterward.  The  first  anxious  doubt,  the 
lingering  suspense,  the  sickening  dread, 
the  seeking,  the  weary,  wreary  watching 
for  one  who  never  came,  I can  not  tell  of 
it.  As  vainly  as  a year  before  we  sought 


one  ray  of  light  from  the  unknown  world 
she  had  left  in  coming  to  us,  so  all  in  vain 
we  looked  now  for  one  glimpse  of  the  life 
into  which  she  had  gone  from  us.  I will 
not  tell  you  one  word  of  Max  and  his  sor- 
row. You  have  no  right  to  ask  it,  or  even 
to  guess  at  that  grief  with  which  a stran- 
ger intermeddleth  not.  I have  told  you 
how  the  child  came,  and  how  she  went 
away;  there  is  nothing  more.  Two  years 
later  I met  one  day  a lady  whom  I had 
known  slightly  during  the  year  the  child 
was  with  us,  and  who  knew  nothing  of 
her  sudden  going. 

“So  your  pretty  young  cousin  has  left 
you,”  she  said.  “I  have  always  remem- 
bered her  so  well  since  I met  her  here: 
Faith,  I think  you  called  her.  So  I knew 
her  at  once  when  I saw  her  again,  though 
I caught  such  a hurried  glimpse  of  her.  I 
was  ill  the  cai*s,  and  the  train  stopped  a 
minute  before  crossing  a bridge,  and  just 
there,  opposite  iny  window,  was  your  lit- 
tle cousin.  She  h^  run  out  from  the  pretti- 
est old  farm-house — her  home  I suppose — 
and  was  calling  to  some  one  whom  I did  not 
see.  ‘ John ! John !’  she  said,  in  that  clear, 
pleasant  voice  of  hers.  I heard  it  as  plainly 
as  you  hear  me  now ; but  before  I could  open 
my  window  or  speak  to  her  the  cars  went 
on.”  Another  clew,  another  vain  hope! 
The  lady  could  not  remember  just  where 
this  occurred,  but  she  told  us  all  she  could 
recall,  and  search  again  began.  But  in 
vain,  of  course,  as  I felt  sure  it  would  be. 
It  was  merely  a fancied  resemblance;  and 
John  is  such  a common  name ! 

The  learned  doctor  who  had  been  al- 
ways so  interested  in  “the  case,”  as  he 
called  our  Faith  and  her  stoiy,  talked 
wisely  of  it  all.  But  I paid  little  atten- 
tion to  what  he  said,  for  I knew  it  was* 
not  true. 

God  sent  her  new  and  fresh  to  earth 
that  day  from  some  land  where  she  had 
always  dreamed  of  us,  and  where  in  some 
mysterious  way,  in  some  vision  if  not  in 
reality,  she  had  ^n  and  loved  and  prom- 
ised herself  to  Max.  God  took  her  aw^ay 
again.  I do  not  try  to  guess  why.  But 
some  day,  through  a misty  glow,  in  a land 
where  it  is  always  summer,  I shall  see  her 
coming  down  the  golden  street  toward  me, 
her  soft  brown  eyes  looking  wistfully  at 
mo,  her  bright  hair  loose  upon  her  fore- 
head, her  small,  pretty  hands  reaching  out 
toward  me,  and  she  will  say  again,  as  at 
first  she  said  it:  “ You  are  waiting  for  me. 
Oh,  I am  so  glad  to  be  at  home !” 
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rilHERE  is  no  doubt  of  the  genuine  success  of 

I the  German  opera  in  New  York  this  winter. 
The  operas  have  been  admirably  placed  upon 
the  stage.  All  the  scenic  accessories  were  sat- 
isfactory, and  the  music  was  thoroughly  mas- 
tered by  singers  who  appreciated  and  enjoyed 
it,  and  who  were  completely  accomplished  art- 
ists. They  had,  moreover,  a certain  national 
]>ride  in  the  performance.  Tiiey  felt  evidently 
that  the  cause  of  German  music  had  been  in- 
trusted to  them.  They  were  here  as  mission- 
aries among  unbelievers,  wljo,  without  much 
knowledge,  had  been  bred  in  the  Itidian  tra- 
dition. To  win  their  hearty  and  enthusiastic 
favor  would  bo  a famous  victory,  and  it  was 
won.  A more  satisfactory  series  of  opera  pre- 
sentations has  not  been  known  in  New  York, 
and  for  the  first  time  “ German  opera”  has  not 
l)een  an  occasional  and  curious  experiment  on 
off  evenings  and  with  a chance-medley  com- 
pany, but  it  has  been  approved  and  accepted 
by  “ fashion”  and  ‘‘  the  town.” 

The  fact  shows  a great  change  in  the  mu- 
sical taste  of  ” the  town.”  It  is  not  now  the 
taste  of  the  Trufll  and  Benedetti  era.  Indeed, 
to  the  boxes  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera-house 
Truffi  and  Benedetti  are  unknown  or  vague 
u^mes.  When  they  sang  in  Astor  Place,  the 
corner  of  Broadway  and  Fortieth  Street  was 
companitivcly  a lonely  field,  Madison  Square 
was  suburban,  and  Corporal  Thompson’s  cot- 
tage still  stood  to  cheer  the  pleasure-seekers 
on  the  Bloomingdale  Road.  It  was  a little,  al- 
most provincial,  New  York.  The  Philharmon- 
ic Concerts  were  scarcely  begun,  and  were  given 
in  the  old  Apollo  Rooms,  on  Broadway  below 
Canal  Street.  It  was  even  after  the  great  day 
of  Truffi  and  Benedetti  that  Thall)erg  came 
and  gave  his  concerts  at  Niblo's  saloon.  Then, 
as  the  Easy  Chair  has  before  stated,  came  the 
Sontag  opera  at  Niblo’s.  But  when  the  Ital- 
ian opera  passed  from  Astor  Place  to  Four- 
teenth Street,  it  saw  its  palmiest  day  with 
Gerster  and  Campanini. 

During  all  those  years  the  Italian  opera 
“had  the  cry,”  and  it  was  the  opinion  of 
“fashion”  that  German  music  was  heavy  and 
unmelodious,  and  that  Germans  did  not  know 
how  to  sing.  “They  can  not  open  their 
mouths,”  said  the  learned  youth  of  the  boxes ; 
“ and  no  German  woman  knows  how  to  dress.” 
Meanwhile  Theodore  Thomas  w'as  steadily 
sapping  and  undermining  the  exclusive  Ital- 
ian taste.  His  indomitabld  resolution,  his  re- 
markable skill  as  a conductor,  the  higli  train- 
ing of  his  orchestra,  and  his  astonishing  energy 
and  activity,  made  him  one  of  the  most  effect- 
ive musical  iiifiucnces  in  the  country.  His 
summer- night  concerts  at  the  Central  Park 
Garden  introduced  the  Wagner  music  to  Amer- 
ican knowledge  and  taste.  His  May  Festival 
three  or  four  years  ago  was  a full  revelation 
of  the  character  and  charm  of  the  modern 
music  and  its  interpreters. 
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This  was  followed  by  the  Wagner  concerts 
of  last  year  with  Materna  and  her  companions, 
and  so  the  way  was  smoothed  for  the  German 
opera.  Meanwhile  “ fashion”  found  that  Four- 
teenth Street  was  down-town,  and  the  Metro- 
politan house  was  built.  The  Academy  in 
Fourteenth  Street  thought  to  hold  its  own 
with  the  familiar  and  accepted  Italian  openis 
and  the  chief  living  Italian  prima  donua.  The 
new  house  made  its  contest  with  the  most  lav- 
ish outlay,  with  a host  of  famous  singers,  and 
“ new  and  splendid”  scenery.  But  a double  sut>- 
ply  of  the  most  costly  pleasure  was  more  tlnm 
even  New  York  could  sustain.  Patti’s  pres- 
tige and  voice  gave  a seeming  victory  to  the 
Academy,  and  the  Metropolitan  house  was  n[>- 
parently  exhausted.  But  the  prosperity  of  the 
victor  was  apparent  only.  There  was  a uni- 
versal feeling  that  the  day  of  the  exclusive 
glory  of  the  Italian  genius  had  passed. 

There  was  a large  and  beautiful  opera-house 
with  every  necessary  appointment ; there  were 
fatigue  and  s:itiety  with  the  old  opera,  interest 
in  the  new,  a younger  generation,  a changed 
taste,  a genuine  enthusiasm  for  the  modern 
music  such  as  wc  read  of  in  the  stories  of  the 
Italian  opera  fifty  and  sixty  years  ago.  There 
were  needed  intelligence,  vigor,  and  skill  to 
seize  the  opportunity.  These  Dr.  Damrosch 
supplied,  and  under  his  baton  German  opera 
has  triumphed,  and  “fashion”  approvingly 
smiles  and  nods.  This  winter,  therefore,  will 
be  always  noted  in  the  musical  annals  of  the 
city  for  the  admirable  representations  of  Ger- 
man opera,  and  for  the  enthusiasm  and  appre- 
ciation with  which  they  were  received.  Not 
less  will  the  sudden  and  sad  death  of  Dr. 
Damrosch  at  the  very  cud  of  the  seiison,  and 
in  the  height  of  his  great  and  well-earned 
success,  be  always  recalled,  with  ample  honor 
to  his  memory,  when  the  striking  operatic 
story  of  this  winter  is  told.  In  the  very  scene 
of  his  triumph  his  obsequies  were  pertbrmed, 
and  his  service  will  be  gratefully  remembered. 

But  Mr.  Thomas,  who  has  made  this  triumph 
possible,  does  not  relax  his  great  work.  He 
will  give  during  the  next  sejisou  a series  of 
popular  concerts,  and  the  arrangements  which 
are  made  for  them  will  secure  what  he  has 
long  desired — a (>ermunent  orchestra.  The 
concerts  will  be  continuous  through  the  win- 
ter, and  the  music  will  be  selected  with  the 
singular  felicity  which  Mr.  Thomas  has  always 
shown  in  preparing  for  popular  concerts,  choos- 
ing from  the  best  music  that  which  is  most  ac- 
ceptable to  the  popular  taste,  which  is  thus 
both  trained  and  pleased.  This  charming  skill 
of  the  conductor  has  been  illustrated  in  tho 
Young  People’s  Concerts  of  the  last  two  sea- 
sons, which  have  been  thronged  by  those  for 
whom  they  were  intended,  and  whose  associa- 
tions with  the  great  masters  will  be  always 
delightful  from  this  intelligent  introduction. 
The  People’s  Concerts  also,  which  are  wholly 
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free,  and  the  enjoyment  of  which  is  secured  by 
careful  armngement  to  those  for  whom  they 
are  designed,  are  one  of  Mr.  Thomas's  musical 
ministries  of  the  best  kind. 

The  opera  is,  of  course,  always  a luxury. 
But  cheap  “ music  for  the  million'’  is  one  of 
the  most  refining  and  civilizing  agencies.  It 
is  a cruel  thing,”  wrote  George  Eliot  in  1859, 
“tile  difficulty  and  dearness  of  getting  any 
music  in  England — concerted  music,  which  is 
the  only  music  I care  for  much  now.  At 
Dresden  we  could  have  thoroughly  enjoyable 
instrumental  music  every  evening  for  two- 
pence, and  1 owed  so  many  thoughts  and  in- 
spirations of  feeling  to  that  stimulus.”  Dres- 
den must  not  stand  before  New  York  in  the 
good  work  of  cheap  music. 


Fou  one  day  the  thoughts  of  the  civilized 
world  were  recently  turned  to  one  man,  and 
that  man  one  of  the  most  romantic  figures  of 
contemporary  history — Gcnenil  Gordon.  His 
remarkable  ride  across  the  desert  to  Khar- 
toom  was  in  harmony  with  his  strange  career, 
and  bis  long  solitary  hold  of  the  town,  envel- 
oped by  a hostile  race  burning  with  religious 
zeal,  and  his  disappearance  upon  tlie  very  eve 
of  succor,  were  but  natural  events  in  a story  so 
extraordinary.  The  news  of  his  death  also 
produced  in  England  a deep  and  universal 
excitement,  which  in  intensity  was  doubtless 
like  that  which  followed  the  tidings  from 
Waterloo,  or  the  Sepoy  rebellion,  or  the  pas- 
sage of  the  Dardanelles  by  the  English  neet 
For  a moment  party  strife  was  outwardly  com- 
posed, and  Tories  and  Liberals  were  only  Eng- 
lishmen resolved  that  the  man  who  stood  for 
England  in  the  African  desert  howling  with 
enemies  should  be  avenged.  The  Past  and 
the  Future  were  forgotten  in  the  duty  of  the 
Present.  Why  England  was  upon  the  Upper 
Nile  in  arms,  or  what  disaster  might  impend 
in  India,  was  not  to  be  considered  while  the 
fate  of  Gordon  was  unknown. 

But  to  us  who  look  upon  the  English  cam- 
paign in  Egypt  only  as  sympathetic  specta- 
tors, the  old  proverb  seems  more  than  ever 
true.  What  is  worth  doing  is  worth  doing  well. 
This  w^as  Chatham's  piinciple  nearly  a cen- 
tury and  a half  ago.  It  was  the  principle  of 
Napoleon  in  the  field  and  in  the  cabinet.  It 
is  the  practical  rule  of  success  everywhere. 
Whether  you  are  going  to  hunt  a hare  or  a 
tiger,  whether  you  march  to  meet  barbarians 
or  civilized  regulars,  the  first  and  vital  condi- 
tion of  success  is  not  to  underestimate  the 
task,  and  to  abamlon  it  rather  than  to  under- 
take it  inadequately.  But  a government  and 
its  enterprises  are  continuous,  and  in  England 
and  in  this  country  when  the  popular  will  de- 
crees a change  of  administration,  the  new- 
comers must  deal  with  a situation  already 
made  for  them.  England  drives  the  Jingo 
from  the  helm,  but  he  has  set  the  coui*sc  of  the 
ship,  and  the  Lil>cral  must  take  it  as  he  finds  it. 

The  Jingo  took  England  to  Egypt,  and 
combined  with  Fnince  to  control  its  govern- 


ment . Wlien  he  was  dismissed,  it  was  not 
possible  simply  to  withdraw  from  Egypt  But 
it  was  equally  impossible  to  remain  without  a 
strong  hold  and  a determined  policy.  This  is 
the  point  at  which  the  Liberal  seems  to  have 
failed.  Apparently  there  was  not  a definite 
policy  vigorously  pursued,  but  an  acquiescence 
in  the  vague  demand  of  public  sentiment — a 
following  rather  than  a leading.  When  Gor- 
don was  sent  to  Khartoum,  he  should  have 
been  sustained  by  a commanding  force.  If 
England  w^as  to  remain  in  Egypt  at  all,  she 
should  have  staid  for  a purpose,  and  have  sup- 
plied the  means  to  accomplish  it.  What  is 
worth  doing  is  worth  doing  well. 

But  the  cheerful  aspect  of  the  situation  at 
the  darkest  moment  was  the  msponse  of  Eng- 
land. In  great  emergencies  the  old  quality 
of  the  English  shows  itself.  There  is  not 
panic  or  despondency,  but  a wrathful  resolu- 
tion to  atone  for  all  short-comings  by  a mighty 
recuperation.  The  press  had  but  one  voice. 
All  day,  says  the  dispatch,  the  War-office  was 
thronged  with  officere  oflering  their  services. 
Every  Englishman  felt  a personal  appeal.  It 
was  not  what  will  this  or  that  party  do?  but 
the  tone  of  all  that  was  said,  the  spirit  of  the 
whole  people,  was  that  England  expects  every 
man  to  do  his  duty.  That  duty  is  the  rescue, 
if  possible,  of  brave  English  soldiers,  and  the 
settlement  of  the  Soudan  trouble,  with  the 
broadest  regard  for  the  interests  of  humanity 
and  civilization. 


The  revelations  of  the  Carlyle  memoirs,  the 
feeling  produced  by  the  disclosure  of  Haw- 
thorne’s strictures  uptm  Margaret  Fuller,  the 
controversy  concerning  the  relations  of  Har- 
riet Martineau  and  her  brother  James,  and  the 
painful  incidents  connected  with  the  mar- 
riage of  Lord  Coleridge’s  daughter,  together 
with  the  scope  of  newspaper  interviews  and 
reports  of  “ society,”  have  occasioned  an  un- 
comfortable feeling  that  the  s:icred  seclusion 
and  inviolability  of  personal  relations,  which 
is  known  as  domestic  privacy,  is  disap|)caring, 
and  that  those  whom  genius  or  circumstances 
make  famous  must  pay  the  penalty  by  speak- 
ing and  acting  in  the  glare  of  a morbid  public 
gaze.  If  they  write  letters  to  the  most  inti- 
mate friend,  they  must  vvrite  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  the  coldly  curious  public  will 
ultimately  read  them.  If  they  record  their  feel- 
ings and  opinions  with  perfect  unreserve  in  a 
diary,  and  lock  it  close  and  hide  it,  they  must 
not  forget  that  Death  will  break  the  lock  and 
scatter  their  secret^  through  all  the  newspapers. 

The  taste  which  such  revelation  engenders 
has  naturally  awaited  thcmemoii-sofGeorgeEI- 
iot  with  eager  curiosity.  But  happily  no  book 
could  be  a liner  rebuke  to  this  kind  of  antici- 
pation. Mr.  Cross  has  performed  his  task  with 
the  utmost  delicacy,  tenderness,  and  skill,  and 
the  result  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  and 
valuable  of  literary  memoirs.  During  her  life 
no  famous  person  was  more  completely  veiled 
to  the  public  than  George  Eliot.  She  was  one 
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of  the  tliree  great  novelists  of  this  generation 
in  England.  Her  tales  were  universally  read. 
Her  commanding  genius  nnd  literary  position 
were  universally  acknowledged.  But  so  guard- 
ed was  the  privacy  of  her  life  that  even  her 
face  was  unknown  to  the  general  public,  and 
the  gossip  which  hummed  about  all  her  chief 
contemporaries  spared  her.  ' 

Certain  facts  of  her  career  were  familiar. 
But  they  were  few.  That  she  was  a scholar, 
a thinker,  the  friend  of  the  most  accomplished 
mastei's  in  science,  philosophy,  and  art,  and 
that  her  domestic  relations  were  extraordinary, 
was  substantially  all  that  was  known.  And 
an  impression  undoubtedly  prevailed,  confirm- 
ed by  portraits  which  were  sometimes  seen, 
that  she  was  a severe  and  austere  personage, 
supremely  intellectual  and  “ advanced,”  very 
much  in  earnest,  but  destitute  of  the  charms 
and  graces  which  are  distinguished  as  wo- 
manly. It  is  most  fortunate  for  one  of  the  most 
justly  famous  of  English  women  that  the  duty 
of  revealing  to  the  public  her  singularly  noble 
and  feminine  character  should  have  fallen  to 
one  so  peculiarly  fitted  for  its  performance. 
Mr.  Cross  has  told  the  story  of  George  Eliot's 
life  from  her  own  records  in  her  copious  cor- 
respondence and  her  journal.  He  has  chosen 
ail  original  way  to  do  it  by  blending  passages 
both  from  the  letters  and  the  diary  into  a con- 
tinuous narrative,  indicating  the  sources  by 
marginal  references.  This  plan  has  required 
of  him  veiy  few  connecting  %vords,  and  these 
lie  has  supplied  quietly  and  cfiectively,  and 
with  the  utmost  tact  and  good  sense. 

The  general  impression  of  the  memoir  is 
that  of  a woman  of  great  genius,  of  a char- 
acter of  noble  dignity  and  refinement,  of  a life 
and  powers  constantly  consecrated  to  the  hu- 
inancst  ends,  and  of  domestic  relations  in  the 
highest  degree  sympathetic,  inspiring,  and  sat- 
isfactory to  hereelf.  If  the  story  of  the  Car- 
lyle interior  should  dispose  any  reader  to  ima- 
gine that  the  union  of  two  strong  intellectual 
lives  must  necessarily  be  discordant,  this  pic- 
ture of  the  unsullied  domestic  happiness,  the 
mutual  mental  stimulus  and  invigoration  of 
George  Eliot's  household,  will  correct  the 
tendency.  The  serene  content,  the  alisolute 
confidence,  the  increasing  respect  and  affec- 
tion, which  the  l>ook  discloses,  furnish  a timely 
counterpart  to  the  Carlyle  story. 

The  chief  distinction  of  George  Eliot's  char- 
acter as  showm  in  this  book  was  her  moral  in- 
dependence and  courage.  Her  intellectual  su- 
periority, the  vigor,  originality,  and  precision 
of  her  mind,  are  evident  in  her  talcs,  and  for 
pure  intellectual  grasp  and  power  slic  must 
bo  placed  before  the  three  most  noted  con- 
temporary women — Harriet  Martincau,  Char- 
lotte Bronte,  and  Mrs.  Browning.  But  if  her 
books  reveal  her  genius,  her  life  displays  her 
character.  In  June,  1857,  she  writes  to  one 
of  her  life-long  friends  a few  words  which  ex- 
press the  profound  moral  conviction  and  cour- 
age upon  which  her  life  was  founded.  “ If  I 
live  five  years  longer,  the  positive  result  of  my 


existence  on  the  side  of  truth  and  goodness 
will  outweigh  the  small  negative  good  that 
would  have  consisted  in  my  not  doing  any- 
thing to  shock  others,  and  I can  conceive  no 
consequences  that  will  make  me  repient  the 
past.  Do  not  misunderstand  rne,  and  suppose 
tliat  I think  myself  heroic  or  great  in  any 
way.  Far  enough  from  that.  Faulty,  miserably 
faulty,  I am,  but  least  of  all  faulty  where  others 
most  blame.” 

But  while  she  tranquilly  held  her  own  way, 
the  catholicity  of  her  mind  and  lieart  is  one 
of  the  pleasantest  disclosures  of  the  memoir. 
Not  only  was  she  wholly  unlike  the  person- 
age which  is  described  ns  a masculine  woman, 
but  she  had  the  gentlest  and  most  generous 
appreciation  of  every  degree  of  excellence  in 
others.  She  speaks  of  many  of  her  contem- 
poraries and  associates,  but  the  tone  of  de- 
traction to  which  the  rccent  memoirs  of  emi- 
nent persons  have  accustomed  us  is  wholly 
wanting.  This  appreciation  is  not  a mere 
gush  of  good-nature,  nor  the  condescending 
urbanity  of  acknowledged  superiority ; it  is  a 
clear  perception  and  an  intelligent  regard, 
and  it  illustrates  the  sweetness  and  health  of 
her  own  nature. 

With  all  her  force  of  character,  however, 
she  was  exceedingly  distrustful  of  her  literary 
ability.  Her  works  were  all  undertaken  un- 
der a dark  cloud  of  doubt  and  despondency, 
and  the  success  which  crowned  them  and  the 
fame  which  followed  were  naturally  very 
pleasant  to  her.  She  records  some  of  the 
praise  which  she  received,  but  wholly  without 
vanity  or  excitement.  It  is  not  the  current 
newspaper  praise,  but  the  response  of  other 
minds  and  hearts,  which  touches  tier,  and  she 
reads  with  attention  any  careful  nnd  intelligent 
review  of  her  work.  One  of  the  most  inter- 
esting passages  in  the  memoirs  is  a letter  from 
Dickens,  to  whom  she  had  sent  a copy  of  her 
first  book,  Scefies  of  Clerical  Life,  It  is  a 
manly  and  beautiful  letter,  allowing  a fineness 
of  feeling  and  perception  which  are  not  al- 
ways allowed  to  Dickena  The  incognito  had 
been  peifectly  kept,  even  from  John  Black- 
wood, the  publisher.  But  Dickens  writes 
that  if  ho  ol>eyed  his  conviction  he  should 
address  George  Eliot  ns  a woman.  Thack- 
eray, on  the  other  hand,  said  that  the  author 
was  evidently  not  a woman. 

The  relation  between  George  Eliot  and  John 
Blackwood,  the  publisher,  who  was  the  first 
person  after  Mr,  Lewes  to  recognize  her  gen- 
ius, is  one  of  the  pleasantest  illustrations  in 
literary  history  of  the  friendship  of  authors 
and  publishers.  It  was  like  that  of  Scott  and 
Constable.  Mr.  Blackwood  was  her  confidant 
and  counsellor,  and  she  was  always  anxious 
for  his  judgment  of  her  work.  In  her  letters 
to  him  her  good  sense  and  sincerity  are  con- 
stantly apparent,  and  those  who  assume  the 
existence  of  a necessary  hostility  between  au- 
thors and  publishers  will  be  undeceived  by 
this  book. 

The  memoir  can  hardly  fail  to  send  the 
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reader  to  George  Elipt's  stories  once  more, 
and  it  will  throw  over  them  the  tender  light 
of  the  beautifiil  personality  which  shines 
through  the  story  of  her  life.  It  is  generally 
true  that  authors  reveal  themselves  most  ade- 
quately in  their  works,  and  that  their  biogra- 
phies strip  away  the  personal  illusion  which 
the  imagination  weaves  around  the  genius 
wdiich  enchants  and  admonishes  and  allures. 
But  the  Life  of  George  Eliot  is  one  of  the  very 
few  instances  in  wdiich  the  intimate  revela- 
tion of  the  author's  personality  and  life  height- 
ens the  interest  and  deepens  the  admiration 
with  which  the  works  of  her  genius  are  studied. 


The  completion  of  the  Washington  Monu- 
ment in  the  city  of  Washington  has  recalled 
national  attention  once  more  to  the  greatest 
American.  The  huge  shaft  is  in  itself  a rath- 
er meaningless  memorial  of  a great  man,  al- 
though the  same  kind  of  structure  on  Bunker 
Hill  properly  marks  to  all  the  neighboring 
land  the  site  of  a great  event.  The  Bunker 
Hill  Monument  has  fulfilled  the  lofty  antici- 
pation of  Webster  in  his  most  famous  oration: 
“ We  wish,  finally,  that  the  last  object  on  the 
sight  of  him  who  leaves  his  native  shore,  and 
the  first  to  gladden  him  who  revisits  it,  may 
be  something  which  shall  remind  him  of  the 
liberty  and  glory  of  his  country.  Let  it  rise 
till  it  meet  the  sun  in  his  coming;  let  the  ear- 
liest light  of  the  morning  gild  it,  and  parting 
day  linger  and  play  on  its  summit.” 

The  constantly  renewed  tnbutes  to  Wash- 
ington show  how  ever  fresh  is  the  national 
love  and  gratitude.  And  this  feeling  survives 
despite  the  criticism  that  he  was  not  a man 
of  genius,  and  despite,  also,  the  characteristic 
American  irreverence  which  vulgarizes  his 
name  and  character  in  song  and  anecdote. 
No  man  in  history  is  more  fully  revealed  than 
Washington  in  every  detail  of  his  public  and 
private  life.  But  all  the  disclosures  of  all  the 
witnesses  and  all  the  records  serve  merely  to 
complete  the  symmetry  of  his  greatness.  No 
famous  contemporary  of  his  at  home  or  abroad 
but  dwindles  a little  under  the  light  of  in- 
creasing information.  And  the  greatest  fig- 
ures of  this  century  also,  except  Abraham  Lin- 
coln, do  not  gain  by  fuller  revelation  of  every 
aspect  and  detail  of  their  lives. 

Some  of  the  noblest  and  most  discrimina- 
ting praise  of  Washington  has  proceeded  from 
Englishmen.  The  Easy  Clmir  some  years  a^o 
recalled  the  tribute  of  Professor  Smyth,  in 
1812,  at  Cambridge  University,  in  England. 
He  is  alluding  in  his  lectures  to  the  general 
upheaval  at  the  time  of  the  French  Revolu- 
tion, and  the  sophistries  which  in  the  name 
of  liberty  confused  so  many  generous  minds, 
and  he  says,  “But  the  foundations  of  the  mor- 
al world  were  shaken,  and  not  the  understand- 
ing of  Washington.”  The  greatest  of  living 
Englishmen,  and  the  highest  in  official  posi- 
tion, Mr.  Gladstone,  now  says  of  him:  “If 
among  all  the  pedestals  supplied  by  history 
for  public  characters  of  extraordinary  nobility 


and  purity  I saw  one  higher  than  all  the  rest, 
and  if  I were  required  at  a moment's  notice 
to  name  the  fittest  occupant  for  it,  I think  my 
choice  at  any  time  during  the  last  forty-five 
years  would  have  lighted,  os  it  would  now 
light,  upon  Washington.” 

But  os  the  old  monks  said  that  to  labor  is 
to  pray,  we  may  also  say  that  to  follow  Wash- 
ington is  truly  to  honor  him.  The  simplicity, 
directness,  and  honesty  of  his  political  con- 
duct, for  instance,  the  dignity  of  his  disdain 
of  political  self-seeking,  the  independence 
with  which,  although  a Federalist,  lie  exer- 
cised the  executive  power,  the  courage  of  his 
convictions  which  made  him  satisfied  with 
his  own  approval — as  Garfield  said  there  was 
one  man  whose  good  opinion  he  must  be  sure 
of,  namely,  himself— these  are  qualities  more 
familiar  in  Washington  than  in  the  career  of 
modem  statesmen.  Before  he  was  dead,  in- 
deed, the  party  spirit  against  whose  fuiy  he 
had  warned  the  country  was  burning  fierce- 
ly. Before  he  had  left  the  Pi*e8idency  he, 
even  Washington,  was,  in  our  modern  {phrase, 
blackguarded  roundly;  and  no  other  retir- 
ing President,  so  far  as  we  recall,  was  ever  as- 
sailed, as  he  left  the  office,  with  such  savage 
ribaldry. 

Such  insults  may  shake  others,  but  not 
the  understanding  of  Washington.”  The  se- 
rene steadfastness  of  the  statesman  amidst  the 
storm  of  political  and  party  passion  recalls 
Parkman’s  fine  picture  of  the  young  soldier 
calm  and  clear-minded  in  the  disastrous  Brad- 
dock's  defeat.  The  image  of  such  a man  in 
our  history  shining,  both  in  peace  and  war,  in 
political  and  in  military  life,  not  with  the  me- 
teoric and  vanishing  splendor  of  willful  and 
eccentric  genius,  but  with  the  beneficent  and 
unfading  light  of  the  constant  duty  of  the 
citizen  nobly  done,  is  that  possession  forever 
which  the  old  Greek  historian  celebrates,  and 
which  moy  well  be  the  amulet  of  the  national 
welfare. 


The  indignation  with  which  tlie  dynamite 
crimes  are  regarded  is  very  much  greater  than 
any  terror  which  they  produce.  Tlie  means 
of  criminal  mischief  were  familiar  long  before 
the  days  of  Guy  Fawkes.  Gunpowder  and 
fire,  the  bullet  and  the  steel,  the  bravo  and  the 
assassin,  arc  all  well  known.  But  the  ease 
with  which  a most  destructive  explosive  can 
now  be  manufactured,  and  the  secrecy  with 
which  it  can  be  applied  to  its  work,  are  so 
tempting  to  assassins  that  great  catastrophes 
may  be  apprehended.  But  as  they  are  merely 
wanton  crimes,  outraging  humanity,  and  in- 
volving the  lives  and  happiness  of  the  most 
innocent  ]>ersons,  as,  in  fact,  they  are  intended 
only  to  produce  terror  liy  indiscriminate  de- 
struction, they  have  but  one  effect — that  of  in- 
tense indignation  and  desire  of  vengeance. 

If  every  public  building  in  London  should 
be  destroyed  by  Irish  dynamite,  the  result 
would  be,  not  Irish  independence,  but  Irish 
extermination.  Carlyle's  cynical  suggestion 
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that  the  true  Irish  policy  would  be  to  put  the 
island  under  water  ror  twenty-four  hours  would 
become  the  purpose  of  England.  The  atroci- 
ties of  the  F^nch  Revolution  arc  explicable. 
They  were  the  mad  outbreak  of  a misery  and 
brutality  which  the  government  had  fostered, 
and  for  which  it  promised  no  relief.  But  this 
kind  of  explanation  is  wanting  to  the  dy- 
namite terrorists.  Their  conduct  might  have 
been  extenuated  as  at  least  not  surprising  dur- 
ing the  height  of  the  abominable  oppression 
of  the  penal  laws.  But  for  nearly  a century 
there  has  been  a constantly  advancing  relief 
of  Irish  suffering  and  correction  of  injustice  in 
Ireland,  until  now  there  remains  no  abuse  or 
inequality  for  which  constitutional  agitation 
is  not  the  surest  remedy. 

It  is  true,  indeed,  thait  the  degradation  and 
ignorance  of  a largo  pait  of  Ireland  are  the 
logical  result  of  English  misconduct.  George 
Mason  truly  said  that  Providence  punishes  na- 
tional sins  by  national  calamities.  But  this 
can  not  be  pleaded  in  justification  of  the  dyna- 
mite crimes.  There  is  no  people  in  the  world 
that  follow  leademhip  more  loyally  than  the 
Irish,  and  tlie  Irish  leadei's,  like  Mr.  Parnell  and 
his  associates,  arc  neither  ignorant  nor  degrad- 
ed. Just  so  far  ns  they  yield  to  the  brutality 
of  their  followers,  they  are  guiltier  than  those 
followers,  and  the  significant  fact  in  the  late 
crimes  is  not  that  they  were  committed,  but 
tliat  Mr.  Parnell,  speaking  in  Ireland  at  the 
very  moment  when  the  whole  civilized  world 
protested,  said  not  a single  word. 

In  protection  against  such  attacks  the  cause 
of  England  is  the  cause  of  civilization.  It  is 
not  a question  of  politics,  or  of  a single  national 
interest,  it  is  that  of  orderly  society  against 
anarchy.  But  in  the  indignant  pursuit  of  a 
crime  of  tiiis  kind  there  is  always  a pressure 
and  a tendency  to  sacrifice  general  safeguards. 
This  country  and  all  countries  will  desire  to 
prevent  upon  their  own  soil  any  complicity 
with  the  enemies  of  society,  or  the  dispatch 
of  any  aid  to  them.  Yet  under  the  conditions 
of  good  government  the  method  is  not  always 
obvious  or  adequate.  The  appeal  for  cnminal 
aid  may  easily  be  made,  and  the  assistance  fur- 
nished in  ways  with  which  the  law  can  not 
deal.  Open  and  express  incitement  to  specific 
crime  may  be  restrained  and  punished.  But 


a general  arraignment,  for  instance,  of  Eng- 
lish injustice  and  cripie  in  Ireland,  and  a de- 
mand for  redress,  and  solicitation  of  money  to 
procure  the  means  of  redress — all  these  may 
be  put  in  a way  which,  in  a free  country,  will 
not  violate  the  law  of  a free  press,  and  yet 
whose  criminal  intention  will  be  perfectly  un- 
derstooii. 


Thb  strong,  sad,  ‘^homely'*  face  which  is 
shown  in  the  vignette  to  this  number  of  the 
Magazine  is  that  wliich  the  country  saw  when 
Abraham  Lincoln  was  inaugurated  as  Presi- 
dent. 

A sudden  stir  and  hurry  in  Broadway  by 
tlie  New  York  Hotel  was  remarked  by  the 
Easy  Chair,  and  as  it  looked  to  see  the  occa- 
sion, it  observed  an  open  carriage  coining  down 
the  street,  witli  a few  persons  stopping  and 
cheering  as  it  passed.  But  there  was  no  enthu- 
siasm among  the  )>eoplc  in  the  street,  and  Mr. 
Lincoln  looked  about  him  with  the  sad  eyes 
and  the  serious  aspect  of  the  portrait. 

It  was  nearly  two  years  afterward  that  tlie 
Easy  Chair  saw  him  again,  on  a Sunday  even- 
ing in  his  ofiicinl  room  at  the  White  House. 
He  sat  by  the  fire  in  slippers,  talking  of  the 
w'ar  in  the  most  interested  manner,  and  refer- 
nug,  os  he  talked,  to  maps  upon  the  table.  As 
the  visitor  and  his  friend  arose  to  leave,  Mr. 
Lincoln  arose  also,  and  as  he  opened  the  door 
he  stopped,  and,  laying  his  hand  upon  the 
shoulder  of  the  visitor,  he  said,  in  a kindly, 
paternal  tone,  and  with  the  same  sad  weai*i- 
ucss  in  his  eyes  and  manner,  “ Courage,  my 
son ; we  shall  beat  them — we  shall  beat  them.” 

Two  years  later  it  ^vas  this  face,  then  no 
longer  smooth,  but  overgrown  with  a beard, 
that  the  committee  of  the  Convention  which 
had  renominated  him  saw  as  it  stood  before 
him  in  a semicircle  iu  the  East  Room  at  the 
White  House,  and  heard  him  read  tlie  brief 
address  in  which  he  accepted  the  nomination. 

Another  year,  and  along  Broadway,  at  the 
same  point  w here  the  Easy  Chair  had  seen  the 
open  carriage,  it  saw  a funeral  car  moving 
amid  the  universal  affection  and  grief  of  the 
great  city.  It  passed  out  of  sight  amid  tho 
love  and  sorrow  of  a nation  which  had  taken 
the  dead  man  into  its  heart  w ith  a tender  rev- 
erence shared  only  by  Washington. 


ftiitnv's  I'iteninj  Jlttotii. 


T may  seem  to  savor  of  exaggeration,  but 
it  is  saying  no  more  than  its  merits  war- 
rant, to  say  that  George  Eliot's  Life  as  related  in 
her  letters  and  Joui^nals,'  arranged  and  edited 

* George  Eiiof  ^s  Life  <w  related  in  her  Letters  and  Jofar* 
nals.  AmniireU  and  Edited  by  her  lliisband,  J.  W. 
Cross.  W'ith  Illustrations.  In  Three  VolumeJi,  JSmo, 
pp.  340,  324,  and  310.  New  York  : Harper  and  Brothers. 

"Hie  .Same.  “Franklin  Bquaro  Library.”  4to,  pp. 
82, 73,  and  75.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


by  her  husband,  J.  W.  Ci*08S,  is  a work  of  tran- 
scendent interest,  and  one  of  tho  most  perfect 
exAinples  of  mere  biographical  workmanship 
iu  English  litcmtnre.  Undoubtedly  there 
have  iMieii  lives  that  were  fuller  of  incident, 
and  richer  in  striking,  imposing,  romantic,  or 
moving  iiersonal  haps  and  mishaps,  than  be- 
fell George  Eliot,  although  her  life  w'as  by  no 
means  devoid  of  striking  and  interesting  p.'is* 
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sages ; and  therefore  when  we  speak  of  this 
memoir  as  being  a work  ^ transcendent  inter- 
est, we  have  regard  to  the  fact  that  it  is  the 
record  of  the  interior  and  spiritual,  the  iiitel- 
lectnal  and  emotional,  rather  than  of  the  ex- 
terior and  strictly  personal  life  of  the  most 
largely  gifted  English  woman  of  her  generation. 
Mr.  Cross  has  done  ample  justice  to  his  sub- 
ject in  this  particular.  His  account  of  the 
life  of  this  remarkable  woman,  and  of  her  sur- 
roundings and  companionships,  is  full  and 
thoroughly  sympathetic;  and  it  includes  a 
close  and  continuous  view  of  her  literary  and 
intellectual  tastes  and  of  her  iuner.and  spirit- 
ual nature,  through  all  their  transitions  and 
perturbations,  until  they  flowered  in  the  ripe- 
ness of  maturity.  But  if  Mr.  Cross  does  this 
well,  he  does  more  than  this.  He  has  employ- 
ed a method  iu  his  work  which,  unless  w'e 
greatl}'  mistake,  is  destined  to  inaugurate  a 
now  era  in  biographical  literature,  and  to  ren- 
der the  old  and  more  cumbersome  methods  dis- 
tasteful. Justly  recognizing  the  important 
part  which  letters  play  in  displaying  all  the 
shades  of  character,  and  in  introducing  the 
reader  to  the  most  confidential  and  most  care- 
fully guarded  phases  of  a life,  Mr.  Cross  has 
made  the  largest  use  of  them  in  his  memoir, 
literally  allowing  the  life  of  George  Eliot,  to 
use  his  own  phrase,  to  write  itselP  through 
her  letters  and  journals,  thus  imparting  to  his 
work  the  peculiar  charm  that  belongs  to  the 
best  autobiography.  But  instead  of  follow- 
ing the  usual  course  of  those  biographers  who 
have  had  the  good  sense  to  make  the  largest 
use  of  letters,  namely,  that  of  introducing 
them  separately  and  unabridged,  with  all  their 
surplusage  of  immaterial  jottings,  and  all 
their  formalities  of  superscription,  subscrip- 
tion, date,  etc.,  and  of  bracketing  them  togeth- 
er as  they  arc  able,  Mr.  Cross  has  arranged 
George  Eliot’s  letters  and  journals  in  a con- 
nected narrative  with  the  least  possible  inter- 
ruption of  comment.  Each  letter  has  been 
pruned  of  everything  that  he  deemed  irrele- 
vant to  the  purpose  that  he  held  steadily  in 
view,  of  combining  a continuous  narrative  of 
day-to-day  life,  with  the  play  of  light  and 
shade  which  only  letters,  written  in  all  moods 
and  under  various  circumstances  and  onvirou- 
inents,  can  give,  the  date  and  name  of  the  per- 
son to  whom  it  was  addressed  being  given  in 
the  margin.  Similar  extracts  with  marginal 
dates  are  also  given  from  George  Eliot’s  jour- 
nals, and  these,  together  w'ifeh  extracts  from 
her  books  and  writings,  which  have  an  auto- 
biographical interest  as  transcripts  of  her  feel- 
iugs,  associations,  and  opinions,  are  interw'ov- 
eu  with  the  narrative  iu  the  due  order  of  time, 
and  impart  to  it  a rounded  fullness  and  com- 
pleteness that  are  very  unusual  in  biograph}’. 
Again,  the  slight  thread  of  narrative  or  ex- 
planation— cmlKKlyiiig  particulars  of  which 
he  has  personal  kuow’ledge,  or  that  he  has  de- 
rived from  the  recollections  of  some  of  George 
Eliot’s  more  iiitinuito  friends — occupies  an  in- 


side margin,  so  that  the  reader  will  see  at  a 
glance  what  is  correspondence,  what  journal- 
izing, what  reminiscence,  and  what  narrative, 
without  auy  interruption  of  the  attention, 
and  without  being  subjected  to  the  inconven- 
ience of  changes  of  tyx>e  and  frequent  marks 
of  quotation. 

It  is  highly  interesting  to  trace  in  this  ad- 
mirable memoir  the  line  of  demarkation  that 
separates  George  Eliot’s  girlboo<l  and  woman- 
hood. The  girl  and  the  w’omau  are  so  unlike 
in  many  of  the  aspects  of  tlieir  character,  more 
especially  iu  the  sphere  of  religions  feeling  and 
conviction,  as  to  seem  tw'o  difibreiit  beings. 
The  girl  was  marked  by  a faith  in  the  super- 
natural as  ardent,  as  humble,  and  as  receptive 
ns  the  w’oman  was  characterized,  not  merely 
by  the  absence  and  negation  of  such  a faith, 
but  by  its  denial  and  complete  eradication. 
The  religious  ideas,  emotions,  and  convictions 
of  the  one  had  no  place  in  the  mind  or  the  heart 
of  the  other;  and  what  the  one  regarded  with 
the  most  passionate  and  at  times  pathetic 
yearnings  and  the  utmost  solicitude,  the  other 
regarded  at  first  with  indifierence,  and  finally 
with  hostility  and  contempt.  This  change 
can  scarcely  be  ascribed  to  the  great  intellect- 
ual superiority  of  the  young  W’oman  over  the 
young  girl  who  was  almost  a woman,  since 
there  is  no  evidence  of  any  such  superiority. 
George  Eliot  was  singularly  mature  at  a very 
early  age,  and  the  sudden  change  to  which  we 
have  adverted  was  probably  tlie  result  of  an 
unconscious  reaction,  assisted  by  intimacies 
and  companionships  which  introduced  her  to 
new  views,  and  gave  a new  bent  to  her 
thoughts  and  feelings,  at  a time  when  her 
mind  was  peculiarly  susceptible  to  their  inflii- 
enco.  In  one  respect,  however,  there  was  no 
chauge  or  mark  of  difierence;  always  and  at 
all  times,  iu  girlhood,  in  young  womanhood, 
and  in  old  age,  intense  earnestness,  absolute 
absorption  in  her  ideals,  and  inflexible  devo- 
tion and  entire  surrender  to  her  convictions, 
were  characteristics  of  George  Eliot. 

Yet  more  interesting  to  the  general  reader 
are  the  opportunities  which  Mr.  Cross’s  mem- 
oir gives  ns  of  enjoying  George  Eliot’s  inimi- 
table descriptions  of  Weimar,  its  associations, 
and  its  memories  of  Goethe ; of  Geneva,  Gkino.*i, 
Rome,  Naples,  Florence,  Berlin,  and  other  Cou- 
tinental  tarrying  places,  whither  she  resorted 
in  her  intervals  of  rest  and  recreation ; of  dal- 
lying over  her  crisp  impressions  and  incisive 
opinions  and  criticisms  of  men  and  books  and 
things,  and  noting  their  gradual  mellowing  as 
she  gained  years  and  experience ; of  being  ad- 
mitted behind  the  scenes  of  her  social  and 
daily  life,  and  of  accompanying  her  iu  her  cur- 
rent readings,  literary  occupations, and  smologi- 
cal  and  philosophical  excursions;  and,  above 
all,  of  sharing  her  inmost  thoughts  as  she  is 
engaged  iu  the  evolution  of  the  masterly  por- 
traits, and  the  production  of  the  absorbing 
scenes  and  incidents,  that  adorn  her  magnifi- 
cent gallery  of  novels,  poems,  and  romauoes. 
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Theub  liavo  been  few  pieces  of  biograpbical 
writing  more  satisfactory  than  Mrs.  Custer’s  iiu- 
pretentious  little  book  called  Boots  and  Saddles.^ 
Much  of  the  cbarui  of  the  work  is  due  to  the 
writer’s  entire  self-forgetfulness,  her  unusual 
absorption  in  another,  her  smgular  lack  of  self- 
consciousness. 

It  may  be  said,  indeed,  and  with  perfect 
truth,  that  Mrs.  Caster  is  really  unconscious  of 
what  she  is  doing,  nnaware  of  the  great  worth 
of  her  own  work  as  a literary  performance. 
With  a modesty  of  that  genuine  sort  which  is 
the  rarest  of  all  things  in  literature,  she  mis- 
takes her  own  purpose,  and  informs  us  that 
she  has  written  for  the  sake  of  telling  other 
women  how  camp  life  is  conducted,  what  make- 
shifts are  oraplo^-ed  to  bring  something  like 
comfort  and  grace  into  garrison  homes,  what 
domestic  problems  are  set  by  circumstances  for 
officers’  wives  to  solve,  and  what  devices  they 
resort  to  in  solving  them.  Doubtless  all  this 
constituted  her  only  conscious  object  iu  writ- 
ing, but,  unknown  to  herself,  another  and  much 
higher  purpose  crept  into  her  mind  and  det>er- 
mined  the  result.  The  life  she  undertook  to 
describe  had  its  sun  aud  coutre  for  her  in  the 
personality  of  the  hero  who  fell  fighting  in  the 
battle  of  the  Little  Big  Horn.  He  was  the 
life  of  that  life,  its  occasion,  its  motive,  its  cen- 
tral figure,  and  its  sole  source  of  interest  for 
her.  Iu  recalling  the  circumstances  of  her 
residence  iu  garrison  and  the  memories  of  her 
experiences  on  the  march  she  sees  everything 
in  its  relation  to  him,  and  whatever  she  has  to 
tell  is  told  with  reference  to  its  capacity  to  il- 
lustrate his  character,  his  ways,  his  personali- 
ty. The  book  thus  becomes  in  essence  and  in 
fact  a biography,  though  it  lacks  the  bio- 
graphical form,  and  touches  only  a segment  of 
its  subject’s  life,  and  that  not  the  segment  to 
which  a formal  biographer  would  have  given 
his  attention  chiefiy.  If  we  are  right  in  think- 
ing that  the  real  function  of  biography  is  not 
to  set  the  facts  of  a life  in  orderly  array,  but 
to  reveal  os  completely  as  jmssiblo  the  char- 
acter, the  inner  nature,  the  actual  i)er8onality, 
of  its  subject,  then  this  is  biography  in  its  best 
estate. 

The  manner  of  it  is  not  literary’.  Almost, 
every  page  bears  witness  to  the  author’s  lock 
of  literary  training  and  of  the  merely  literary 
temper.  The  book  is  franker  than  any  train- 
ed literary  hand  would  or  could  have  inmle  it, 
and  therein  lie  both  its  fascination  and  the  se- 
cret of  its  worth. 

Here  a distinction  of  some  nicety  presents 
itself.  It  is  not  unusual  for  a biographer  to 
hold  his  subject  in  unmeasured  regard,  to  as- 
sume an  attitude  of  hero-worship,  and  to  de- 
vote his  efforts  from  first  to  last  to  the  one 
purpose  of  exalting  the  character  of  the  per- 
son of  whom  ho  writes.  But  commonly  such  a 
purpose  defeats  itself ; there  are  concealments, 

9 Boots  and  Saddles  ; or,  L{fe  in  Dakota  xoith  General 
Custer,  By  Mrs.  Blisabsth  B.  Ccsteb.  12mo,  pp.  818. 
New  York : Harper  and  Brothers, 


suppressions,  perversions,  and  explanations  in- 
tended to  save  the  subject  from  all  possible 
discredit,  and  these,  being  apparent,  operate  to 
moclify  the  reader’s  judgment  and  to  temper 
his  ardor  in  accepting  his  author’s  opinions. 
Ill  the  present  case  there  is  no  trace  of  any- 
thing of  the  kind.  The  author’s  faith  in  her 
subject’s  nobility  and  wisdom  is  %o  absolute 
and  unquestioning  that  utter  revelation  is  her 
supreme  desire.  Her  confidence  is  complete 
that  the  most  unreserved  statement  of  what- 
ever her  hero  did  or  said  or  thought  or  was 
must  command  admiration,  and  she  therefore 
sets  all  forth  lovingly,  and  with  a degree  of 
confident  candor  which  is  hardly  to  be  matched 
elsewhere  in  the  literatui'e  of  biography.  No- 
thing that  her  hero  did  was  ignoble  or  un- 
worthy or  of  doubtful  propriety ; nothing  that 
pertains  to  him  is,  in  her  eyes,  too  trivial  to  be 
recorded ; nothing  needs  suppression,  apology, 
or  explanation.  She  is  willing  and  even  eager 
that  her  readers  shall  know  the  hero  of  her 
admiration  with  the  intimate  particularity  of 
her  own  acquaintance  with  him.  She  takes 
us  absolutely  into  her  confidence,  aud  tells  us 
freely  all  that  she  remembers,  trusting  us  to 
receive  the  story  with  perfect  sympathy,  aiul 
with  interest  equal  to  her  own. 

We  have  hero  in  actual  fact  what  the  nov- 
elist most  strenuously  endeavors  to  create  by 
simulation,  namely,  a human  life  shown  os  it 
was  lived,  a human  soul  laid  bare  to  our  in- 
spection. 

Fortunately  the  subject  of  the  biography 
was  one  who  conld  endure  such  presentation. 
General  Custer  seems  to  have  been  truly  a man 
of  perfect  simplicity  and  nobility  of  character, 
a man  whose  impulses  were  toward  the  right, 
whose  strength  to  follow  the  lead  of  such  im- 
pulses was  groat,  and  whose  mind  was  most 
earnestly  given  to  the  conscientious  discharge 
of  every  duty,  to  the  daily  and  hourly  cultiva- 
tion of  the  good  that  was  in  his  character,  and 
to  the  suppression  aud  eradication  of  whatever 
he  deemed  weak  or  unworthy.  With  groat 
strength  and  robust  vigor  of  mind  and  body 
he  combined  the  utmost  gentleness  of  spirit ; 
with  the  stoniest  resolution  in  the  discharge 
of  every  duty  he  united  unusual  tenderness  and 
a truly  extraordinary  capacity  for  sympathy. 

Hardly  less  remarkable  than  the  biograph- 
ical excellence  of  the  work  is  its  worth  as  an 
autobiography.  If  it  reveals  to  us  the  map  of 
whom  the  author  is  constantly  thinking,  it  also 
reveals,  though  quite  unconsciously,  the  woman 
who  sliared  and  illumined  his  life  with  the 
glory  of  a perfect  and  utterly  unselfish  devo- 
tion. The  revelation  is  not  one  to  be  critically 
com  moil  ted  upon.  We  advert  to  it  reverently 
os  a feature  of  the  book  quite  unintended  by 
the  author,  and  wliolly  oiitaido  the  proper  lim- 
its of  critical  analysis,  but  one  which  no  ap- 
preciative reader  can  fail  to  recognize  as  a 
source  of  infinite  fascination. 

If  it  were  possible  to  forgot  or  overlook  the 
charm  that  lies  in  the  biographical  and  auto- 
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liiograpliical  aspects  of  the  little  book,  it  wonlcl 
be  proper  to  commend  it  as  a graphic  and  pic- 
tnresqne  account  of  a woman’s  life  in  bar- 
racks, in  camp,  and  on  the  march  in  onr  North- 
western Territories.  It  is  in  these  res|>ect8  all 
that  it  is  meant  to  be,  and  if  no  other  interest 
were  in  it,  there  wonld  still  be  reason  to  reml 
it  with  pleo^nre.  But  in  its  other  aspects  it 
rises  so  fur  above  the  level  of  mei*e  pictnrcsqne- 
ness  that  one  easily  forgets  even  to  consider 
its  qualities  of  that  kind. 

If  we  have  made  onr  meaning  clear,  it  will 
be  seen  that  the  book  impresses  iis  as  one  of 
those  rare,  exceptional  bits  of  work  that,  com- 
ing from  a full  heart  and  a perfectly  sincere 
mind,  far  surpass  in  attractiveness  and  worth 
any  i>ossiblo  result  of  merely  intollectnal  ef- 
fort. 8tich  books  owe  nothing  to  literary  art. 
They  are  expressions  of  nature,  and  their  charm 
is  almost  wholly  independent  of  the  impor- 
tance or  nil  importance  of  their  themes.  Those 
who  have  read  Dr.  John  Brown’s  biography  of 
a little  girl  will  readily  understand  >vhat  we 
iiieaii  in  saying  this.  Those  w'ho  have  not 
read  that  book  will  not  have  fur  to  seek  for 
onr  meaning  when  they  shall  have  read  Mis. 
Custer’s  work.  


Although  nniniHtakablo  symptoms  of  that 
‘^goitre  of  egotism’^  which  Emeison  himself 
pronounced  u prevalent  ailment  among  cer- 
tain of  his  followers  and  disciples  are  occa- 
sionally visible  in  some  of  the  LcctuveB  on  iht 
Genius  ami  Character  of  Emerson^  that  were  read 
in  the  special  course  of  1884  of  the  Concord 
i^hool  of  Philosophy,  and  although  several 
4»f  the  lecturers  and  essayists  have  been  led 
into  some  extravagances  of  statement  and  ap- 
praisal by  their  fervid  a<lmiration  of  Emerson 
4iiid  their  own  self-complacency,  there  can  be  no 
debate  ns  to  the  ability  displayed  by  their  au- 
thors, or  as  to  the  value  of  their  contributions 
to  our  Emeraoiiian  literature.  The  lectures 
comprise  personal  recollections  of  Emerson, 
recalling  some  of  his  most  characteristic  traits 
and  habits,  outlines  and  analyses  of  his  phil- 
osophic and  religious  methods  and  opinions, 
enconiinstic  and  elegiac  memorials  in  prose 
and  verse,  and  comparative  estimates  of  his 
rank  as  a thinker,  a philosopher,  and  in  liter- 
ature generally.  The  range  of  the  lectures  is 
a wide  one,  and  their  literary  execution  is  ad- 
mirable. 


Lady  Jackson’s  new  volume,  The  Court  of 
the  TnUericSyfroin  the  Restoration  to  the  Flight  of 
Louis  Philippe,^  admits  us  to  cloeer  and  more 
familiar  views  than  ave  afforded  by  the  graver 
and  more  elaborate  histories  of  the  period,  of 

* T/ie  Gfnitjs  atui  Character  of  Emerson.  Lectures  nt 
the  Concord  School  of  PhlU»sophy.  Edited  by  F.  B. 
Sanbohn.  I3mo,  pp.  447.  Bt)stoii : James  R,  Osgood 
and  Co. 

* The  Court  of  the  Tuilenes,  fiom  the  Restoration  to 
the  FligfU  of  Louis  Philipiie,  By  (-atiikuink  Chab* 
I.OTTE,  lady  Jac'Ksos,  *‘  Kninkifn  Squuro  Library.’’ 
4to,  pp.  77.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


Parisian  niid  court  life,  and  of  French  society 
in  general,  during  the  thirty -four  feverish 
years  that  intervened  between  the  overthrow 
of  Napoleon  and  the  entry  of  the  Allies  into 
Paris,  and  the  flight  of  Louis  Philippe  and  his 
family  to  England.  Like  her  other  compila- 
tions, Old  Paris  and  The  Old  Sighne^  this  later 
work,  which  is  the  complement  of  the  others, 
leaves  the  severer  paths  of  Flinch  history  to 
professional  or  political  historians,  and  is  oc- 
cupied with  its  lighter  phases.  From  the 
larger  histories,  and  from  innnmernble  incin- 
oira,  recollections,  letters,  and  diaries  of  dis- 
tingnished  personages,  diplomates,  men  of  let- 
ters, and  others  who  were  behind  the  scenes, 
and  w'ere  familiar  with  the  men  and  women 
w'ho  figured  in  politics  and  society,  Lady  Jack- 
son  has  collected  and  grouped  all  the  loose 
facts  and  floating  gossip  that  throw  light  on 
the  inner  history  of  the  times  as  reflected  by 
the  iutrignes,  ambitions,  and  rivalries  of  par- 
ties and  iiidividiials.  The  book  aboiiiids  in 
racy  anecdotes  and  entertaining  reminiscences 
illustrative  of  public  and  private  morals,  and 
furnishes  a key  to  the  secret  history  of  many 
important  transactions  which  havo  been 
shrouded  in  raystei^\  Altliongh  it  wonld 
have  been  impossible  to  give  a luctiire  of  the 
French  court  and  of  society  as  lepreseitted  in 
the  salons  and  literary  circles  during  the  pe- 
riod described  in  her  work  without  some  al- 
lusion to  the  Boaiidals  that  prevailed,  Lady 
Jackson  has  exercised  great  discretion  in  her 
references  to  them,  and  while  chronicling 
them  with  nil  the  fullness  that  is  necessary  to 
show  their  iuflnenco  upon  men  and  events, 
she  carefully  tones  down  or  suppresses  what- 
ever is  indelicate  or  impure. 


Under  the  title  The  Land  of  Rip  Van  WinJclef 
those  portions  of  the  Highlands  of  the  Hudson 
ill  and  around  the  Catskills  which  have  been 
invested  with  a haze  of  romance  and  maile 
classic  gronnd  by  the  genius  of  Washington 
Irving  are  mmle  the  su inject  of  a crisp  and 
sparkling  itinerary,  in  whieli  the  scene  of 
Irving’s  iiiiiiiitable  legend  and  the  adjacent 
hills  and  woods  and  waters  nro  doscribe<l  with 
delicious  iiiinnteiicss  by  A.  E.  P.  Searing,  and 
aro  illustrated  by  more  than  fifty  fine  engrav- 
ings by  Ernest  Heinetnaun,  from  spirited  <le- 
sigiis  by  Joseph  Lanber  and  Charles  Volktnar. 
The  legends  and  traditions  associated  with 
this  romantic  region  are  gracefully  revive4l 
and  retold,  and  its  dreamy  nooks  and  glades, 
its  weird  or  fantastic  or  secliidoil  haunts,  its 
wilderness  of  rook  and  forest  and  moniitain. 
and  its  panoramic  landscapes,  aro  Toprodnce«l 
in  pictures  of  great  artistic  excellence.  The 
Yoliime  is  a superb  quarto,  printed  on  heavy 
paper  of  perfect  texture,  and  elegantly  bound. 

* The  fAind  of  Rip  Van  Winkle.  A Tour  through  the 
Romantic  Parts  of  the  Catskills.  Its  Legends  atm  Tra- 
ditions. By  A.  B.  P.  Ska  RING.  With  lllustrationv 
4to,  pp,  147.  New  York : G.  P.  Putnam’^  Sons. 
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Thk  antbor  of  The  Wearing  of  the  Green^  lias 
the  kuack  of  bloudmg  rouiauce  and  reality, 
love  and  Iriali  politics,  in  agreeable  propor- 
tions. The  heroine  of  his  spirited  tale  is  one 
of  those  charming  creations  with  which  we 
have  been  made  familiar  by  the  best  Irish  sto- 
ry-tellers— probably  becanse  they  truly  repre- 
sent a pievalent  type — who  are  at  once  bright 
and  unsophisticated,  vivacions  and  pensive, 
fearing  no  evil  because  thinking  none,  frank, 
courageous,  a little  hoydenish,  or  perhaps  we 
should  say  andacions,  and  withal  true  gentle- 
women, albeit  they  are  ignorant  or  careless 
of  the  conventional  proprieties  by  which  po- 
lite society  is  mlctl  as  with  a rod  of  iron.  Of 
course,  as  is  the  case  with  the  generality  of 
novels  of  Irish  life,  this  captivating  maiden 
is  the  only  child  of  a decayed  Irish  gcntle- 
nian,  whose  ancestral  possessions  have  shrunk 
into  exceedingly  sinall  priiportions,  their  sole 
remnant  l>eing  the  dilapidated  Castle  Rack- 
rent”  of  his  fathers,  in  which  he,  his  sunbeam 
of  a daughter,  and  a few  faithful  family  serv- 
itors reside,  and  manage  to  dispense  an  open- 
handed  hospitality  quite  disproportionate  to 
their  slender  means.  Of  course,  also,  there  is 
an  occidental  and  very  piquant  meeting  be- 
tween the  heroine  and  an  educated  ami  well- 
bretl  English  tourist,  who  is  smitten  with  her 
beauty  and  naif  simplicity,  and  falls  in  love 
with  her  on  sight.  Of  coiii'se,  once  more,  the 
country  is  in  its  usual  state  of  chronic  unrest 
caused  by  evictions  for  rent  and  other  staple 
grievances ; the  peasantry,  rendered  desperate 
by  their  real  distress  and  their  real  or  imagi- 
nary wrongs,  resort  to  the  favorite  national 
remedy  of  shooting  down  the  landlords,  their 
agents,  and  syrapathiKers ; and  having  been 
mistaken  for  one  or  the  other  of  these,  the 
tourist  is  singled  out  as  a victim,  but  his  life 
is  saved,  at  the  nsk  of  her  own,  by  the  cour- 
age and  presence  of  mind  of  the  heroine.  This 
raises  his  passion  to  fever-heat,  although  its 
subject  is  iinconscions  of  it,  and  has  already 
given  her  heart  to  a life-long  comrade,  a gift- 
ed young  Irish  agitator,  who  conteniiis  the 
cowanlly  and  atrocious  metho<ls  of  his  com- 
patriots, and  is  devoting  his  taleiita  and  ener- 
gies to  the  cause  of  Irish  nationality  by  wor- 
thier methods,  in  which  he  has  the  hearty 
sympathy  of  his  sweetheart.  Unpleasant  and 
dangerous  complicatious,  involving  the  safety 
of  the  heroine  and  her  father,  ensue  in  conse- 
quence of  the  service  she  had  rendered  the 
young  Englishman,  and  in  gratitude  to  her,  as 
well  os  to  take  her  out  of  hariirs  way  till  the 
storm  blows  over,  he  persun<les  the  father  and 
dangliter  to  ]my  a visit  to  his  family  in  Eng- 
land. The  author’s  description  of  this  visit  is 
highly  entertaining,  and  comprises  a graphic 
statoiiient  of  the  gross  misapprehensions  that 
prevail  in  England  among  the  wealthy  middle 
class  respecting  the  grievances  and  the  char- 

•  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.  A Novel.  By  Baph*. 
'•  Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  78.  New  York  : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


acter  of  Irishmen.  The  visitors  return  home, 
after  some  comic  and  some  semi-tragical  ex- 
periences, with  no  pleasant  impressions  of 
England  and  its  people,  and  with  an  iucrease<l 
love  for  Ireland  with  all  its  faults;  and  on 
reaching  Ireland  new  trials  and  perplexities 
await  them  ns  the  result  of  a new  crop  of  Irish 
murders  and  outrages,  in  which  the  heroine’s 
Irish  lover  is  wrongfully  implicated,  and  he 
barely  escapes  the  hangman  by  exonerating 
testimony  produced  at  the  Inst  and  critical 
moment.  The  tale  is  one  of  sustained  and 
varied  interest,  and  in  a series  of  ingcuionsly 
interwoven  episodes  presents  a striking  view 
of  the  present  social  and  political  state  of  Ire- 
land and  its  unhappy  people. 


Thr  old  and  favorite  theme  with  novelists, 
of  a change  of  children  in  the  cradle  and  the 
consequences  that  it  entails,  has  rarely  been  as 
skillfully  and  agreeably  handled  as  it  is  by 
Mr.  Compton  Reade  in  his  vigorous  roinaiice. 
Under  xchich  King  V At  the  outset  of  the  story 
Mr.  Reade  lets  us  snihcieiitly  into  the  secret  t4) 
e4iablo  ns  to  detect,  or  at  least  to  strongly  sus- 
pect, the  substitution  of  the  child  of  a sturdy 
peasant  and  day-laborer  for  that  of  a baronet 
of  finer  iibre  and  more  delicate  mould,  %vhile 
all  the  parties  interested,  except  the  iiiiniediato 
actors  in  the  fraud,  are  held  in  ignorance  of  it| 
and  he  manages  his  narrative  so  cleverly  that 
our  eiijoyincut  of  the  spirited  drama  that  en- 
sues is  ill  nowise  abated  by  our  partial  know- 
ledge of  the  transaction,  or  by  the  fact  tliat  we 
hold  the  clew  to  the  labyrinth  of  cro.s8-pnr- 
XK>ses  and  entanglemontH  that  result  from  it. 
Of  all  the  involvements  of  interest  and  affec- 
tion, and  of  all  the  social  and  family  incidents 
and  vicissitndes  that  belong  to  such  a situa- 
tion, Mr.  Reade  lias  made  the  most  in  his  bright 
and  changeful  story ; but  aside  from  the  en- 
tertainment of  his  reader,  which  as  a true  art- 
ist he  has  undoubtedly  hod  in  mind  while  tra- 
cing tliGso  to  their  consummation,  he  has  also 
had  the  more  serious  purpose  in  viewof  exhihit- 
iug,  in  tlio  persons  of  the  two  changelings,  the 
iiitiuence  of  lieredity  on  the  one  hand,  and  of 
education,  training,  and  social  habitudes  on  the 
other,  iqum  character,  tnannera,  and  physical 
conditions.  The  changeling  who  was  the  right- 
ful son  of  the  aristocrat,  though  brought  up 
among  rndo  and  nncnltnred  peasants,  like  his 
father  is  of  a finer  fibre,  physically  and  iiitel- 
loctnally,  than  they,  and  ho  is  the  possessor  of 
latent  tastes,  talents,  and  qualifications  to 
which  they  are  strangers,  and  which  strongly 
diflfereiitiates  him  from  them,  while  at  the  same 
time,  under  the  contagion  of  their  example  and 
associations,  he  contracts  tastes,  manners,  hab- 
ito,  and  modes  of  tbought  and  action  which  be- 
long to  the  class  into  which  ho  has  been  tmn.s- 
plauted.  On  t ho  other  hand,  the  son  of  Ho<lge, 

’ Un  der  which  King  f A Novel.  By  Compton  Bk  a ok. 
‘‘  KrankUn  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.  89.  New  Ytirk : 
Harper  and  Brothers. 
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brought  up  in  an  atmospbere  of  culture,  refine- 
ment, and  elegant  leisure,  ^vllile  retaining  the 
sturdy  and  athletic  form,  the  moderate  abili- 
ties, the  simple  ways  and  tastes,  and  the  coarser 
nature  generally  of  his  peasant  father,  is  trans- 
formed by  his  surroundings  into  a very  genu- 
ine but  truly  lovable  aristocrat,  with  all  the 
con  veil  tioual  ideas,  tastes,  aversions,  and  pre- 
judices of  the  class  into  which  he  had  been 
thrust.  The  character  of  the  two  men,  as  un- 
folded under  the  counteracting  influences  sev- 
erally of  education  and  associations,  and  of 
ever-present  hereditary  forces,  is  brilliantly 
discriminated.  The  story  abounds  in  spark- 
ling episodes  and  dramatic  incidents,  which  are 
disposed  with  telling  eflect. 


Dr.  Hammond  is  earning  a conspicuous  place 
among  our  American  novelists,  as  well  by  the 
rapidity  with  which  he  writes  as  by  the  abili- 
ty with  w'hich  he  portrays  anomalous  mental 
states  and  conditions.  His  new  novel.  Doctor 
GratfaUf^  ministers  to  the  curiosity  and  enter- 
tainment of  the  reader,  while  putting  him  in 
possession  of  some  highly  interesting  informa- 
tion derived  from  the  author’s  professional  ex- 
perience. Its  scene  is  laid  at  the  foot  of  the 
Adirondacks,  fine  descriptions  of  which,  and  of 
the  forest  and  village  life  in  and  around  them, 
are  given  in  the  course  of  the  narrative.  As  the 
story  unfolds,  close  and  very  charming  glimpses 
are  given  of  the  household  life  and  the  frank 
and  loving  comradeship  of  Doctor  Grattan  and 
his  energetic  and  beautiful  daughter,  w'lio  soon 
become  prominent  actors  in  the  drama,  but 
toward  whom  we  are  drawn  with  a feeling  of 
cordial  interest  even  before  w'e  are  invited  to 
witness  the  incidents  and  companionships  that 
later  on  introduced  new  influences  into  their 
secluded  lives,  and  invested  them  w'ith  a gla- 
mour of  mystery  and  roinance.  The  story 
embodies  two  cleverly  developed  love  stories, 
w hich  are  told  with  great  straightforwardness 
and  refreshing  freedom  from  tantalizing  event- 
ualities. Blit  the  special  and  peculiar  inter- 
est of  the  tale  does  not  reside  in  its  fine  de- 
scriptions or  its  drama  of  love.  Rather  is  it 
to  be  found  in  its  delineation  of  a curious  form 
of  mental  aberration  as  exhibited  in  the  person 
of  one  of  its  chief  actors,  under  the  operation 
of  which  he  becomes  a victim  to  morbidly  re- 
cun'eut  hallucinations  of  sight,  hearing,  and 
perception,  so  that  while  generally  retaining 
his  mental  sanity,  he  fancies  himself  to  be  an- 
other man  whom  he  had  never  seen,  and 
changes  his  identity  so  completely  ns  to  ascribe 
to  himsedf  with  the  utmost  circumstantiality 
and  perfect  sanity  of  manner  and  statement 
the  shameful  and  criminal  deeds  of  the  other, 
and,  in  obedience  to  an  imaginary  sentiment 
of  remorse,  assumes  all  their  terrible  responsi- 
bilities. 

’ Doctor  Grattan,  A Novel.  By  William  A.  Ham- 
mond. 12mo,  pp.  417.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and 


The  art  and  n^ystery  of  racing  stables  and 
the  race-course  in  England,  the  devious  and 
often  underhand  and  flagitious  ways  of  ownera 
and  professional  trainers  of  horses,  the  train- 
ing, functions,  and  methods  of  celebrated  Jock- 
eys, and  the  dishonorable  tricks  and  stratagems 
by  which  a horse  is  mode  to  win  or  lose  a race, 
are  set  forth  by  Mr.  Haw  ley  Smart  in  his  racing 
romance,  From  Post  to  Finish,^  with  a fullness 
and  particularity,  as  well  as  with  a spirit  and 
vivacity,  that  will  bo  highly  attractive  to  those 
who  are  wont  to  surrender  themselves  to  the 
fascinations  of  the  turf,  while  those  w'hose 
tastes  do  not  lie  in  the  direction  of  that  fa- 
vorite but  debatable  diversion  will  find  am- 
ple entertainment  in  its  animated  descriptions 
of  English  rural  and  village  society  and  its 
checkered  love  roinance.  To  most  readers  the 
special  interest  of  tho  story  will  be  found  to 
reside  in  its  engaging  delineation  of  the  career 
of  its  hero,  a well-boru  and  high-minded  young 
squire,  w^hose  father  had  beou  ruined  and  his 
life  shorteued  by  the  perfidy  of  some  racing 
sharxieis.  One  of  these  was  a professional 
trainer,  writh  whose  beautiful,  sensible,  thor- 
ongiily  practical,  and,  despite  her  parentage, 
really  refined  daughter,  the  hero  is  ardently 
in  love.  Reduced  to  x>enury  by  the  rtiiu  and 
death  of  his  father,  his  education  incomplete, 
being  master  of  no  occupation,  and  with  his 
carefully  nurtured  mother  and  sister  depend- 
ent upon  his  exertions,  the  young  hero — for  he 
is  scarcely  more  than  a lad— by  the  advice  of 
his  inamorata f takes  advantage  of  his  remark- 
able skill  in  horsemanship  to  become  a jockey, 
and,  without  the  knowledge  of  his  mother  and 
sister,  sinks  his  birth  and  standing,  and  under 
an  assumed  name  goes  through  the  necessary 
training,  soon  becomes  the  most  successful  and 
most  iucomiptiblo  jockey  in  England,  and  by 
his  large  earnings  is  enabled  to  maintain  his 
mother  and  sister  in  comparative  luxury,  and 
to  rescue  the  family  home  and  possessions. 
Finally  his  identity  is  discovereil  by  some  old 
friends  and  social  intimates  of  his  father,  and 
ho  resumes  his  rightful  position  in  society. 
Throughout  all  his  vicissitudes  of  hnid  and 
good  fortune  he  maintains  his  loyalty  to  the 
true-hearted  aud  practical  trainer’s  daughter 
— for  steadfastness  and  loyalty  are  two  of  hia 
most  coiispicuons  virtues — and  despite  the 
moans  of  his  aristocratic  sister,  who  at  length 
yields  to  what  she  can  not  avert,  the  twain 
become  one,  and  ai-o  as  happy  as  they  deserve 
to  be. 


Old  “ sea-dogs*^  of  every  degree,  from  the 
forecastle  to  the  quarter-deck,  are  proverbial 
for  their  story-telling  prowess.  To  <^spin  a 
yarn’’  comes  as  naturai  to  the  genuine  tar, 
when  off  duty  and  engaged  in  overhauling  the 
log  of  his  memory,  as  to  grapple  fearlessly  with 
tho  dangerous  realities  of  wind  aud  wave  when 

• From  Pott  to  Finith.  A Racing;  Romance.  By 
Uawlet  Smart.  **  Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to. 
pp.  82.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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duty  calls.  Admiral  Porter  bos  exercised  this 
sailorly  faculty  in  true  sailor  fashiou  in  tbe 
production  of  a romance  entitled  Dare  and 

Robert  le  Liable, lYbicb  has  few  rivals  in  mod- 
ern fiction  for  tbe  surprising  turns  and  astound- 
ing incidents  of  its  narrative,  and  none  for  tbe 
magnitude  of  its  dimensions.  Its  nearly  nine 
hundred  pages  teem  with  doings  and  adven- 
tures that  border  on  tbe  marvellous.  Its  he- 
roes— who  are  almost  invariably  superlatively 
good  or  evil — are  prodigies  of  strength  aud 
models  of  manly  beauty  in  its  grandest  pro- 
portions, and  they  are  so  liberally  endowed 
with  physical  and  intellectual  resources  that, 
under  a variety  of  disguises  so  cleverly  devised 
os  to  baffle  detection,  they  perform  tho  most 
amazing  feats  without  apparent  efibrt,  easily 
extricate  themselves  from  the  gravest  dangers 
aud  the  most  complicated  difflculties,  and  as 
easily  penetrate  the  most  inscrutable  plots, 
and  expose  and  defeat  the  most  successful  in- 
iquities. Its  heroines,  although  rather  more 
commonplace  than  its  heroes,  are  iu  the  main 
of  the  same  superlative  order.  The  romance 
is  interesting  os  the  maiden  effort  with  the 
pen,  iu  the  department  of  fiction,  of  a naval 
hero  whose  gallant  deeds  will  ever  be  held  in. 
grateful  remembrance  by  his  fellow-country- 
men. 


Tiik  hero  of  Mr,  Payn’s  new  novel.  The  Talk 
of  the  Town,^^  is  a second  Cbattertou  in  all  save 
Ills  original  genius;  and  it  is  evident  that  his 
character  and  career  have  been  modelled  after 

those  of  the  marvellous  boy that  perished 

in  his  pride.’’  The  reputed  son  of  a zealous 
but  shallow  aud  credulous  black-letter  anti- 
quarian, and  in  love  with  and  beloved  in  re- 
turn by  the  virtuoso’s  favorite  and  beautiful 
niece,  he  is  disliked  and  despised  by  the  old 
man  for  his  lack  of  antiquarian  taste  and 
knowledge,  and  is  tacitly  disowned  by  him. 
To  win  the  old  man’s  favor  and  cheat  him  into 
an  approval  of  his  suit  for  the  niece,  the  yonug 
fellow  bethinks  himself,  os  an  expedient,  to 
play  upon  his  putative  father’s  hobby  os  an 
antiquarian,  and  sets  himself  to  counterfeit, 
and  presents  to  tho  old  gentleman  os  an  au- 
thentic original,  an  autograph  signature  of 
Shakespeare,  which  he  had  fabricated,  but  pre- 
tended to  have  found  by  accident  among  tlie 
manuscript  collections  of  an  imaginary  patron 
who  had  employed  him  to  classify  aud  arrange 
his  books  and  papers.  The  ruse  succeeded  so 
admirably,  so  thoroughly  delighted  the  old 
man,  and  so  completely  won  his  favor  and  ap- 
probation for  the  clever  counterfeiter,  that  tho 
latter  was  led  on  step  by  step,  at  the  outset 

Alien  Dare  and  Robert  U DiabU.  A Romance. . By 
Admiral  Portku.  With  Illnstrattonsby  Alfrkd  Fred- 
KRICK9.  In  Nine  Parts.  8vo,  pp.  STS.  New  York : D. 
Appleton  and  Co. 

» » The  Talk  of  the  Town,  A Novel.  By  James  Patn. 
“ Franklin  Square  Library.”  4to,  pp.48.  New  York: 
Harper  and  Brothers. 


seldom  anff  with  great  caution,  but,  as  he  be- 
came expert,  with  greater  frequency  and  bold- 
ness, to  produce  still  other  fabrications,  first 
of  other  autograph  signatures,  then  of  omitted 
or  supplemental  passages  and  emendations  of 
some  of  Shakespeare’s  plays  in  the  poet’s  own 
handwriting,  and  then,  as  his  success  aud  the 
credulity  of  the  old  man  and  his  brother  anti- 
quarians gave  him  confidence  iu  himself,  of  en- 
tire scenes  and  acts,  aud  finally  of  a complete 
hitherto  undiscovered  play  by  Shakespeare, 
which  he  pretended  to  have  found  in  the  same 
imaginary  collectiou.  The  excitement  that  en- 
sued among  black-letter  collectors  aud  Shake- 
spearean scholars,  critics,  aud  pundits — among 
whom  Malone  and  other  doughty  antiquarians 
and  commentators  figure  conspicuously — their 
investigations,  comparison  of  documents,  de- 
bates, squabbles,  and  crusty  animadversions 
upon  each  other,  until  the  authenticity  of  the 
newly  discovered  manuscripts  is  generally  ad- 
roitte<l,  and  all  the  doubters  save  Malone  are 
silenced,  are  portrayed  with  inimitable  gravity 
and  humor  and  with  rare  scholarship,  until  nt 
length,  after  the  young  man  had  been  general- 
ly trumpeted  as  a veritable  discoverer  to  whom 
all  gratitude  was  due,  and  had  become  the 
talk  of  the  town,”  and  indeed  of  all  England, 
the  bubble  bursts — the  manuscripts  are  cou- 
olusively  shown  to  be  more  or  less  ingenious 
counterfeits,  the  genius  that  was  discerned  in 
them  is  pronounced  mere  fustian  and  bombast, 
and  the  young  fellow’s  life  goes  out  iu  igno- 
miny and  disgrace.  The  story,  though  one  of 
the  briefest,  is  one  of  the  best  of  Mr.  Payn’s 
sparkling  romances. 


In  the  number  of  this  Magazine  for  June  lost 
the  attention  of  our  readers  was  invited  to 
The  Virginia  Cookery  Book,'^  compiled  by  Mrs. 
Mary  Stuart  Smith,  of  Virginia,  then  recently 
published  in  the  “Franklin  Square  Library.” 
Since  then  the  economical  and  gustatory  value 
of  this  excellent  compilation  of  family  recipes- 
lias  been  satisfactorily  tested,  and  is  so  cor- 
dially and  generally  recognized  as  to  warrant 
a new  edition  in  a more  permanent  aud  con- 
venient form.  Tho  opportunity  of  the  publi- 
cation of  this  new  edition  has  been  availed  of 
by  Mrs.  Smith  for  the  introduction  iu  the  body 
of  the  book  of  some  approved  recipes  that  were 
not  given  in  the  first  edition,  and  for  the  addi- 
tion of  two  new  chaptera,  comprising  a number 
of  recipes  designed  especially  to  suit  the  sim- 
ple or  difficult  tastes  of  the  sick  and  to  meet 
the  wants  of  a sick-room.  A useful  and  con- 
venient feature  of  the  new  edition  is  an  ap- 
jiendix  of  twenty  blank  pages  for  jotting  down 
such  recipes  as  may  from  time  to  time  come 
to  tho  knowledge  of  housewives  and  approve 
themselves  to  their  judgment. 

The  Virginia  Cookery  Book.  Compiled  by  Mart 
Stuart  Smith.  lOmo,  pp.  868.  New  York:  Harper 
and  Brothers. 
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POLITICAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  the  17th  of  Feb- 
ruary.— ^The  electoral  votea  were  opened 
and  counted  in  Congress,  and  the  election  of 
Cleveland  and  Hendricks  was  formally  de- 
clared, February  11. 

Apropos  of  the  dynamite  outrages  in  Lon- 
don, the  United  States  Senate,  January  26,  on 
motion  of  Mr.  Bayard,  passed  a resolution  ex- 
pressing horror  and  detestation  of  such  crimes 
against  civiliKation.  There  was  but  one  nega- 
tive vote,  that  of  Mr.  Riddleljerger. — Senator 
Edmunds  introduced  a bill  providing  for  the 
punishment  of  any  one  engaged  in  the  manu- 
facture, sale,  or  conveyance  of  explosive  com- 
pounds with  intent  to  destroy  life  and  pi*operty 
hi  this  or  any  foreign  country. 

The  Senate,  February  4,  substituted  the  Cnl- 
lom  inter-State  commerce  bill  for  the  Reagan 
bill,  and  passed  it  by  a vote  of  43  te  12. 

The  following  appropriation  bills  passed  the 
Senate : Consular  and  Diplomatic,  Febrnary  6; 
Pensions,  February  10;  Army,  February  12;  In- 
dian, February  16.  The  Legislative  Appropri- 
ation Bill  passed  the  House  February  17. 

The  bill  for  the  retirement  of  General  Grant 
failed,  February  16,  to  receive  the  two-third 
vote  ill  the  House  necessary  for  its  considera- 
tion. 

The  House  refused,  January  27,  to  take  up 
the  Mexican  treaty  bill ; and  the  Senate, 
January  29,  refused  to  ratify  the  Nicaraguan 
treaty. 

The  following  United  States  Senators  were 
elected : William  M.  Evarts,  Now  York ; Orville 
H.  Platt,  Connecticut ; Wilkinson  Call,  Florida ; 
Hen  r\'  M.  Teller,  Colorado ; J.  D.  Cameron,  Penn- 
sylvania; George  G.  Vest,  Missouri;  John  K. 
Jones,  Arkansas. 

The  decrease  of  the  United  States  public 
debt  during  January  was  $9,420,046. 

O’Douovan  Rossa  was  shot  in  New  York,  at 
the  corner  of  Chambers  Street  and  Broadway, 
Febrnary  2,  by  an  English  woman  named 
Yscult  Dudley. 

Lor<l  Rosebery  has  been  appointed  Lord 
Privy  Seal. 

An  attempt  was  made  in  London,  on  the  aft- 
ernoon of  January  24,  to  blow  up  the  Houses 
of  Parliament  and  the  Tower  with  dynamite. 
There  were  three  explosions.  The  Oi-st  was  in 
the  crypt  of  Westminster  Hall;  the  second, 
three  minutes  later,  was  under  the  Peers’  Gal- 
lery of  the  House  of  Commons.  The  western 
extremity  of  the  House  was  totally  wrecked. 
At  Westminster  Hall  four  persons  were  badly 
injured,  including  two  policemen.  One-half 
of  the  hall  was  wrecked.  Almost  siinultane- 
onsly  with  these  explosions  a third  occurred  in 
the  Tower  of  Loudon.  TLol place  was  tilled 
with  visitors.  The  explosive  was  placed  in  the 
inmost  stnicturc,  known  as  the  White  Tower. 


The  report  was  terrific,  and  was  heard  for  miles 
along  the  Thames.  Sixteen  persons,  including 
a number  of  children,  were  injured.  The  dam- 
age to  the  Tower  itself  was  not  very  great. 

England  and  Italy  have  signed  a treaty  pro- 
viding that  Italy  shall  occupy  the  territory 
from  Massowah  south  to  Obok,  a distance  of 
some  three  hundred  miles.  England  also  agrees 
to  support  Italy’s  occupation  of  Tripoli,  slionld 
the  question  arise,  and  will  favor  the  creation 
of  an  Italian  colony  in  West  Africa. 

The  French  Senatorial  elections,  held  Janu- 
ary 25,  resulted  in  the  return  of  sixty-seven  Re- 
publicans and  twenty  Conservatives — a gain 
for  the  former  of  twenty-two  seats. 

Two  notable  events  in  the  Egyptian  war 
occurred  during  the  month — the  defeat  of  the 
rebels  near  Metenineh,  January  17,  and  tlio 
death  of  Lieutenant -Colonel  Burnaby;  and 
the  fall  of  Kliartoom,  January  26,  and  the  death 
of  General  Gordon. 

A severe  aiiti-Socialist  law  was  intixKluced 
in  the  Austro-Hungarian  Reichsrath.  It  for- 
bids the  formation  of  clubs ; provides  for  goA^- 
emment  control  of  charitable  societies  in  oi^er 
to  prevent  the  covering  up  of  Socialist  plots ; 
empowers  the  authorities  to  forbid  any  public 
meeting,  and  to  confiscate  Socialist  pamphlets, 
whether  printod  in  Austria  or  abroad.  The 
last  clause  of  the  bill  provides  that  persons 
accused  of  Socialistic  offenses  shall  be  tried 
without  jury.  The  act  is  to  remain  in  force 
five  years.  The  Explosives  Bill,  also  intro- 
duced, allows  punishment  by  death  Avhere  cul- 
prits could  foresee  the  fatal  effect  of  their 
deeds. 

DISASTERS. 

January  20. — Many  villages  in  Italy  and 
France  devastated  by  avalanches,  Avitli  great 
loss  of  life. 

January  30. — Forty  passengers  killed  by  tlie 
falling  of  a railroad  train  through  a bridge, 
near  Sydney,  New  Sooth  Wales. 

Feh-uat'y  10. — Thirteen  men  killed  hy  explo- 
sion at  the  Vale  Colliery,  Nova  Scotia. 

February  12. — Sixteen  lunatics  burned  to 
death  in  a Philadelphia  almshouse. 

OBITUARY. 

January  18. — In  Newhnrgh,  N.  Y.,  Charles 
Downing,  immologist,  aged  eighty-three  yeai's. 

January  22. — In  New  York,  cx-MayorC.  Goil- 
frey  Gnntlier,  aged  sixty-three  years. 

January  25. — In  St.  Andrews,  Canada, Tliom- 
as  C.  Fields,  aged  fifty  years. 

February  1. — In  Camden,  South  Carolin.n, 
General  James  Chestnut,  cx-United  States  Sen- 
ator, aged  seventy. 

February  10. — In  New  York,  Hon.  Samuel  G. 
Courtney,  ex-United  States  District  Attomej’, 
ill  his  sixtieth  year. 

February  15. — In  New  York,  Dr.  Leopold 
Damrosch,  in  his  fifty-third  year. 
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rilHE  Drawer  congratulates  those  of  its  read- 
J|  ers  who  are  alive  iu  this  latitude  upon  the 
end  of  the  sheer  struggle  for  existence  this 
year.  It  is  the  great  advantage  of  a large 
circulation — and  it  is  confessed  with  frank- 
ness— that  the  Magazine  has  readers  the  year 
round.  It  needs  a vigorous  circulation  to  keep 
the  body  warm;  and  the  larger  the  body  is, 
the  more  need  of  an  active  circulation.  But 
granted  all  the  activity  possible,  in  the  cose 
of  this  Magazine,  it  is  doubtful  how  many  read- 
ers the  Drawer  could  keep  alive  in  the  winter 
months  in  this  latitude  by  the  mere  force  of 
its  circulation.  There  are  so  many  influences 
against  it.  And  while  the  Drawer  is  nat- 
urally partial  to  those  of  its  readers  who  pull 
through — who  came,  perhaps,  to  laugh  in  De- 
cember, and  remain  to  weep  iu  April — it  nev- 
ertheless has  a feeling  of  security  in  an  audi- 
ence, in  having  a ciroulation  through  all  the 
longitudes  and  most  of  the  latitudes  of  the 
glol^. 

A great  deal  has  been  said  about  the  effect 
of  climate  upon  intellect,  and  not  much  of  the 
effect  of  intellect  upon  climate,  or,  to  be  more 
exact,  of  the  power  in  mental  activity  to  resist 
or  control  climatic  influences.  Some  philoso- 
phers have  held  that  there  is  an  occult  sym- 
pathy between  mind  and  matter,  and  that  a 
great  accumulation  of  mind  upon  one  xmint— 
that  is  to  say,  the  direction  of  a strong  current 
of  desire  for  or  against  some  operation  of  na- 
ture— would  be  effective.  For  instance,  if  all 
the  people  in  a wide  district  suffering  under 
drought  should  unite  in  a common  longing,  a 
sincere  mental  struggle,  for  rain,  that  nature 
wonld  feel  the  subtle  influence  through  all  its 
being,  and  rain  would  come.  Unfortunately 
the  experiment  has  never  been  tried,  for  com- 
mon consent  at  any  moment  never  has  been 
attained — there  is  always  somebody  who  has 
hay  out. 

But  this  at  least  we  can  say,  that  it  is  safer 
to  have  the  desire  of  the  general  mind  in  the 
right  direction.  Now  two  of  the  vulgar  no- 
tions of  this  latitude  are  that  we  need  bra- 
cing up,”  and  that  snow  is  a useful  product, 
consequently  that  the  more  severe  cold  wea- 
ther we  have  and  the  more  snow,  the  better 
off  we  are.  And  people  go  on  believing  this 
to  their  deaths  every  year.  As  to  snow,  there 
is  a sentimental  notion  of  its  beauty  as  w*ell 
08  of  its  utility.  And  a good  deal  can  be  said 
for  it  from  an  artistic  point  of  view.  But  we 
are  not  placed  in  this  stern  world  merely  to 
indulge  our  sensuonsness.  We  are  put  here 
to  make  the  most  of  our  powers,  in  view  of  a 
hereafter;  and  long  life  is  a duty,  besides  being, 
in  the  Old  Testament  view,  a reward  of  virtue. 
It  is  probably  necessary  to  have  snow  at  the 
X>ole8  in  order  to  keep  poles  cool,  and  in- 
sure a proper  circulation  and  change  of  air 
round  the  globe,  Just  as  it  is  necessary  to  keep 


frniutr. 

the  equator  so  hot  that  it  is  as  unpleasant  to 
sit  on  it  as  on  a kitchen  stove.  Snow,  indeed, 
might  do  little  harm  in  a land  where  the  sou 
never  shone.  But  in  this  region,  where  the 
sun  does  shine,  where  half  the  winter  days  are 
clear,  the  only  effect  of  the  presence  of  snow 
is  to  All  the  atmosphere  with  chilling  moisture, 
lung  fever,  pneumonia,  and  that  sort  of  thing. 
The  pleasanter  the  weather,  the  more  sunshine 
we  have,  with  snow  on  the  ground,  the  worse 
is  our  condition.  And  yet  it  is  in  vain  to  argue 
this  with  people.  They  are  wedded  to  tradi- 
tional ideas  and  full  of  prejudice,  and  it  seems 
impossible  to  convince  them  that  snow  iu  this 
region  is  harmful.  It  does  no  good  to  demon- 
strate to  them  that  but  for  snow  we  should 
have  a royal  winter  climate.  On  a small  scale 
w‘e  see  occasionally  what  it  might  be.  There 
were  such  days  in  January  last.  The  snow 
hod  disappeared, the  sun  shone  with  the  light 
but  not  the  heat  (like  an  electric  lamp)  of 
May,  and  the  air  was  pure,  exhilarating,  but 
not  damp  and  grave-like.  It  would  have  been 
]>erfect  but  for  the  chill  that  came  down  from 
the  vast  snow-flelds  of  Canada,  where  cold  and 
suow  are  worshipped  and  f^ted  all  winter. 
And  yet,  after  such  ex];>erience,  people,  con- 
vinced, go  back  to  snow.  The  ignorance  of 
this  scientific  age  is  discouraging. 

The  other  vulgar  notion  is  that  a hand-to- 
hand  struggle  with  extreme  cold  for  months 
dfies  a person  good — braces  him  up.  It  must 
be  admitted  that  up  to  a certain  point  any 
straggle  or  trial  is  invigorating  to  the  moral 
and  intellectual  nature.  But  we  see  what  too 
much  indnlgence  in  this  leads  to.  The  Esqui- 
mau is  but  little  raised  above  the  polar  bear 
and  the  seal.  His  whole  existence  is  just  an 
effort  to  keep  alive,  to  get  blubber  and  skins 
enough  to  generate  and  keep  in  his  body  vital 
heat.  He  can  think  of  nothing  else;  he  has 
room  for  no  otlier  mental  effort.  We  see  the 
same  thing  in  the  diaries  and  accounts  of  the 
polar  exploration  fanatics.  It  wonld  be  the 
most  painful  reading  in  the  world  if  it  were 
not  so  monotonous.  Each  one  tells  exactly  the 
same  story — the  story  of  his  ph3*8ical  struggle 
to  keep  alive  with  the  thermometer  fifty  de- 
grees below  zero.  Soon  the  mind  has  no  other 
occupation  than  this  struggle.  It  almost  ceases 
to  work  in  any  other  direction.  This  is  inter- 
esting to  us  at  first  as  a study  of  the  capacity 
of  the  human  organism  to  resist  the  unre- 
strained attacks  of  nature.  The  experience 
of  a person  who  should  in  this  latitude,  in  win- 
ter, retire  to  nn  ice-house,  with  a batebet  and 
a supply  of  frozen  hash,  a whale-oil  lamp,  and 
a fur  overcoat  and  body-bag,  and  sit  on  the 
ice  in  the  darkness,  and  record  his  feelings,  the 
gradual  lowering  of  the  vital  powers,  the  con- 
centration of  the  mind  upon  the  numbness  of 
his  legs,  wonld  doubtless  have  a physiological 
interest  But  the  second  experimenter  would 
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Dot  interest  his  readers  so  mnch  as  the  first 
with  his  narrative. 

It  is  perfectly  evident  that  the  extreme  win- 
ter cold  of  this  latitude  drains  vitality,  exposes 
the  strained  frame  to  disease,  and  is  an  ill  prep- 
aration for  the  sardonic  attacks  of  what  we 
call  spring,  and  especially  for  the  onset  of  the 
hot  summer.  The  body  braced  up”  to  en- 
durance ! It  is  worn  out  and  weakened  by  the 
awful  i)hy8ical  struggle  during  four  or  five 
months  of  the  year,  and  in  no  condition  to  meet 
the  perils  of  the  cucumber  and  green-apple  sea- 
son. In  order  to  merely  sustain  life  in  this 
frigid  period  people  are  compelleil  to  stuff 
themselves  as  they  do  their  house  furnaces,  to 
heat  their  houses  to  a withering  temperature 
— a heat  that  dislocates  furnitui'e,  dries  the 
natural  oil  out  of  the  hair,  makes  the  bones 
brittle  and  the  muscles  tender — to  resort  to  in- 
flaming liquors,  in  short,  to  be  intemperate  in 
every  way.  There  is  no  such  thing  Jis  modera- 
tion— zero  out-of-doors,  eighty  degrees  inside, 
with  all  the  vitality  burned  out  of  the  atmos- 
phere, artificially  armed  with  heavy  food  and 
spirits.  The  house  furnace  gets  clogged  by 
spring,  and  so  does  the  human  furnace,  run  at 
such  a high  pressure.  And  still  people  won- 
der that  they  die  off  so  in  the  spring  after  all 
this  bracing  up. 

The  notion  is  equally  delusive  that  this  bra- 
cing conduces  to  intellectual  activity.  A mod- 
erate climatic  stimulation  is  perhaps  beneficial 
to*some  natures.  But  let  us  look  at  the  mat- 
ter rationally.  Take  the  Dominion  of  Canada, 
not  by  way  of  fault-finding  or  criticism,  but  as 
an  illustration.  There  are  no  nobler  or  more 
liospitable  people  in  the  world  than  the  Cana- 
dians, none  who  more  heartily  enjoy  ]»hysical 
life  perhaps,  although  they  are  in  a fight  all 
the  time  for  life,  and  know  nothing  of  that 
calm  existence  in  extremely  temperate  cli- 
mates where  the  pleasing  throb  of  life  is  felt  all 
through  the  body  and  mind  in  a delicious  sense 
of  being  without  effort.  But  what  is  the  in- 
tellectual product  of  Canada  f Canada  is  as 
old  08  the  United  States.  What  is  its  annual 
contribution  to  the  intellectual  stir  of  the  world 
in  the  way  of  books  or  ideas  t The  race  is  cer- 
tainly as  capable  as  the  old  stock  at  home,  and, 
besides,  it  has  a delightful  mingling  of  Gallio 
genius  and  esprit.  We  should  expect  from  Can- 
ada a literature  with  the  best  qualities  of  the 
two  parent  stocks.  There  can  be  nothing  in 
the  way  of  this  result  but  tlie  eccentricity  of 
the  thermometer.  The  social  qualities  are 
charmingly  developed  by  the  necessities  of  the 
situation.  People  must  flock  together  to  keep 
wami.  Montreal  is  as  gay  in  the  winter  as  St. 
Petersburg,  and  for  the  same  reason.  Every 
energy  is  bent  and  eiiiph>yed  to  keep  up  the 
circulation.  A man  doesn’t  stop  to  write  books 
and  dream  out  delightful  essays  when  the 
thermometer  is  twenty  degrees  below  zero. 
Society  must  keep  in  motion.  Skating,  tobog- 
ganing, driving,  snow-shoeing,  dancing,  vigor- 
ous attacks  on  ice  palaces,  incessant  physical 


movement — these  are  the  necessities  of  the 
temperature. 

And  what  do  we  see  in  New  York  and  Bos- 
ton and  the  other  large  Northern  cities  f Is 
the  winter  a time  of  great  intellectual  activity 
in  society  T Doubtless  it  is  the  teui|>erature 
that  sets  xteople  dancing  and  ball-ing,  and  tea- 
iug  and  receiving,  and  keeps  up  that  mad  move- 
ment that  goes  faster  and  faster. as  the  tlays 
begin  to  lengthen  and  the  cold  begins  to 
strengthen,  whirling  along  in  a wilder  gallop 
and  a break-neck  race  till,  like  a runaway 
team,  it  is  precipitated,  exhausted,  all  in  aheap, 
against  the  snubbing-post  of  Ash -Wednesday, 
and  scatters  its  disjecta  membra  over  the  plains 
of  Lent. 

Well,  let  ns  be  thankful  that  April  with  his 
shoures  sote”  is  at  hand. 


When  we  are  getting  into  a feeling  of  com- 
placency as  to  the  general  difi'usiou  of  educa- 
tion in  this  country,  why  will  any  one  disturb 
us  by  an  account  of  the  fashionable  lady  who 
had  just  come  into  a fortune  and  set  up  for  an 
authority,  who  talked  about  her  set  of ‘‘real 
chinchilla  laces,”  and  who  accepted  with 
warmth  an  invitation  to  go  and  see  Hamlet  at 
the  theatre,  because  she  “ hod  seen  about  all  of 
Shakespeare’s  plays,  bnt  had  never  seen  one 
of  Hamlet’s”  1 or  the  verdict  of  a coroner’s  jury 
on  Long  Island : Canes  of  deth  from  the  ef- 
fects of  old  wounds  and  old  ague,  including 
the  shortliness  of  breth”  f These  things  do 
not  interest  us.  


THE  END  OF  SIR  COYOTE, 

A rxMovn  fellow  was  Sir  Coyote, 

Brimful  of  pluck  and  chivalry ; 

A regular  four-legged  knight  was  he, 

Tlie  quadrupedal  peer  of  Don  Quixote. 

This  doughty  knight  of  the  silver  crest. 

What  wonders  he  wrought  in  the  far  wild  West ! 

Strange  that  great  ones  must  totter  and  fall— 
Wolseys,  Napoleons,  Coyotes,  and  all ; 

But  it's  true 
That  they  do. 

And  small  folk  can't  help  it. 

Well, 

To  the  tale  the  Cahrocs  tell : 

Sir  Coyote,  successful  from  birth. 

At  length  became  such  a puff 
There  was  not  room  enough 
For  him  on  this  little  earth — 

A wolf  of  his  size 
Must  move  to  the  skies. 

Now  each  night  came  a star 
Not  so  very  far 

From  the  hill  top  Coyote  was  wont  to  sit  on, 
And  a very  cute  plan  his  Bigness  hit  on. 

Never  chap  had  a better  chance. 

Initanier  he  made  up  his  mind  for  a dance 
With  the  golden-robed  lady. 

“To-morrow  night.”  said  he, 

“ril  hail  her  right  here  by  Ibis  tree, 

And,  everything  ready. 

Forever  quit  of  the  vulgar  ground, 

1*11  be  at  her  side  in  a single  bound.” 

But  the  keenest  earthly  craft 
May  fall  In  the  heavens.  The  star, 

Holding  her  course  afar. 
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Only  twinkled  a little,  and  laughed 
At  Coyote’s  proposal ; that’s  all 
The  attention  she  paid  to  his  call. 

Now  the  knight  of  the  silver  crest 
Swelled  so  the  buttons  flew  off  his  vest. 

“ fla  1 lady,”  quoth  he, 

“You  defy  me.  We’ll  see,” 

And  he  beg&n  to  bark. 

Thereafter  every  night, 

As  soon  as  ’twas  dark, 

With  all  his  might  and  main. 

Coyote  began  again. 

Bark!  bark!  bark!  bark! 

Never  was  heard  such  a racket. 

It’s  a wonder  the  rascal’s  jacket 
Staid  on  him  at  all.  The  little  star. 

Shy  as  our  timid est  maidens  are. 

Poor  thing : she  was  so  dazed  and  distracted 
By  the  shameful  manner  in  which  he  acted. 

That  to  end  the  matter  she  promised  him  square 
To  lead  him  next  night  a dance  In  the  air. 

Coyote,  tricked  out  in  his  Sunday  best. 

Was  prompt  in  his  place  on  the  peak  in  the  West ; 
Thence,  when  the  star  came  up  on  her  round, 

He  gave  a most  prodigious  bound. 

And  rearing  upright  In  a manner  grand. 

Courtly  took  hold  of  the  lady’s  hand. 

Then  for  It ! Tripping  and  prancing, 

Away  they  went,  dancing 
Light  as  a feather, 

The  star  and  the  wolf  together. 

Far,  far,  far 

Spun  the  wolf  and  the  star ; 

Into  the  dim,  still  sky 

Whirled  up  so  high 

That  the  Klamath,  winding  slow. 

Lay,  miles  and  miles  below. 

Like  a slack  bowstring, 

Dwindled  almost  to  nothing; 

The  valleys  looked  narrow  as  threads, 

And  the  Cahroc  camps  mere  arrow-heads. 

Higher  and  higher  the  dancers  flew. 

Oh,  how  cold,  bitter  cold,  it  grew ! 
suffer  and  stiffer  Coyote’s  knees. 

His  hands  so  numb  he  could  hardly  hold. 

Cold,  cold,  oh,  bitter  cold  ! 

Unless  there  came  change  of  weather, 

No  help  for  him — ^he  must  freeze. 

“Sir  Lupus!  Sir  Lupus!  we’ve  not  come  far; 
Cheer  up : spin  on,”  cried  the  rollicking  star. 
“Never  did  fairies  foot  neater  together. 

Sir  Lupus ! Sir  Lupus ! look  to  your  knees ; 

If  you  love  me,  Sir  Lupus,  I pray  you  don’t  freeze.” 

Faster  and  faster,  on  and  on. 

Went  the  two. 

Skipping  and  dancing, 

Tripping  and  prancing, 

Up  the  blue. 

Till  Coyote’s  last  hope  was  gone. 

Cold,  oh,  so  aching  cold  I 
Frozen  from  tip  of  nose 
To  tips  of  Angers  and  toes. 

At  length  he  lost  his  hold. 

Then—  What  then? 

Back  to  the  earth  again. 

How  far  it  was  no  one  can  tell. 

But  ten  long  snows  Sir  Lupus  fell— 

A thousand  times  fartlier  than  th’  angel  In  Milton  ; 
And  when  found,  near  the  spot  he  was  split  on, 

Sir  Coyote  lay  flat 
As  a willow  mat. 

It’s  rather  unsafe  to  dance  with  a star. 

For  coyotes  or  you,  sir,  whoever  you  are. 

John  Vance  Chenky. 


WELLINGTON’S  FRENCH  COOK. 

One  antnmn  eveniDg  many  years  ago,  in 
one  of  the  more  secluded  rooms  at  Stratbfiehl- 
saye  ( the  Dake  of  Wellington's  country  house), 
a very  strange  scene  was  being  enacted.  A 
tall,  thin,  sallow,  black -haired  man  was  strid- 
ing fiercely  to  and  fro,  rolling  his  eyes,  clinch- 
ing his  teeth,  flourishing  his  hands  about,  tug- 
ging frantically  every  now  and  then  at  his 
long  hair,  and  making  gestures  of  anguish  and 
despair  worthy  of  any  tragic  hero  in  Shake- 
speare. Indeed,  he  might  well  have  been 
taken  for  a tragedian  rehearsing  his  part ; hut 
if  so,  he  was  rehearsing  it  rather  expensively, 
for  his  superb  white  shirt  frill  was  hanging  in 
tatters,  and  his  gold-rimmed  eyeglass,  flung 
down  and  stamped  upon  in  fury,  lay  strewn  in 
fragments  over  the  carpet. 

“Jamais!  jamais!  nevare!”  howled  he,  in  a 
queer  jumble  of  French  and  English.  “ C'est 
trop  fort!  it  is  too  moch — too  moch ! Allous, 
vite,  vite,  from  dis  place  away ! I lose  ze  rea- 
son if  1 sail  stay  here !" 

And  the  speaker  gave  a groan  that  might 
have  broken  the  heart  of  a paving-stone. 

“Why,  Monsieur  Bonplat,  what’s  the  mat- 
ter T”  said  a deep  voice  from  the  doorway,  in 
which,  as  in  a picture  - frame,  appeared  the 
square,  thick-set  figure,  hard,  weather-beaten 
face,  aud  iron-gray  mustache  of  old  General 
H y one  of  Wellington’s  ablest  command- 

ers. 

“ Ze  mattaire  f”  echoed  the  French  cook  (for 
such  he  was),  with  an  intensity  of  irony  to 
which  no  words  can  do  jnstice.  “Dis  is  ze 
mattaire,  M.  le  G^u^ral ; it  must  be  dat  I go 
instantly  out  from  dis  house  or  I sail  go  mad, 
and  bark,  and  bite,  and  oom-mit  mnrdaire !” 

“ That  would  bo  a pity,”  remarked  the  old 
soldier,  with  perfect  gravity,  although  he  was 
inwardly  choking  with  suppressed  laughter. 
“ But  are  you  really  thinking  of  going  already? 
Why,  you’ve  only  been  in  the  house  a week.” 

“A  veekf”  yelled  the  Frenchman,  capering 
about  like  a scalded  moukey.  “An  age — a 
century — an  eternity  of  suffering!  Ah,  ton- 
ner-r-r-re  I” 

Aud  he  rolled  and  rumbled  the  word  till  it 
sounded  like  the  thunder  which  it  implied. 

“Well,  M.  Bonplat,  without  wishing  to  he 
iuqaisitive,  I should  be  glad  to  hear  your 
grief,”  said  the  General,  as  gravely  as  ever, 
although  the  mischievous  twinkle  in  his  eye 
showed  that  he  expected  some  fun.  “ It  must 
be  terrible  indeed  to  move  a man  like  you  V* 

“ficoutez,  done — listen!”  said  the  cook,  in  a 
hollow  whisper  that  would  have  befitted  the 
confession  of  a bloody  and  barbarous  murder. 
“Zc  day  dat  I enter-ed  ze  household  of  his 
Grace  ze  Due  de  Vellainton”  (the  sarcastic 
emphasis  of  these  last  words  fairly  set  Gen- 
eral H ’s  teeth  on  edge)  “I  come  and  say 

to  him,  vid  all  ze  solemnity  befitting  so  im- 
portant a question,  ‘ Vat  vill  yonr  Grace  please 
to  have  for  dinnair  dis  day  V And  ho  answer 
me  (it  is  so  true  as  I do  stand  here),  * Oh,  any- 
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tbiug,  anything  !*  No  reflection,  no  reverence 
for  ze  sublime  science  of  cooking — none,  none!"’ 

How  dreadful  shuddered  General  H , 

with  an  affectation  of  horror  worthy  of  Gar- 
rick in  Hamlet 

“My  heart  boil-ed  vidiii  mo,”  pursued  M. 
Bonplat;  “but  I restrained  mine  r-rage.  I 
said  to  myself,  ‘I  vill  be  merciful;  I vill  give 
him  yet  one  more  chance.’  Day  after  day  I 
put  ze  great  question  to  dis  man  vidout  soul, 
and  vat  vas  bis  answer  f ^ Oh,  same  as  yester- 
day— same  as  yesterday  V And  dis  day — dis 
ve-ree  day,”  he  added,  raising  his  voice  to  a 
perfect  screech,  “von  I ask  him  vonce  more, 
he  reply  quite  short,  ^ Oh,  what  you  like;  I 
never  know  what  I put  in  my  mouth .”  Figu^ 
rez-voua  cela^  mon  Dieu!  That  I — /,  Xavier 
Francois  Auguste  Napoleon  Bonaparte  Bon- 
plat, should  cook  for  one  who  know  not  what 
he  put  in  his  mouth!” 

Here  the  orator  became  incoherent  from  ex- 
cess of  emotion. 

“A  hard  case,  truly,  my  dear  M.  Bonplat,” 
said  the  General,  sympathetically ; “but  re- 
member how  many  other  great  geniuses  have 
been  neglected  and  persecuted  before  you. 
What  was  the  fate  of  Galileo  the  astronomer, 
Columbus  the  discoverer,  Tasso  the  poet  T Yet 
their  art  was  sufficient  for  them ; surely  yours 
is  sufficient  for  you 

A faint  smile  dawned  upon  the  Frenchman’s 
convulsed  features. 

“ Is  the  genius  of  a Boliplat  to  bo  lost  to  the 

great  science  of  cookery,”  resumed  H , with 

enthusiasm,  “ becanse  one  man  is  blind  to  it! 
It  is  as  if  your  countryman,  the  great  Moli^re, 
had  ceased  to  write  comedies  because  one  man 
failed  to  enjoy  them.  Moreover,  the  Duke  has 
hitherto  dined  alone ; but  to-morrow  the  house 
will  be  full  of  guests,  all  warm  admirers  of 
your  wonderful  skill.  Will  you  punish  so 
many  for  the  fault  of  one  unfortunate  who  has 
been  denied  the  happiness  of  appreciating 
your  great  works  f You  have  been  deeply  in- 
jured, it  is  true;  but  show  yourself  a brave 
Frenchman,  and  pardon  the  Duke  his  oflense.” 

“Ah,  M.  le  Gdn^ral!”  cried  the  cook,  spring- 
ing forward  as  if  some  one  had  stuck  a pin 
into  him,  “you  have  conquered.  I vill  be 
magnanimous;  1 vill  pardon  all  to  le  Due;  1 
vill  keep  my  place!” 

And  he  did  so.  David  Kkr. 


A NUMBER  of  years  ago  Mark  Twain  deliver- 
ed a lecture  at  Muttooii,  Illinois,  in  a public 
hall  that  had  a hall  above  it  that  was  used  by 
a secret  order,  and  during  the  lecture  there 
was  frequent  noise  from  above,  as  if  some  one 
was  being  taken  into  the  lodge  with  a good 
deal  of  fun,  so  much  so  that  it  disturbed  the 
lecturer  very  much.  Just  before  tlie  close  of 
the  lecture  Mark  Twain  said  that  ho  had  lec- 
tured in  school-houses,  churcbes,  theatres,  and 
opera-houses,  but  he  believed  this  was  the  first 
time  that  he  had  ever  lectured  in  a livery- 
stable  whore  they  kept  the  horses  overhead. 


Things  said  and  done  malapropos  are  some- 
times very  amusing.  Here  is  an  example : 

On  a certain  charge  of  one  of  the  Methodist 
Conferences  in  the  Valley  of  Virginia  there  was 
a change  of  preachers.  The  newly  appointed 
preacher’s  name  was  Wolf.  His  pitidecessor 
was  a serious,  solemn  man,  w ho  could  scarcely 
appreciate  a joke  when  made,  much  less  be 
guilty  of  perpetrating  one. 

This  preacher  was  present  with  the  Presid- 
ing Elder  of  the  district  at  the  first  quarterly 
meeting.  The  P.  £.  requested  him  to  close  the 
morning  service  on  Saturday  in  the  usual  way. 
Taking  the  hymn-book,  the  preacher  looked 
rather  hurriedly  for  a hymn,  and  read,  with  a 
solemn  air: 

Jesus,  grreat  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 

To  Thee  for  help  wo  fly : 

The  little  flock  In  safety  keep, 

For,  oh ! the  wolf  Is  nigh. 

It  oome.s,  of  hellish  malice  full. 

To  scatter,  tear,  and  slay ; 

It  seizes  every  straggling  soul 
As  his  own  lawful  prey. 

The  preacher,  absorbed  in  his  reading,  never 
noticed  the  amused  smile  that  lighted  up  every 
face  in  the  congregation. 


The  Rev.  Mr. ,now  a member  of  tlie  Cali- 

fornia Conference,  began  his  ministerial  career 
in  Iowa.  He  there  preached  at  three  difler- 
011 1 places  each  Sunda}^,  which  gave  him  twen- 
ty odd  miles’  travelling.  He  rode  horseback 
at  first,  but  finding  his  m.are  too  light  to  easily 
carry  his  weight,  he  purchased  a road  sulky, 
nud,  much  to  his  comfort,  discovered  that  his 
horse  possessed  considerable  speed.  One  Sun- 
day, while  going  from  one  church  to  another, 
he  overtook  a man,  also  in  a sulky,  driving  a 
fine  animal.  As  our  friend  was  in  a hurry  ho 
passed  the  stranger,  who  kept  close  behind 
him  until  a long  stretch  of  good  road  was 
reached;  then  he  heard  his  fellow-traveller 
urging  his  horse,  and  before  he  knew  it  he  wns 
taking  part  in  a spirited  heat,  in  which  the 
stranger  came  off  second  best.  On  reaching  a 
bit  of  rough  road  both  slowed  up,  and  the 
stranger  sung  out : 

“That’s  a good  mare  you’ve  got, my  friend. 
Does  she  belong  to  you  t” 

“No,”  replied  Mr. ; “she  belongs  to  niy 

Master.” 

“Who’s  hef” 

“ The  Lord,”  was  the  response. 

“Then  I guess  you  don’t  trot  her  much.” 

“Oh  yes, I do.” 

“ What  do  you  trot  her  against  t” 

Mr. replied,  very  solemnly,  “ The  devil.” 

“Urn!— um!  I guess  you  get  beat  pretty 
often,  then.” 

“Well,”  said  Mr. ,“I  rather  think  I’m 

ahead  of  him  woic.” 

Mr. afterward  ascertained  that  his  ad- 

versary vrm  the  most  violent  infidel  in  the 
neighborhood. 
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ESPAJfOLA  AND  ITS  ENVIRONS. 


1 HARDLY  know  how  we  came  to  spend 
so  much  time  in  Espahola.  Our  origi- 
nal intention  in  starting  for  New  Mexico 
had  been  to  settle  in  Santa  Fe.  But  all 
our  plans  were  elastic  ones,  and  we  had 
taken  with  us  an  artistic  compass  whose 
needle,  exquisitely  sensitive  to  beauty,  was 
liable  to  switch  us  off  at  any  point  on  the 
route.  It  had  already  made  our  course  a 
rather  devious  one,  and  I suppose  that  it 
only  is  to  be  held  responsible  for  strand- 
ing us  eventually  in  the  out-of-the-way  lit- 
tle corner  known  as  Elspafiola. 

This  baby  city  lies  in  the  beautiful 
valley  of  the  Rio  Grande,  in  the  midst 
of  a cluster  of  hoary  old  Spanish  towns 
and  Indian  pueblos.  It  is  thirty  miles 
north  of  Santa  Fe,  about  sixty  miles 
south  of  the  Colorado  State  line,  and  is 
the  southernmost  point  reached  by  the 
Denver  and  Rio  Grande  Railway.  Elea- 
nor and  I boarded  this  adventurous  little 
narrow-gauge  at  Pueblo,  on  the  Arkansas 
River,  at  1 o’clock  a.  m.  We  were  pulled 
and  jerked  up  over  the  Rockies  in  the  dark- 
ness, and  descending  the  western  slope 
just  as  dawn  was  breaking,  we  traversed 
the  beautiful  San  Luis  Park  to  Alamosa. 
From  this  point  we  moved  southward  all 
day,  in  full  view  of  the  snowy  peaks  of 
the  Sangre  de  Cristo  Mountains.  The 
country  was  weird  and  Dantesque  in  the 
extreme.  Leagues  upon  leagues  of  wild 
volcanic  debris  and  weary  stretches  of 
arid  alkali  plains  monopolized  the  land- 
scape. 

But  all  this  desolation  only  served  (like 
one  of  Wagner’s  tremendous  discords)  to 
emphasize  the  beauties  that  were  to  come, 
when  the  pigmy  train,  plunging  recklessly 
down  a wild  canon,  entered  the  valley  of 
the  Rio  Grande.  The  wide  and  lovely 
lowlands  were  redolent  with  the  odor  of 
blooming  orchards.  The  landscape  was 
deliciously  green  with  the  tones  of  early 
spring.  (Proves  of  patriarchal  cottonwoods 


bordered  the  river,  and  Mexican  towns  and 
Indian  pueblos  lay  scattered  here  and 
there  across  the  valley.  The  train  wan- 
dered on  for  twenty  miles  or  so  through 
sprouting  fields  of  Indian  corn  and  green 
peppers,  and  drew  up  at  length  at  a non- 
descript collection  of  canvas  tents  and 
board  shanties  on  a flat  beside  the  river. 
This  was  Espanola. 

When  we  had  decided  definitely  to  re- 
main there,  we  were  met  by  a novel  diffi- 
culty. Where  were  we  to  live  ? There 
was  no  hotel  or  boarding-house.  Hotel  I 
The  individual  to  whom  I directed  my  in- 
quiry looked  me  over  from  head  to  foot 
with  a sort  of  pitying  interest,  as  though 
I were  some  strange  and  hitherto  unknown 
species,  who  certainly  should  not  be  al- 
lowed to  travel  about  unprotected.  There 
was,  indeed,  a sort  of  shanty  called  a “sec- 
tion-house,” where  we  could  procui*e  our 
meals,  but  there  was  evidently  no  place 
wherein  we  could  lay  our  weary  heads, 
protected  from  the  weather.  It  looked 
like  a desperate  case.  We  at  length  found 
a man,  however,  who  consented  to  show 
us  the  only  uninhabited  domicile  in  town. 
His  name  was  McBride,  and  he  was  the 
station-master.  He  led  us  to  a small  two- 
roomed  board  shanty,  which  was  situated 
on  the  flat  plain  not  far  from  the  rushing 
Rio  Grande.  It  looked  an  airy  place  in 
the  gathering  dusk.  The  boards  gaped 
apart  in  wide  cracks,  through  which  the 
night  wind  sighed,  and  the  stars  were  be- 
ginning to  twinkle  through  numerous  lit- 
tle round  holes  that  looked  suspiciously 
like  the  tracks  of  former  bullets. 

McBride  proved  to  be  a jewel  of  a man. 
He  not  only  let  us  have  the  house  at  a very 
moderate  rent,  but  he  supplied  us  with  bed- 
ding, two  chairs,  some  rugs,  and  a lamp. 
When  he  had  dope  bustl  ing  about,  the  place 
had  come  to  have  an  almost  habitable  look. 
But  when  the  light  was  extinguished,  and 
we  tried  to  compose  oui’selves  to  sleep,  the 
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air  grew  suddenly  full  of  ominous soiiuds, 
and  we  tbougbt  we  coukl  hoar  the  stealthy 
tread  of  rustlers  and  ludians  and  muider* 
ous  Mexicans  all  about  VIS. 

The  sun  arosc^  the  iiext  morning  with  a 
dazzling  brill iaucy^  and  I wivs  out  earh\ 


and  ^a^slly,  in  a valley  six  miles  distant,  of 
luiiidr©<ls  of  those  peculiar  clitf-dwellinga 
which  have  been  such  a puzzle  to  archae- 
ologists. I also  made  a valuable  discov- 
ery in  the  shape  of  a broad -shouldered^ 
long-legged  individual,  whom  I found  .sit- 


lazy,  dreamy  expresvsiou  4>f 
0‘>ui»b:‘iTan<x%  and  wa^  evidently  .iK)t 
av  < ia  ha v i ng  somebo^iy  to  talk 

to.  His  name,  he  told  me,  was  Buck- 
skin Joe.  Dear  old  Buckskin  ! When 
I came  to  know  him  well  I grew  to  love 
him  like  a bi'otlier.  He  waK  a great 
blonde  child  like  giant,  with  the  heart  of  a 
woman,  the  courage  of  a grizzly,  and  au 
uncoutrollablc  love  of  a yam.  He  bad 
l>een  teamster,  miner,  ranchero,  soldier, 
Iniluiu  fighter,  and  irapjvcr,  especially  the 
last  two.  For  twenty  years  he  Intd  liveil 
by  bis  rifle,  luihting,  and  lighting  Indians. 
Like  most  men  who  have  lived  much  alone* 
in  the  silence  of  the  wockIs,  lie  was  very 
fond  of  company.  At  present  he  owned 
a little  ranch  up  on  the  mesa.  He  told 
me  all  this  and  much  more  abimt himself 
while  we  sat  on  the  cool  side  of  the  stii- 
tioii-house  Watching  two  burros  enjoying 
the  luxury  of  an  uninterrupted  roll  in  the 
hot  dust. 

When  I returned  from  my  ramble  1 
fovmd  that  our  bouse  bad  undergone  a 
metamorphosis.  With  the  aid  of  a few 
bits  of  dnvpery,  an  oil  study  or  two,  an 
easel,  a few  wood-engravings,  and  some 


TUK  OLDEST  CHURCH  IN  AMKRICA, 


taking  an  inventory  of  our  artistic  prop- 
erties and  Ijelongings.  t found  that  our 
possessions  wer<3  lai'ge  and  valuable.  W e 
owned,  lirst,  one  lovely  plain  of  dried  arid 
yellow  grass;  second,  one  range  of  snow- 
capped mountaiiiH,  which  were  quite  hazy 
and  l>eautiful  in  the  inorning  sunshine; 
third,  one  rushing,  rolling,  rather  turbid 
river;  fourth,  a great  sandy  me^a,  or  table- 
land, with  plenty  of  sagc*-brush  and  cac- 
tus; and  iifth,  quantities  of  adobe  houses, 
and  di  voi»s  odd  effects  and  brilliant  bits  of 
color  in  the  canvits  town  of  Espauola  it- 
self. 

I learned  that  in  addition  to  all  this  we 
\ve.m  in  possession  of  U»e  ijlde^it  church  iu 
America,  iu  the  Mexican  txivvn  of  Santa 
Cruz,  across  the  river;  also,  of  thrc'C  In- 
dian towns  or  pueblos  of  that  renmrkable 
race  of  sedent^iry  Indians  which  has  nf 
late  bt^en  attracting  so  much  alum  lion; 
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fluffy  ss1jeep-$kius^  Eleauoi'  bad  performed 
woiulei^.  Tho  larger  of  tlie  two  rooms 
had  bt^ii  transformed  into  a very  excel- 
lent substitute  for  parlor,  sanctuni,  diu- 
ing-morn,  .sleeping-romi,  and  studio.  The 
snialler  i*ooai,  with  the  addition  of  u cook- 
ing stove  and  a small  battery  of  tin  pans, 
niacle  a very  fair  kitchen. 

Isn't  it  lovely  f - slie  cried.  It/s  just 
like  camping  out  ; and  I don't  mind  the 
cracks  at  all ; they  will  give  us  plenty  of 
ventilation,'" 

She  did  not  change  her  opinion  until 
we  were  \isited  next  day  by  a New  Mexi- 
can sand-storm,  when  the  fr-ee  circulation 
of  air  proved  a doubtful  ad vaiiUige. 

We  sat  oui^elves  down  in  the  studio  to 
map  out  our  plan  of  action. 

In  the  first  place/'  said  Eleanor,  “ you 
must  promise  not  to  go  to  work  for  a 
week.’^ 

As  an  artist  I liad  al  ways  found  my  first 
week  or  ten  days'  Avork  in  a new  place  of 
very  little  value.  The  mind  needs  time 
to  ^apt  itself  to  new  surroundings.  It 
must  assimilate  the  tones  of  tlie  landscape 
before  it  can  mider  their  true  spirit.  So 
I readily  conceded  that  iKJint. 

’ ‘ And  what, 1 asketl,  ‘ ' do€«  your  lady- 
ship pro|>o8e  that  I should  do  with  myself 
during  that  xieriod  f ’ 

Well,  if  you  doxi’t  mind,  I would  like 
you  to  take  me  to  see  the  clilF-dwellings 
first  of  all.  I want  ever  so  much  to  see 
how  people  could  have  liv’^ed  up  in  those 
holes/' 

“The  obje<d  is  laudable.  The  rniud  of 
woman  should  ever  be  on  the  household. 

t Gpigle 


Perhajys  even  tlie  primitive  dwelling  will 
not  be  witliout  its  lesson.'' 

Nonseiise!'' 

So  that  was  settleil.  The  rest  of  the  day 
we  spent  in  organizing  a party.  Buckskin 
J oe  readily  vol iiu teered  liis  services  as 
guide  and  spinner  of  yarns  in  chief. 

The  next  morning  early  he  api>eared  at 
iny  door  with  a band  of  six  burros,  or 
Mexican  donkeys.  Apart  from  the  In- 
dians and  tlie  Mexicans,  these  animals  are 
the  most  characteristic  and  ubiquitous  ob- 
jects ill  New  Mexico.  The  shaggy  little 
brutes  range  from  the  size  of  a small  Ne  w- 
foundland to  that  of  a six'inontlus  old 
heifer.  It  is  practically  impossible  to 
overload  theun.  They  will  carry  all  that 
cjin  be  piled  on  their  backs,  I have  fre- 
quently seen  a solid  heap  of  Wooil  gliding 
my.steriously  into  town,  with  uo  apparent 
motive  power,  but  1 knew  that  somewhere 
underueath  tlie  pile  there  was  hidden  a 
burro.  When  releiisc^d  from  their  bur- 
dens they  will  immediately  set  to  work 
with  diligence  and  gu.sto  picking  up  a 
living  in  the  midst  of  stones  and  dry  cac- 
tus, where  any  other  aniimiJ  would  starve 
to  death.  Joe  pnxjecded  to  attach  iVic.ni, 
by  a wonderful  series  of  knots,  to  tlie  sup- 
porting jkisIs  under  tlic  house.  I watelukl 
him  curiously  iis  he  tied  knot  after  knot, 
and  at  length  veniui'ed  to  inquire  whether 
biirco-s  usually  employed  their  spare  time 
in  |)crforming  juggling  tricks. 

Joe  regarded  me  with  a smile  which 
was  cutnp<.»unded  of  one  jiart  of  good-na- 
tui»ed  contempt,  two  of  superior  know- 
ledge, and  thi*ee  of  genuine  amusement. 

. . ; . . 
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“ Wa’al,”  he  said,  “you  are  suininat  of  a 
tenderfoot;  that’s  so.  Why,  a burro  is  a 
born  devil.” 

“ Do  you  mean  to  say  that  a burro  can 
undo  one  of  those  knots  with  his  teeth?”  I 
asked. 

“ I don’t  purfess  to  say  what  he  does  it 
with.  He  may  do  it  with  his  tail  for  all 
I know,  but  if  you  will  learn  me  a knot 
that  a burro  can’t  undo,  if  you  give  him 
time  enough,  I will  tell  you  thanks.  Why, 
the  father  of  all  evil  is  not  a patch  on  an 
old  jack  burro  fur  infernal  cleverness  and 
mischief.” 

The  day  was  perfect.  A gay  if  undig- 
nified band  was  soon  wending  its  way  past 
the  Gem  Saloon,  and  the  store  of  A.  Garcia, 
through  lounging  groups  of  Mexicans  and 
Indians,  and  up  the  arid  bed  of  an  arroyo. 
Following  this  fora  few  hundred  yards, we 
ascended  to  the  broad  mesa.  It  was  blazing 
with  scarlet  and  crimson  cactus,  tall  lily- 
white  yuccas,  and  other  gorgeous  flowers. 
The  air  was  breathless  and  palpitating, 
but  far  down  the  valley,  where  the  mirage 
was  lifting  the  hills  into  the  sky,  we  could 
see  little  shifting  whirlwinds  dancing 
about  on  the  level  sands.  Far  away  to 
the  east  the  Sangre  de  Cristo  range  rose 
vibrating  in  a soft  blue  haze.  In  the 
lowlands  between,  the  Rio  Grande  flowed 
gracefully  on,  like  a river  of  molten  silver. 

This  landscape  certainly  lacks  the  large 
simplicity  of  the  great  plains  east  of  the 
range,  the  solemn  expanse  of  sky  and 
prairie,  with  its  infinite  changes  of  soft 
and  delicate  color.  But  en  revanche^  ev- 
erything here  is  flashing,  scintillating, 
iridescent  with  color.  Each  adobe,  each 
stray  figure,  frames  itself  into  a brilliant 
little  genre  i)icture. 

We  traversed  three  miles  of  mesa,  and 
then  descended  into  a wide  cafion  full  of 
lovely  chaparral  and  pifion  bushes. 

Rising  up  out  of  the  cafion  again,  we 
passed  the  Indian  town  of  Santa  Clara  on 
our  left.  It  was  one  of  the  festa  days  of 
the  pueblo.  A long  track  had  been  clear- 
ed out  on  the  mesa,  a winning  stake,  dec- 
orated with  coyote-skins,  erected  at  each 
end,  and  old  and  young  wei^e  engaged  in 
foot-races,  amidst  clapping  of  hands  and 
sliouts  of  enthusiasm.  Little  toddlers  of 
four  and  live,  and  old  totldlers  of  eighty 
and  ninety,  started  valiantly  out  on  the 
course.  To  the  credit  of  the  Indians  be 
it  said  that  the  young  athletes  of  eighteen 
and  twenty,  speeding  by  at  the  rate  of  a 
through  express  train,  did  not  receive  half 
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the  applause  that  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  pa- 
triarchs and  babies. 

Passing  on,  we  soon  entered  a labyrinth 
of  dry  red  sandstone  hills,  which  seemed 
to  jostle  one  another  in  endless  confusion, 
and  came  at  length  to  a stand  in  a valley 
of  horseshoe  shape,  larger  than  the  rest. 
It  was  an  arid,  inhospitable  place,  grow- 
ing nothing  but  a few  dry  cactus  bushes. 
A cotton-tail  rabbit  rose  as  we  halted,  and 
hopping  away  to  a neighboring  cactus, 
sat  watching  us  from  behind  its  friendly 
shelter. 

The  red  sandstone  cliffs  positively  blazed 
in  the  sunlight.  The  strong  blue  sky 
seemed  to  come  down  and  touch  their 
summits  with  burning  fingers,  and  where 
they  met  there  was  a scintillating  shim- 
mer of  pale  pink  fire.  All  around  near 
the  sky-line  these  cliffs  were  perforated 
with  hundreds  of  little  blackened  holes, 
like  so  many  swallows’  nests  in  a sand- 
hill. These  were  the  doors  and  windows 
of  the  cliff-dwellings.  Most  of  them  were 
entirely  inaccessible,  being  from  two  to 
three  hundred  feet  up  the  sheer  side  of 
the  cliff.  In  a few  places  great  quantities 
of  debris  had  fallen — enough  to  allow  a 
venturesome  climber  to  reach  the  aper- 
tures; but  Buckskin  Joe,  who  knew  the 
ways  of  the  place,  led  us  to  a stairway 
which  had  been  cut  in  the  rock  by  the 
prehistoric  inhabitants. 

Eleanor,  who  was  the  first  to  enter  one 
of  the  little  black  doorways, re-appeared  al- 
most immediately  with  a shudder  and  a 
little  scream. 

“Oh!  you  mustn’t  go  in  there,”  she 
cried.  “ It’s  all  full  of  horrid  things.” 

Notwithstanding  the  earnest  nature  of 
the  warning,  I ventured  in,  dislodging  as 
I did  so  two  large  lizards  and  a horned 
toad,  which  came  scampering  out,  indig- 
nant at  being  disturbed. 

Joe,  who  had  meanwhile  entered  anoth- 
er doorway,  came  out,  offering  a human 
skull  to  one  of  the  ladies.  Then  ensued  a 
general  stampede  in  search  of  relics.  We 
found  arrow-heads,  bits  of  decorated  pot- 
tery, small  agates,  and  some  broken  bones. 
In  one  room  we  found  some  fresh-looking 
corn  cobs,  which  had  been  preserved,  who 
could  say  how  many  centuries,  in  this 
wonderful  dry  atmosphere.  In  another 
we  came  upon  millions  of  butterflies’ 
wings.  They  strewed  the  floor  in  rich 
layers — a wonderful  carpet — and  flutter- 
ed like  living  things  as  we  moved  about. 
We  could  find  no  spiders  or  other  deadly 
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insects  to  account  for  their  presence.  Why 
the  b<?autifui  little  creMtiirea  hatl  come 
awuy  up  there  to  die,  noiif?  hut  the  god  of 
buttertlifs  could  tell.  Home  of  the  rooms 
we  foimd  in  a of  perfei^t  ()N*serva- 

tioM,  tlie  wbitevvaKsh  on  the  plastenHl  walls 
as  fi'esh  as  the  day,  centuries  that  it 


was  laid  on.  The  dwellings  consisted 
gifnerallv  of  only  one  rtajiii,  with  a door, 
a window,  and  a chimney  reaching  up  to 
the  top  of  the  elilfs  above.  In  one  case, 
thougii,  we  found  as  many  iis  four  rooms 
eon necting  one  with  another.  Occasion- 
ally  two  dwellings  would  he  connected 

■ 1c  ' ^t.frcrrl  ' 
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together  by  a low  dark  passage.  While 
I was  exploring  one  of  these  holes  an  in- 
cident occurred  which  had  very  nearly 
brought  our  junketing  to  a melancholy  con- 
clusion. When  about  half-way  through, 
a dark  object  suddenly  appeared  in  front 
of  me,  shuffling  and  breathing  heavily.  I 
instantly  jumped  to  the  conclusion  that  a 
bear  or  some  other  wild  animal  had  made 
his  lair  at  the  further  end  of  the  passage. 
The  situation  was  unpleasant,  and  my 
heart  fluttered  disagreeably  as  I pulled 
and  cocked  a large  44  Colt’s  revolver.  I 
was  about  to  fire,  when  an  answering 
click  came  from  the  mysterious  figure. 

“ Don’t  shoot,”  I cried. 

“ Wa’al,”  said  Buckskin  Joe — for  it  was 
he — “if  I didn’t  take  you  for  a cinnamon 
bear !” 

We  both  of  us  kepi  out  of  those  holes 
for  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

One  of  the  members  of  our  party  was  a 
typical  Western  woman,  who  had  never 
been  east  of  Elansas,  and  who  went  by  the 
name  of  Aunt  Sukie.  She  had  volun- 
teered to  attend  to  the  commissary  depart- 
ment, and  had  laid  out  the  luncheon  on 
an  open  copy  of  the  New  York  Herald. 
Selecting  a neighboring  room  as  a kitchen, 
she  proceeded  to  light  a fire  in  its  chimney- 
place  with  a view  to  tea,  but  was  peremp- 
torily smoked  out.  She  appeared  with 
streaming  eyes  and  a choked  utterance. 

“Well,  sakes  alive!”  she  coughed,  “if 
that’s  the  kind  of  a racket  these  old  cliff- 
dwellers  had  to  stand  every  time  they  lit 
a fire,  I’d  rather  live  out  doors.” 

“Perhaps  you  didn’t  give  it  draught 
enough,  Aunt  Sukie,”  said  Joe, 

“Draught  enough!”  eying  him  savage- 
ly; “ well,  perhaps  you’d  better  try  it  your- 
self. You  men  always  know  so  much  bet- 
ter about  these  things!” 

Thus  adjured,  Joe  took  the  matter  in 
hand,  but  with  no  better  success  than  his 
predecessor.  After  ten  minutes  of  blow- 
ing he  j^e-appeared,  blear-eyed  and  nearly 
suffocated,  much  to  the  delight  of  Aunt 
Sukie. 

The  apartments  were  generally  so  low 
tliat  I could  hardly  stand  erect,  and  so 
small  that  an  average  man  could  not  lie 
down  at  full  length  in  comfort.  Poor  old 
cliff-dwellers!  we  did  not  much  envy 
them.  They  must  luive  been  content  with 
the  very  smallest  modicum  of  comfort. 
Abandoning  all  hopes  of  tea,  we  attacked 
the  more  solid  elements  of  the  feast  with 
excellent  appetites,  enjoying  at  the  same 


time  what  seemed  to  be  the  only  enjoyable 
thing  about  the  place — a certain  refresh- 
ing coolness  in  the  surrounding  desert  of 
heat.  We  had  scarcely  finished  Our  re- 
past when  Buckskin  Joe,  who  had  been  off 
on  a fruitless  search  for  water,  re-appeared 
at  the  door  with  an  anxious  expression  on 
his  kindly  countenance. 

‘ ‘ I don’t  like  to  hurry  you,  ” he  said,  ‘ ‘ but 
it  looks  like  there  wur  going  to  be  a sand- 
storm, and  I misdoubt  the  ladies  won’t  like 
it.  Perhaps  we  had  better  be  getting  back 
to  Espafiola.” 

Hurrying  out,  we  could  see  no  reason 
for  anxiety.  The  air  was  still  as  death, 
and  there  was  not  a puff  of  wind  nor  a 
rag  of  cloud  in  the  whole  horizon.  I ob- 
served, however,  that  the  sky  had  under- 
gone a curious  change.  There  was  no 
diminution  of  the  blazing  sunlight,  but  the 
deep  blue  had  been  superseded  by  a strange 
white  glare  that  was  nearly  blinding,  and 
the  heat  had  increased  rather  than  dimin- 
ished. We  saddled  hastily,  and  were  soon 
threading  our  way  through  the  broiling 
labyrinth  of  sand-hills  and  out  on  to  the 
broad  mesa  again.  W e had  not  gone  more 
than  a mile  or  two  in  the  direction  of  Es- 
pailola  when  Joe,  who  had  been  glancing 
about  in  all  directions,  suddenly  remarked, 
“ There  she  comes!”  and  jumping  off  his 
burro,  commenced  tying  him  up  behind  an 
adjacent  heap  of  large  bowlders.  W e stared 
in  the  direction  he  pointed,  but  could  dis- 
cover nothing  save  the  wliite  sky,  the  hills, 
and  the  sandy  plains.  As  we  looked, 
however,  we  gradually  became  aware  that 
far  down  the  valley  two  or  three  of  the 
hillshad  entirely  disappeared,  and, stranger 
still,  that  more  of  them  were  being  eaten 
up  under  our  very  eyes!  A little  brown- 
ish-black cloud,  no  bigger  than  one’s  hand, 
was  the  monster  that  was  thus  devouring 
the  landscape.  We  hastily  secured  the 
animals  in  the  shelter  of  the  rocks,  and 
came  back  to  look.  The  cloud  had  already 
spread  quite  across  the  plain  and  valley, 
and  was  approaching  with  frightful  rapid- 
ity. It  was  not  more  than  five  mi  les  away. 
It  swept  along  toward  us,  with  constantly 
accelerating  speed,  a bellying,  portentous 
black  Avail  of  dust,  that  sent  long  Avaving 
fingers  up  to  the  zenith.  Mile  after  mile 
of  mesa,  and  hill  after  hill,  disappeared  in 
its  vast  maw,  until  there  was  only  one  rise 
left.  This  was  swallowed  up,  and  then, 
almost  before  we  could  seek  shelter,  the 
storm  was  upon  us  with  a shriek  and  a 
blast  like  the  breath  from  a cannon. 
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manner  in  which  its  component  parts  were 
thrown  together.  Its  fifteen  or  twenty 
male  inhabitants  represented  every  class 
of  society  from  the  Boston  lawyer  down 
to  the  Missouri  Pike,  and  its  architecture 
ranged  from  the  three-storied  magnifi- 
cence of  “ the  store”  down  through  all  va- 
rieties of  frame  shanties  and  canvas  tents 
to  a six-foot  adobe.  “ The  store,”  which 
was  run  by  a genial  giant  of  the  name  of 
Taylor,  was  a nine  days’  wonder  to  me.  A 
happy  family  of  Mexicans,  Indians,  Pikes, 
French  Canadians,  railroad  men,  hunters, 
and  prospectors  jostled  one  another  always 
in  its  hospitable  doorway.  It  was  the  club 
and  social  reunion  of  all  the  environs. 
Buckskin  Joe  and  the ’Sims  boys  were  in 
full  force  there  of  an  evening,  and  yarn 
after  yarn  rippled  forth  from  their  inex- 
haustible store.  Of  course  I was  imme- 
diately spotted  for  a tenderfoot,  and  was 
treated  to  the  usual  stock  of  gratuitous  in- 
formation in  regard  to  the  country  and  its 
fauna. 

Our  easels  and  large  white  sun-umbrel- 
las soon  became  familiar  objects  on  the 
yellow  plains  about  the  town,  and  it  fre- 
quently happened  that  the  motley  group 
of  Mexicans  and  Indians  who  gathered 
about  us  was  more  picturesque  tlian  the 
subjects  we  were  sketching.  Our  most 
frequent  visitor  on  tliese  occasions  was 
Buckskin  Joe.  He  would  stand  behind 
us  and  gaze  in  child-like  wonder  as  the 
picture  gradually  grew  under  the  brush. 

If  I were  to  believe  all  the  evil  things 
that  were  told  me  concerning  the  Mexi- 
cans, I should  think  it  necessary  that  an- 
other Inferno  should  be  constructed  for 
their  special  use.  Nowhere  have  I ever 
encountered  a race  prejudice  so  inveter- 
ate as  that  which  exists  between  the  Mex- 
icans and  those  whom  I must  differen- 
tiate as  their  ‘'white  neighbors.”  At  the 
same  time  I must  record  the  fact  that  to 
us  they  always  appeared  in  the  light  of  a 
gentle,  polite,  and  kindly  people,  ready  to 
laugh  and  . ready  to  oblige.  As  a rule 
they  are  a diminutive,  chitif^  and  dark- 
skinned  race,  with  a considerable  admix- 
ture of  Indian  blood.  Many  of  them 
bear  a sort  of  weakly  resemblance  to  the 
proud  old  Castilian  soldiers  who  conquer- 
ed the  country  centuries  ago— the  pathet- 
ic sort  of  I’esemblance  that  a soiled  and 
battered  silk  hat  bears  to  the  same  article 
of  apparel  when  fresh  from  the  shop. 
But  furbish  one  of  them  up  a little,  stick 
a plume  in  the  wide  sombrero,  exchange 


the  leathern  trousers  and  woollen  shirt 
for  silken  hose  and  doublet,  and  you 
could  easily  imagine  that  a sitter  of  Ve- 
lasquez had  stepped  down  from  the  can- 
vas. I do  not  believe  that  even  their 
swash-buckler  ancestors  could  excel  them 
in  the  air  of  dashing  bravado  and  swagger 
with  which  they  ride  into  town,  spurs 
jangling  and  arms  flying.  * Every  time 
that  I saw  one  of  these  dilapidated  hidal- 
gos at  the  plough,  or  urging  along  a team 
of  recalcitrant  mules,  I was  oppressed  with 
a sense  of  some  ludicrous  incongruity  in 
the  thing,  and  I was  never  able  to  over- 
come the  feeling. 

They  display  a royal  contempt  for  time 
in  its  financial  relations,  and  will  nev- 
er work  more  than  just  enough  to  eke 
out  a bare  subsistence.  They  prefer  the 
luxurious  dolce  far  niente  of  poverty  to 
hard-earned  wealth.  This  fact  finds  its 
reflection  in  the  labor  market.  When 
white  labor  is  worth  two  dollars  a day, 
Mexican  labor  will  only  command  fifty 
cents  a day.  This  is  the  key-note  of  the 
Mexican  and  his  position.  I remember 
my  surprise  one  morning  on  going  out 
to  criticise  my  wife’s  sketch  to  find  her 
surrounded  by  an  admiring  but  respectful 
audience  of  seventeen  Mexicans,  who  were 
excitedly  criticising  and  hugely  enjoying 
the  process  of  transferring  to  canvas  the 
adobe  cottage  of  one  of  their  number.  No 
work  was  done  that  morning  for  a mile 
around.  Plough  and  harrow  were  left 
standing  in  the  field  while  Francisco  and 
Jose  and  Benigno  enjoyed  their  first  les- 
son in  the  fine  arts. 

Nowhere  in  the  world  is  superstition 
more  rife  and  ignorance  more  dense  than 
here.  Some  years  ago  the  Assembly  at 
Santa  Fe  passed  a bill  giving  to  each  coun- 
ty the  option  of  having  public  schools. 
The  question  was  decided  by  ballot,  the  re- 
sult in  two  of  the  principal  counties  being 
as  follows:  Taos  County — for,  8;  against, 
2150.  Rio  Arriba  Count}" — for,  19 ; against, 
1928.  Espanola,  with  its  railroad,  its  tele- 
graph, and  its  nineteenth-century  agita- 
tion, was  like  a flaming  brand  cast  into 
this  pit  of  Egyptian  darkness. 

Of  course  this  deplorable  state  of  affairs, 
when  looked  at  from  an  artistic  stand-point, 
has  its  comiiensations,  for  the  same  con- 
servativ"e  spirit  which  objected  to  the  intro- 
duction of  schools  and  other  innovations 
has  preserved  tons  certain  delightful  bits  of 
sixteenth-century  costume  and  ai*chitect- 
ure.  Foremost  among  these  was  the  dear 
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old  adobe  church  at  Santa  Cruz.  It  soon  panied  Coronado  in  his  conquerin]^  mai'ch 
became  one  of  our  favorite  .sketching  into  New  Mexico,  it  was  consequently  the 
grounds.  In  order  to  reach  it  we  had  to  mother  chuixih  of  the  new  territory.  It 
cross  the  bridge  and  traverse  a mile  of  has  witnessed  many  a bloody  rite  of  the 


rn«  PKNITKXTKS. 


blazing  sand  to  where  it  sits  gracefully  on 
a slight  rise  in  the  midst  of  the  old  town 
of  Santa  Cruz  de  la  Canada.  I t is  remark- 
able as  being  tlie  oldest  church  in  Anreri- 
ca  in  which  religious  service  has  l>cen  un- 
interruptedly performed  from  the  time  it 
was  erected  until  the  present  day.  Built 
in  the  year  ten  years  i>efore  the 

Pilgrims  landed  on  Plymouth  Rock — by  a 
body  of  Franciscan  friars  w ho  had  hccoixi- 


Peiiitentes  and  njany  a scene  of  Inquisito- 
rial torture,  and  one  luUtlc  was  fought  at 
iU  very  dwrs. 

It  is  atpi*esent  as  venerable  as  anything 
in  America  can  well  be,  but  it  failed  sr>me- 
how  to  impress  upon  me  the  idea  of  its 
gix^at  antiquity.  It  is  cliarrniug,  but 
seems  only  ohl  enough  to  be  comfortable. 
It  does  not  crush  vme  with  a sense  of  an- 
tiquity, as  do  many  of  the  old  churches  of 
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Europe.  Perhaps  this  is  due  to  the  fact 
that  adobe  does  not  admit  of  the  discolor- 
ations and  mossiness  of  old  stone  and  mor- 
tar. The  general  impression  of  the  inte- 
rior is  delightful.  The  walls  are  white- 
washed, and  the  floor  is  of  simple  adobe, 
but  the  carved  oaken  rafters  of  the  ceiling 
are  stained  the  deep  brown  of  age,  and  the 
grand  altar,  which  entirely  fills  one  end 
of  the  church,  is  a mass  of  glowing  golden 
color. 

I spent  many  a delightful  day  here  in 
company  with  pleasant  little  Father  Fran- 
colon,  rummaging  about  its  odd  corners, 
and  delving  among  its  ancient  treasures. 
There  were  records  centuries  old,  whose 
vellum  covers  and  illuminated  pages  would 
have  made  the  heart  of  a virtuoso  ache  with 
envy;  there  were  old  crosses  and  an  al- 
tar service  of  solid  beaten  gold  and  silver; 
there  were  dozens  of  little  decrepit  saints 
of  an  ugliness  so  profound  as  to  make  one 
wonder  whether  they  would  not  have 
been  far  more  serviceable  and  efficacious 
as  demons;  and  lastly,  there  were  quanti- 
ties of  old  Spanish  pictures  representing 
every  variety  of  religious  subject.  Some 
of  these  canvases  were  not  without  consid- 
erable artistic  merit.  They  might  have  been 
from  the  brush  of  some  favorite  pupil  of  Mu- 
rillo or  Velasquez.  Tliey  helped  to  solve 
for  me  a question  which  has  vexed  me  for 
years,  namely,  what  became  of  the  quanti- 
ties of  good  second-rate  pictures  that  must 
have  been  produced  during  the  long  years 
of  the  fifteenth  and  sixteenth  centuries, 
while  the  great  masters  of  art  were  paint- 
ing their  chef-d'ceiivres.  Here  was  the 
evident  solution  of  the  problem.  J udging 
by  the  liberal  fa.shionin  which  this  church 
was  supplied,  there  must  have  been  ship- 
loads of  them  disseminated  through  the 
churches  of  old  Mexico  and  of  Central  and 
South  America. 

The  little  French  father  gave  me  much 
curious  and  interesting  information  about 
the  history  of  the  church,  and  also  alx)utthe 
strange  and  secret  order  of  thePenitentes, 
which  has  always  been  intimately  connect- 
ed with  it.  This  society,  until  it  is  crushed 
out,  will  remain  an  effectual  barrier  to  the 
progi'oss  of  morality  and  good  order  in 
New  Mexico.  It  was  founded  at  Santa 
Cruz  in  1693  by  the  old  Franciscan  mis- 
sionaries. It  was  originally  intended  as 
a means  of  bringing  the  whole  population 
within  the  pale  of  the  Cliurch,and  its  prin- 
cipal dogma  was  that  no  sin  could  be  for- 
given without  confeasion  and  expiation. 


As  time  wore  on,  and  the  society  became 
independent,  it  added  dogmas  of  its  own. 
One  of  these,  the  inverse  of  the  above,  was 
that  no  sin  could  be  so  great  but  that  a 
sufficient  expiation  would  purge  it  away. 
There  are  twenty  thousand  Penitentes,and 
as  they  are  mutually  sworn  to  assist  and 
protect  one  another,  even  to  the  extent  of 
perjury,  it  will  readily  be  seen  what  a for- 
midable hydra  the  New  Mexican  judges 
have  to  deal  with.  It  is  only  the  power- 
ful influence  of  their  prieste  that  keeps 
them  at  all  within  bounds. 

The  public  services  of  expiation  are  held 
once  a year,  in  Holy-week.  There  is  never 
any  lack  of  expiants.  An  image  of  the 
Virgin  is  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  Church, 
or  in  the  campo  santo  before  it,  and  the 
ground  for  many  yards  in  front  of  it 
is  strewn  knee-deep  with  cactus,  whosp 
poisonous  spines  will  sometimes  pierce  the 
heaviest  soled  shoe.  Through  this  bed  of 
living  thorns  the  Penitentes  march  with 
naked  feet  or  crawl  along  on  bare  knees, 
calling  piteously  the  while  to  the  Virgin 
for  forgiveness  of  their  sins.  As  if  this 
were  not  sufficient,  they  scourge  them- 
selves with  great  bunches  of  cactus  tied 
together  on  a thong,  and  slash  them- 
selves with  knives.  The  natural  result  of 
these  horrible  exercises  is  a death  now  and 
then,  and  many  maimed  and  pitiable  crea- 
tures who  drag  out  a misemble  existence 
for  the  remainder  of  their  days.  In  one 
of  the  little  chapels  we  visited,  the  white- 
washed walls  were  splashed  with  blood  to 
the  height  of  six  or  eight  feet.  Monsignor 
Lamy,the  present  enlightened  Archbishop 
of  New  Mexico,  has  made  strenuous  efforts 
to  abolish  this  evil,  but  so  strongly  is  it  in- 
trenched in  the  customs  of  the  people 
that  he  has  met  with  but  little  success  in 
his  eflForts. 

The  Mexican  population  is  scattered 
thickly  all  up  and  down  the  great  valley 
wherever  the  ground  is  not  covered  by 
Indian  reservations.  Every  inch  of  soil 
is  cultivated  to  which  water  can  be  coax- 
ed by  an  intricate  and  thorough  system 
of  irrigation.  As  there  is  no  rain-fall 
during  eight  months  of  the  year,  of  course 
those  areas  which  are  above  the  reach  of 
water  are  useless  for  agricultural  pur- 
poses. This  gives  rise  to  sudden  and  cu- 
rious contrasts.  On  one  side  of  the  irri- 
gating ditch  lie  luxuriant  fields  of  com 
and  grain,  while  on  the  other,  not  ten  feet 
disUint,  stretch  arid  wastes  of  sand  and 
desert  sage.  The  houses  of  the  better 
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ANNEKE  JANS  BOGARDUS  AND  HER  FARM. 


IN  the  year  1630,  when  Pieter  Minuit  was 
Governor  or  Director-General  of  New 
Netherlands,  under  “the  Right  Honorable 
Prudent  Lords,  the  Lords  Directors  of  the 
Honorable  "^est  India  Company,  of  the 
United  Provinces  of  the  Netherlands,” 
there  landed  at  New  Amsterdam  a sturdy 
Dutchman  named  Roeloff  Jansen.  He 
had  been  a man  of  some  position,  and  eiren 
of  official  standing,  in  his  native  town  of 
Maasland. 

The  spirit  of  adventure,  however,  was 
abroad.  Emigrants  of  high  and  low  de- 
gree were  leaving  old  homes  for  new  fields 
of  enterprise  and  industry.  Bold  'discov- 
erers were  revealing  new  wonders  of  the 
sea  and  land,  and  bringing  to  light  the 
hidden  mysteries  of  the  geographical 
world.  New  maps  were  planned;  new 
enterprises  stimulated  the  curious  or  the 
avaricious. 

Hardy  mariners  were  bringing  into  the 
Zuyder  Zee  the  spoils  of  captured  galleons, 
the  golden  fruits  of  Mexico  and  Peru,  and 
adding  new  domain  to  the  now  independ- 
ent and  triumphant  United  Provinces  of 
the  Netherlands.  Others  cheerily  sailed 
away,  sanguine  to  discover  a new  passage 
to  China  by  the  northern  seas.  The 
household  gods  were  being  disturbed  from 
their  old  nooks.  The  rich  plantations  of 
America,  the  golden  Ind,  and  the  balmy 
tropical  isles  were  beckoning  to  the  old 
European  to  come  and  rescue  them  from 
barbarian  hordes.  El  Dorados  and  fount- 
ains of  youth  and  spice  islands  and  Gk>l- 
condas  glittered  through  many  a dream 
and  stirred  many  a restless  spirit.  Colo- 
nists were  flocking  over  the  Eastern  and 
Western  worlds  from  the  crowded  Euro- 
pean cities,  some  for  spiritual,  some  for 
political  freedom,  most  of  them  for  com- 
merce and  gain. 

Roeloff  Jansen  caught  the  spirit  of  un- 
rest. He  had  a strong  young  wife,  will- 
ing to  brave  the  seas,  and  a little  fam- 
ily, and  there  was  a future  to  make  for 
them  ; so  they  bade  farewell  to  the  father- 
land  and  sailed  for  the  Dutchman’s  new 
field  of  adventure  and  fortune,  “Nieuw 
Nederland,” 

Jansen  procured  a position  as  one  of 
the  superintendents  at  Rensselaerswyck, 
on  the  Hudson,  the  great  territory  grant- 
ed as  a patroonship  to  Kilian  van  Rens- 
selaer, the  rich  diamond  polisher  of  Am- 
sterdam. 


Jansen’s  name  was  perpetuated  there  in 
that  of  the  kill  or  creek  called  “Roeloff 
Jansen’s  Kill,”  which  runs  into  the  Hud- 
son River  between  Red  Hook  and  the  pre- 
sent city  of  Hudson. 

After  a sojourn  of  a few  years,  filling 
the  duties  of  his  post  under  the  patroon’s 
agents  at  Rensselaerswyck,  Jansen  seems 
to  have  moved  with  his  family  to  New 
Amsterdam,  having  obtained  from  Director 
Van  T wilier,  in  1636,  a ground  brief  or  pat- 
ent for  the  farm  or  Boutvery  of  about 
sixty-two  acres  which  has  been  for  nearly 
two  hundred  years  a prominent  bone  of 
contention. 

Roeloff  Jansen  did  not  long  enjoy  his 
new  possessions;  he  was  called  to  another 
world  about  the  year  1637  or  1638,  leaving 
behind  him  five  sturdy  little  children,  and 
a buxom,  attractive  widow,  then  and  now 
widely  known  as  Mrs.  Aiinetje  or  Anneke 
Jans. 

The  little  colony,  where  there  was  a 
comparative  scarcity  of  the  fair  sex,  could 
not  well  afford  to  let  any  of  its  members 
remain  idle.  A female,  too,  in  those  bus- 
tling and  dangerous  days  required  protec- 
tion; besides  that,  the  widow  was  of  a live- 
ly and  coquettish  disposition,  and  fair  to 
look  upon.  She  required  sympathy  in 
those  stirring  times,  when  the  i*ed  man 
used  to  make  eccentric  and  sudden  visits 
to  the  settlement,  and  no  man’s  life  was 
safe,  and  no  man’s  property  secure. 

These  inducements,  and  the  gentle 
pleadings  of  Hymen,  in  the  person  of 
Domine  Everanlus  Bogardus,  soon  caused 
the  widow  to  dry  her  tears,  and  within  a 
year  of  her  bereavement  the  subject  of  our 
monograph  could  boast  of  being  the  wife 
of  one  of  the  most  prominent  and  remark- 
able characters  in  the  early  history  of  our 
city. 

The  widow,  however,  was  of  a prudent 
turn  of  mind,  and  before  her  marriage  to 
her  new  husband  she  took  care  to  make 
a proper  settlement  of  her  estate.  Her 
marriage  settlement  is  still  among  our 
archives.  By  it  she  settled  1000  guild- 
ers upon  her  children  by  the  first  mar- 
riage out  of  their  father’s  estate.  The 
settlement  thus  concludes:  “She,  Anna  * 
Jans,  and  E.  Bogardus  also  promise  to 
bring  up  the  children,  with  the  help  of 
God,  decently,  provide  them  necessary 
clothing  and  food,  keep  them  at  school, 
let  them  learn  reading,  writing,  and  a 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


ANNEKE  JANS  BOGARDUS  AND  HER  FARM 


fTOOil  trade/’  The  contniot  is  witnessed  It  was  built  of  stone,  al>out  seventy-two 
by  Direetur  Kieft,  Councillor  De  la  Mon-  feet  long*  by  fifty-two  feet  in  bi'e'adtb,  and 
tagne/Hiul  Cornelius  van  Tienhoven,  tlie  was  erected  under  contract  with  John  and 
itiosl  tlisliiijLruislied  men  of  Ibe  colony.  Richaitl  Garden,  of  Stanjford,  Connecticut. 

Doinine  Ev'erardUnS  Bog:ardus,  the  sec-  Director  Kicft.  laekiiig^  money  for  the 
ond  husband  of  Mi^s.  Anueke  Jans,  came  purpose  of  building’ the  churcb,  bethought 
over  from  Holland  in  the  year  1633  with  liiniof  an  expedient  to  liave  subscriptions 
Wouter  van  Tw'iller.  who  succeeded  Pieter  taken  for  the  sanie  by  taking  advantage 
Minnit  as  Director-General  of  the  little  of  the  condition  of  the  guests  at  a certain 


UXfKiNO  60CTU  OTKR  itoGAHDt'S  tAUM. 


Dutch  colony,  He  was  the  second  esiab-  Avedding  festival  given  by  Domine  Bo- 
lished  clerg^’man  in  the  setlleTnent,  and  gardus  in  honor  of  the  marriage  of  his 
w’ as  a man  of  education  and  intellect,  as  wife’s  daughter  Sara, 
well  as  one  of  a very  determined  and  in-  A chronicle  of  the  tinie  thus  naivel3' 
de|>endent  cliaracter.  His  position  was  an  gives  us  the  story  of  the  subscription . 
important  and  distinguished  one.  He  '‘Tlie  Director  thought  thi.s  a good  time 
lieldhb  trust  directly  from  thediiwtors  of  for  his  pui*]H>se,  and  set  to  work  after  the 
the  Company  in  Hollaiul;  and  when  he  fourth  or  hfth  drink;  and  he  hin^self  set- 
differed  fri>m  tlie  local  governtfieui  in  mat-  ting  a liU^ral  example^  let  the  we<kling 
ters  either  of  a moral  or  political  ivatui*e,  guests  sign  w hatever  they  were  disposetl 
he  did  not  liesitate  to  assert  his  opinions  to  give  tovvanl  the  church.  Estclt  then 
and  enforce  his  views  oj)enly  ami  vigor-  with  a light  lieatl  subscribed  away  at  a 
ously.  handsome  rate/ one  competing  witli  ibe 

The  primitive  church  building  where  he  other  ; and  althongh  some  heHii,ily  re- 
first  exerc?ist?d  his  functions  was  a plain  pented  it  when  their  senses  came  back, 
barn-like  structure  on  iho  river  side,  situ-  they  'were  obliged  to  pay;  nothing  could 
ated  on  xvhut  is  now  known  as  Pearl  avail  against  it/’ 

Sti'cet,  between  WhiUdiall  and  Broad  Although  the  Domine  w^^ as  a man  of  i li- 
st rects.  There  he  enforced  the  reformed  telleci,  and  deli  vei^?d  good  sermons,  as  the 
theological  views  promulgated  at  the Syn*  chronicles  of  the  day  attest,  and  filled 
of  Dort,  until,  on  account  of  the  edi-  many  positions  of  trust  and  respoiiHibility 
dee  beingexposed  to  the  attacks  of  the  In-  for  Ins  fellmv -townsmen,  like  all  Duich- 
dians,  it  was  deemed  prudent  that  a moK^  inea  of  the  day  he  was  not  averse  to  g(X>d 
commodious  structure  should  lie  erecttHl  in  fellowship  and  good  cheer,  as  we  cun  im- 
the  Fort,  wdiich  wa.s  located  just  S4:)iith  of  ugine  from  tlic  alx>ve  wcurrence  at  this 
the  present  Bowding  Green.  Within  the  marrifigo  of  Mi.ss  Sam  RoelotPs. 
inclosure  of  the  Fort,  therefore,  the  new  Wc  read  also  of  other  incidents  illus- 
building  was  constructed  in  the  year  1642.  trating  the  jovial  featuix?  in  his  character. 
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When  Cornelius  van  Vorst,  who  came 
out  as  Michael  Pau,  the  Patroon  of  Pavo- 
nia^s  Intendant,  and  settled  at  Ahasinius 
in  a new  frame  house  thatched  with  cat- 
tails,  the  dignitaries  of  church  and  state 
came  over  from  New  Amsterdam  to  pay 
him  a visit.  There  was  the  Director  W ou- 
ter van  T wilier,  who^we  are  told,  was  fond 
of  good  wines,  Domine  Bogardus,  and  Cap- 
tain DeVries,  the  bold  navigator,  who  re- 
lates the  incident. 

Van  Vorst,  it  is  said,  served  up  a lot  of 
good  Bordeaux  wines  that  he  had  brought 
over  with  him  to  entertain  his  distin- 
guished guests,  who,  warming  up  under 
their  many  potations,  grew  very  disputa- 
tious with  their  host  with  reference  to  a 
murder  which  had  just  occurred  at  Pavo- 
nia.  As  the  drinking  grew  deeper,  how- 
ever, the  dispute  grew  less  acrimonious, 
and  soon  they  parted  such  good  friends 
that  as  they  entered  their  row-boat  to  start 
back  over  the  river,  Van  Vorst,  to  show 
his  appreciation  of  such  distinguished  vis- 
itors, fired  for  them  a salute  from  a swivel 
which  he  had  mounted  on  a pillar  in  front 
of  his  house.  De  Vries  recounts  that  a 
spark  unfortunately  flying  on  the  roof, 
set  it  in  a blaze,  and  in  half  an  hour  the 
first  house  erected  in  Communipaw  was 
burned  to  the  ground. 

As  I have  before  stated,  the  Domine 
was  also  a man  of  fearless  and  determined 
character,  perhaps  a little  too  much  in- 
clined to  assert  himself  and  his  spiritual 
authority  in  opposition  to  the  local  gov- 
ernment. 

Director  Van  Twiller’s  incapacity  was 
a matter  of  general  comment.  De  Vries, 
a contemporary,  says  that  the  Company 
had  promoted  him  from  a clerkship  to  a 
commandership  to  act  “farces”  in  Nieuw 
Nederland. 

Donjine  Bogardus  was  opposed  to  the 
policy  of  Van  T wilier  in  the  province, and 
did  not  refrain  from  speaking  his  mind  to 
him.  He  is  once  stated  to  have  sent  Van 
Twiller  a message  denouncing  him  as  “a 
child  of  the  Devil,”  and  threatened  him 
with  such  a shake  from  the  pulpit  on  the 
following  Sunday  as  “would  make  them 
both  shudder.” 

The  Domine  was  a bold  man,  too,  un- 
der Director  Kieft,  and,  we  are  told,  free- 
ly expressed  himself  against  the  Indian 
massacres,  covetousness,  and  other  excess- 
es of  tlie  government,  and  particularly 
for  the  bringing  on  the  terrible  Indian 
war  of  Pavonia  in  1643,  which,  leading  to 


bloody  reprisals,  nearly  extinguished  the 
settlement.  The  Director,  for  revenge, 
charged  the  Domine  with  drunkenness, 
and  with  dishonoring  the  pulpit  by  his 
passionate  behavior,  and  also  that  his  ser- 
mons wei*e  nothing  but  the  “rattling  of 
old  wives’  stories,  drawn  out  from  a dis- 
taflP,”  and  that  he  was  a great  cackler, 
who  spoke  without  tolerating  contradic- 
tion, and  that  he  was  a seditious  man  wlio 
sought  nothing  else  than  to  excite  people 
and  the  servants  of  the  Company  against 
him  who  was  their  sovereign  ruler. 

The  Domine,  in  his  turn,  fulminated 
against  the  Director  from  his  pulpit. 
“What  are  the  great  men  of  the  coun- 
try,” said  be,  in  one  of  his  sermons,  “but 
vessels  of  wrath  and  fountains  of  woe  and 
trouble  ? They  think  of  nothing  but  to- 
plunder  the  property  of  others,  to  dismiss, 
to  banish,  to  transport  to  Holland.” 

Kieft  and  his  abettoi*s  were  by  these 
denunciations  actually  driven  from  the 
church;  but  he  caused  drums  to  be  beat 
and  even  cannon  to  be  discharged  during 
the  service,  and  encouraged  nine -pins, 
leaping,  and  noisy  amusements  among  the 
soldiers. 

The  Domine,  however,  continued  his 
denunciations  of  the  Director,  who  final- 
ly, finding  that  the  colonists  sympathized 
with  the  minister,  caused  the  latter  to  be 
summoned  before  a court,  and  charged  him 
with  inciting  rioting  and  1*61)61^011  and 
unbecoming  conduct.  The  Domine  re- 
fused at  first  to  plead  before  a court,  but 
finally  put  in  a plea  to  the  jurisdiction. 
The  interference  of  mutual  friends,  how- 
ever, finally  settled  the  matter. 

The  marriage  of  Mrs.  Anneke  Jans  to 
the  Domine  naturally  excited  the  envy  of 
other  ladies  of  the  settlement,  and  they  be- 
gan, as  usual  with  envious  people,  to  gos- 
sip about  her.  Soon  after  her  mamage 
she  went  to  visit  Jacob  van  Corlaer's 
family,  and  learning  that  Grietje  Reiniers 
van  Salee,  a woman  of  poor  reputation, 
was  in  the  house,  she  concluded  to  retire. 
About  the  same  time  the  Domine  com- 
menced an  action  for  church  dues  against 
Antliony  Jansen  van  Salee,  the  woman’s 
husband.  These  two  matters  exasperated 
Van  Salee  and  his  wife.  She  gave  it  out 
througli  all  the  neighborhood  that  tlie  min- 
ister's wife,  on  leaving  Van  Corlaer’s  home, 
when  passing  a blacksmith’s  shop,  had  ex- 
posed her  ankles  more  than  was  necessa- 
ry to  avoid  the  mud.  She  also  accused 
the  Domine  of  making  a false  oath.  The- 
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Domine,  with  his  irsual  d^teminiatiph^  • ^ till  he 

then  bepin  ^n  action  ptricl  hfe  t^ceive^^ 

Vaij  iiiu  vttitl  wit-  such  pN?^hiS  %Ji^i>ou nil  tn 

h>  sh(>w  l?axl  Thf*  itoitrt  he 

Jlouvishfjrf  liifi)'  fiettimit  ^viijs  onl^ 

liece^saj^y  to’cU'Ar  ihn^  • . estate,-.---’  ' , ’_  . 

The  <s>wrt  pnnu>ituh'*^<i  that  TIm;: 

Grietj^^  Ili^uivN^lmuhl  ileola-  fQr  v??fehti^r^ 

ratinh  th  lfcU»?  Fnipt,  at  th*fj  «;>f  the  great  \hM 

l>elh  tlmt  ^ho  knew  the  wiiuijsto  tn  l>e  an  liail%  He 

lionesi  uiei  pioufi  tnau,  ail J that  had  f>ued  Iw'  Olofi*:  y 

Jird  hilseiy y uini  fuii^ber  In^* 

far:  ibt^:  and  Jun^If  ^th 

ptW-  Vail  Safe*  in  vriy  • Th^^ 

costs  amt  a finivand  adjvid^td  nnl  to  wev^^  , 

cari*j‘  any  this  ^dde  gf  Fresh- w Diwiin^V  pint sv  was  illustc^ 

ter  HiNxikl  ami  nnt  to  fdT^'nd  the  ThniisImV  uU  i4ie  dctaiJs  of  Ids  Ibifsinfv^s  a lifr. 

furllmr  eitlfer  in  word?;  mv  acts.''  Van  Su-  lA  a lease  lH»t\vcnn  him  aiid  Robert  ami 
Ico  waa  »i)w^  ail jud^cst  to  de<*lara  111  open,  Mark  Meu loll.  Hie.  OQiiriiis'y  ann ing  other 
court'  tluil  lie  huft  iiotitin^  til  siiy  aiyuiiisfc  thVrjj^,  Hi  to  stiwk  thn  'land  witli  iind 
Mra^  her  (o  intts.  The  h:?as(v  thru  reutk:  «f  wfiieli 

fan  an  !hr/fvcnity  lirdai-  Imrci  thn  nm  for  four 

is^l  tliat  Itn  tVtmlci  mfvi^!r  soy  awytliing  yeorH,  jvinivddntr  that  jidlf  the  iucrcuso 
Hiph?  hordr  Ino*  1^ 

if  ^iwdileo^  inmlenci  4?^"^  Iw  Bo^rdns  aiuii  th^  other 

af  ihr  jg’ood  his  ibn  k‘sst^> ; iiticl  if  it  tuippeDR, 

wife.' xktvt^:  b(^  Uml  ari«  in*^  more  nf  the:  wfc 

mea^n  ^nd  elfmae  a envnf  nr  Ihi-^  notiio  In  die, 

inuinty^  ?he-  MV" 

T]i<\'Th>m!UH  had  iifiv>(h^r  vaH  liis  fujl  funnheir  -^  ^ 

a^rc^^aMn^sviil  on  KiS  liandS;  The  I)«:»minr  ^ ehariV^^ier  onir^dtri^ 

Oovn.rfHen»  an  adniirinj^  iHentJ  in^  ;iji>  rivhlly  p^irlmynd  tlm^h  Ihc  «hv 

Bo>rar<in?^<  hod  pres^*»\ted ;h»i'l^y^vHv  hhls  <if  thii?  athdent  enlony  mietian 

iknno  pivye  of  clnlh.  It  easily  fhm  lo  the  eye.  We  mity 

admirafe^  cmiHiacivihiy  iihex*  rutaeine  hini  i?6nn^  fine 

ceee  ojf^  hj^  tH;ea>d|iry  fi^td  Bupday  htoniinsf  ronniii?  ihK  of  i4»  h^asp 

iu  Ui3ti,  fiiatridii^e,  ill  Hitt  MdrckvelU  situate  in  llif 

lliAidiie  Miiryn  Antlimv^ew  ^^‘ed  the  1)001'  Whitehall.  near  Btone  on  bis  why 

ine  for  the  debt  dm  pl^b  Jacob  ta  tlin  eliuncdi.  A lttr*re.  cfignififsl,  |HintVy 

GoVert^'n  for  Ihcv  price  Of  vBitV  clplh^  r>n  r/iam  vvitl*  a iletrtinim*<i,  expressimr 

the  ^yroiimdy  tile  record  readSa  *^^-! hat  ^ hm  J^tuare  lihi^  faci%  in:dicvcd  a 


kindly  eye  aticl  a benig'iiant  smile,  clatl  in 
a long'  black  serge  coat  with  large  black 
buttons  running  to  the  bottom;  a broad 
felt  bat  covei*s  his  brow,  and  black  worst- 
ed stockings  incase  bis  sturdy  iiinbs.  His 
portly  tigure  and  .somewhat  roseate  face 
show  Unit  it  was  no  part  of  the  theology 
of  the  Synod  of  I>ort  that  Ureiti  sliouJd  be 
an  entire  abstinence  from  the  Jiedhpats 
of  Etjifpt.  On  his  arm  is  Mrs.  Anneke,  in 
her  Waist- jxicket  of  dark  cloth,  witli  the 
little  pendent  tails  behind.  Her  petticoat 
is  of  purple  clotli ; her  neat  coloml  sl(X‘k- 
ings^  with  chxrks  tm  the  side,  are  incased 
in  high  heeled  shoes,  betokening  that  she 
wiis  a of  <?oii sequence;  in  hei* 

hand  is  her  silverclasped  Bible,  brought 
with  her  from  tlie  old  country;  and  from 
her  girdle  on  one  side  ilepends  by  silver 
chain  the  Psalm-book,  and  on  the  other 
side  hangs  Jt  purse  embroidered  by  her 
own  skillful  hand:  over  Om*  arm  hangs 
her  yellow  and  I'cd  rain-hhod,  to  proU*.et 
against  a possible  shower. 

Just  in  front  of  them  is  walking  grave- 
ly Johannes  de  la  Moniagrie.  the  Hugue- 
not physiciaiiy  and  a learned  and  vigilant 
member  of  the  Council,  aiid  ilie  rightdnihd 
man  of  the  Director.  With  him  is  Cor- 


nells vander  Huyghens,  the  Schout  Fis- 
caaL  whose  oQice  corresponded  with  our 
attorney-general  and  sheriff. 

Before  the  Doniine  and  his  wdfe  walks 
their  pretty  daughter  Fytje,  in  her  striped 
petticoat  and  golden  liejwl  plaques,  then  a 
ruddy  miss  of  sijclcem  holding  by  the  hand 
her  sturdy  little  brother  Cornel  is,  then  six 
years  of  age,  in  his  knee-breeches  ami  sil- 
ver-huckled  shoes;  near  them  ai'e  Dr. 
Hans  Kier&tedo,  the  leading  surgeon  of 
New  Amsterdam,  ami  liis  wife  Bara,  who 
is  daughter  of  Mrs.  Boganlus  by  lier  first 
liusbarnl. 

Doinirie  Bogardus  met  with  a sad  end* 
ing.  He  bade  faiK'well  to  liis  wife  and 
cliildren  for  a visit  to  the  vaderland,  and 
took  ])assage  in  tlie  ship  J*rincesK  in  the 
year  1647.  His  old  uniagonist  ex  Direct- 
or  Kieft  was  also  a passenger,  n^iirning 
w ith  a fortune  of  ill-gotten  gains  extract- 
ed from  a misgoverned  province.  The 
vcxssel  mistook  the  channel,  and  botli  Kieft 
and  the  Domine  perished  by  shipw^reck  on 
the  iwks  otf  the  coast  of  Wales. 

Not  long  after  the  Domine'a  decease, 
Mrs.  Boganlus  determined  to  leave  New 
Amsterdam  and  settle  among  her  early 
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friends  on  the  Hudson.  She  accordingly 
took  up  her  residence  at  Beverwyck,  now 
the  site  of  part  of  the  present  Albany,  and 
sold  her  house  in  New  Amsterdam.  She 
was  at  this  time,  doubtless,  a lady  in  very 
comfortable  circumstances  for  those  times. 
Besides  her  farm  and  her  two  houses,  she 
was  the  proprietor  of  many  acres  of  land 
near  the  present  village  of  Newtown,  on 
Long  Island,  and  also  at  Hell  Gate,  where 
she  owned  eighty  acres  granted  her  in  1654. 
She  acquired,  also,  land  at  Beverwyck, 
and  from  the  provisions  of  her  will  we 
may  conclude  that  she  was  quite  well  to 
do  in  the  world. 

She  must  have  lived  several  years  at 
Beverwyck,  and  died  there  in  the  year 
1663,  about  thirty  years  after  her  arrival  in 
the  province.  Her  will  was  made  at  Be- 
verwyck before  Dirck  van  Schelluyne,  the 
notary,  and  two  of  her  friends,  Rutger  Ja- 
cobs van  Schoonderwert  and  Everet  Wen- 
dell, as  she  lay,  according  to  the  recitals  in 
the  will,  “on  her  bed  in  a state  of  sick- 
ness, but  perfectly  sensible  and  in  the  full 
possession  of  her  mental  powers,  and  ca- 
pable to  testate,  and  recommending  her 
immortal  soul  to  the  Almighty  God,  her 
Creator  and  Redeemer,  and  consigning  her 
body  to  Christian  burial.”  Her  remains 
were  interred  in  the  yard  of  the  old  Dutch 
church  in  Hudson  Street  in  Albany,  and 
there  they  still  are. 

Mrs.  Bogardus  had  four  children  by  the 
first  and  four  by  her  second  marriage. 
There  were  Jan,  Sara,  Catrina,  and  Fytje 
Jansen  by  the  first,  and  Jonas,  Wilhem, 
Cornells,  and  Pieter  Bogardus  by  the  sec- 
ond. There  seems  to  have  been  also  a 
daughter  Annitje  by  the  first  marriage, 
who  probably  predeceased  her  mother. 
Her  daughter  Catrina  married  Johannes 
Pietersen  van  Brugh;  she  was  widow  of 
Lucas  Roden  berg  when  her  mother  died. 

Sara  RoeloflFsen,  the  daughter  who 
married  Surgeon  Hans  Kierstede,  lived  on 
the  present  northeast  corner  of  Pearl  and 
Whitehall  streets.  She  afterward  married 
Cornel  is  van  Borsum,  the  owner  of  the 
ferry  to  Long  Island,  and  subsequently 
Elbert  Elbertsen.  She  was  a great  pro- 
ficient in  the  Indian  languages,  and  acted 
as  interpreter  between  Stuy vesant  and  the 
Elsopus  and  the  Wappingers,  the  Agh-in- 
sack,  the  Long  Island,  and  the  Staten  Isl- 
and Indians,  when  their  treaty  was  made 
with  Stuy  vesant  in  the  spring  of  1664. 

The  great  session  was  held  in  the  coun- 
cil chamber  at  Fort  Amsterdam,  where  the 
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various  representative  chiefs  assembled. 
That  was  the  last  treaty  of  peace  between 
the  Hollanders  and  the  Indians,  and  was 
signed  under  a salute  from  the  guns  of  the 
Fort.  Another  daughter,  Fytje,  died  be- 
fore her  mother.  Then  there  was  Cornells 
Bogardus,  who  married  Helena  Teller,  of 
Albany,  where  he  resided  till  his  death  in 
1666;  William  Bogardus,  who  was  clerk 
in  the  Secretary’s  office  at  New  Amster- 
dam, and  subsequently  postmaster  of  the 
English  colony  there.  Pieter  was  the 
youngest,  bom  in  1645 ; he  afterward  lived 
at  Albany,  and  in  1673  was  a magistrate 
there. 

By  the  provisions  of  her  will  the  first 
four,  Roeloff  Jansen’s  children,  are  to  di- 
vide among  them  1000  guilders,  to  be  real- 
ized out  of  proceeds  of  the  farm  on  Man- 
hattan Island.  She  also  gives  to  her  son 
Jan,  who  is  yet  unmarried,  a bed  and  a 
milch  cow,  and  to  Jonas  and  Pieter  a lot 
and  house  in  Beverwyck,  besides  to  eacli 
a bed  and  a milch  cow  as  an  equiva- 
lent for  what  her  married  children  had 
received.  She  gives  to  her  grandchildren, 
Roeloff  Kierst^e,  Annatie  van  Brugh, 
and  Gametje  and  Rachel  Hartgei*s,  and 
to  Fytje  Bogardus,  a silver  mug  each.  As 
to  the  rest  of  the  property,  the  children 
and  descendants  are  to  share  alike  by  rep- 
resentation. 

THE  FARM. 

The  farm  called  the  Domine’s  Bouwery, 
which  has  been  the  subject  of  much  con- 
tention, was  granted  by  Governor  Van 
Twiller  to  Roeloff  Jansen  and  his  wife  in 
1636.  It  was  then  in  a very  rough  state, 
and  had  never  been  cultivated. 

The  grant  was  confirmed  in  1654  by 
Director  Stuyvesant,  by  a patent  to  Mrs. 
Annetje  Jans,  as  widow  of  Everardus  Bo- 
gardus. 

The  description  in  the  patent  from  Stuy- 
vesant is  in  two  portions,  bounded  togeth- 
er northerly  by  the  partition  line  of  “old 
Jan’s  land,”  east  by  the  Cripple  Bush  and 
“the  Kalckhoeck,”  westerly  by  the  river, 
and  southerly  by  the  posts  and  rails  of  the 
Company’s  land. 

On  the  27th  March,  1667,  three  years  aft- 
er the  occupation  by  the  English,  Govern- 
or Nichols  made  a confirmatory  patent  to 
the  heirs  of  Mrs.  Bogardus,  reciting  the 
original  grant  from  Van  Twiller.  The 
boundaries  in  this  patent  are  of  two  pieces, 
one  bounded  on  “old  Jan’s  land”  and  the 
swamp  on  the  north  and  east,  the  river  on 
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Lovelace  the  Domine’s  Bouwery  of  about 
sixty-two  acres,  as  described  in  the  deed 
from  Stuyvesant. 

This  deed  from  the  heirs,  it  will  be  ob- 
served, did  not  convey  the  share  of  Cor- 
nelis  Bogardus,  who  was  not  mentioned 
in  the  deed,  and  who  at  that  time  was  de- 
ceased. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  in  1673,  two 
years  after  this  deed  was  given  by  the  heirs 
to  Governor  Lovelace,  the  Dutch  recover- 
ed possession  of  New  Amsterdam  from  the 
English  by  a sudden  attack,  and  held  it 
about  a year.  On  its  restoration  to  the 
English  in  1674,  under  the  Treaty  of  West- 
minster, Governor  Andros,  representing 
the  Duke  of  York  as  proprietor,  took  pos- 
session of  the  farm  in  his  behalf,  and,  as  it 
is  understood,  seized  and  confiscated,  in  be- 
half of  the  Duke,  Governor  Lovelace’s  es- 
tates, including  this  Bouwery. 

The  fact  of  this  deed  having  been  given 
by  the  heirs  to  Governor  Lovelace  seems 
to  have  been  for  a long  time  forgotten. 
In  December,  1785,  it  was  discovered  by  the 
Trinity  Church  trustees,  and  its  contents 
communicated  to  some  of  the  heira  as  if  it 
was  a complete  answer  to  their  claims. 

It  does  not  appear  that  Lovelace’s  title 
was  ever  directly  conveyed  either  to  the 
Duke,  the  crown,  or  to  Trinity  Church; 
but  the  transfer  to  him  seems  to  have  been 
treated  practically  as  if  it  was  a deed  to 
the  Duke  of  York,  or,  what  is  the  same,  to 
the  crown. 

Various  leases  had  been  made  of  the 
farm  down  to  the  period  above  last  noted. 
In  1639  it  was  leased  to  Richard  Brudnell, 
for  a tobacco  plantation.  It  was  also 
leased  by  the  Domine  to  Richard  Fouls, 
with  various  cattle.  At  an  early  period  it 
was  leased  to  one  Jan  van  Lieden,  for 
the  rent  of  two  hogs.  In  1658  we  find 
that  Mrs.  Bogardus,  through  her  son-in- 
law  Van  Brugh  as  her  attorney,  under- 
took to  collect  this  rent  before  the  court 
sitting  at  New  Amsterdam.  In  the  re- 
corded proceedings  she  demands  of  Lau- 
rens Duyts,  as  assignee  of  the  lease,  the  full 
rent  of  the  Bouwery,  which  she  leased  to 
Jan  van  Lieden. 

The  defendant  answers  that  he  is  not 
indebted,  as  Mrs.  Anneke  had  released  him 
from  the  rent,  for  which  he  was  to  pay 
two  hogs,  and  that  he  hath  paid  one.  The 
court  very  properly  ordered  him  to  pay 
over  the  other  hog. 

In  November,  1651,  a lease  was  made  by 
the  agents  of  the  widow  to  Evert  Pels, 


with  divers  cattle  and  horses,  showing  that 
the  farm  was  in  good  keeping.  The  rent 
was  225  guilders  and  thirty  pounds  of  but- 
ter. 

In  1677  it  was  leased  by  Governor  An- 
dros to  Dirck  Seeker  for  sixty  bushels  of 
wheat,  under  the  name  of  the  Duke’s 
Bouwery. 

In  1697  Governor  Fletcher  leased  “the 
King’s  farm”  to  the  corporation  of  Trin- 
ity Church,  for  a rent  of  sixty  bushels  of 
wheSsit,  for  seven  years  from  August  1, 

1698. 

The  lease  by  Governor  Fletcher  was 
deemed  by  the  government  an  extrava- 
gant grant  and  a breach  of  his  trust,  inas- 
much as  the  King’s  farm  was  theretofore 
applied  to  supply  the  Governors  for  the 
time  being  with  grain,  and  to  provide 
timber  for  ships. 

The  Earl  of  Bellamont,  who  succeeded 
Fletcher,  had  orders  to  use  all  legal  means 
to  break  up  such  grants,  and  by  the  Colo- 
nial Legislature  a bill  was  passed  in  1699 
vacating  the  above  grant,  and  forbidding 
Colonial  Governors  from  making  any 
grants  of  the  King's  farm,  and  certain 
other  public  property,  for  a longer  period 
than  his  term  of  office;  any  other  grants 
of  the  same  were  to  be  null  and  void. 
Subsequently,  during  Lord  Cornbury’s  ad- 
ministration, in  1702,  an  act  was  pas^  re- 
pealing the  above  act  for  vacating  the  ex- 
travagant grants;  but  Queen  Anne,  by  an 
order  in  June,  1708,  confirmed  the  vacating 
act  of  1699,  and  not  the  act  repealing  it, 
and  resumed  possession  of  all  the  lands  for 
the  crown. 

In  17C0,  Lord  Cornbury,  who  was  a zeal- 
ous protector  of  the  Established  Church, 
leased  the  Queen’s  farm  to  Trinity  Church 
for  as  long  a period  as  he  should  be  Gov- 
ernor, and  in  1704  Trinity  Church  sublet 
it  to  one  George  Ryerse  for  five  years,  at  a 
rent  of  £30. 

We  now  come  down  to  the  grant  in  fee 
of  the  year  1705.  We  find  the  church  in 
actual  possession, under  the  lease  from  Lord 
Cornbury,  of  what  they  claim  as  not  only 
the  old  Company's  ov Duke's  farm,  extend- 
ing from  Fulton  Street  north  to  Warren 
Street,  but  also  of  what  was  comprehend- 
ed under  the  name  of  the  Domine’s  Bouw- 
ery, extending  north  to  Canal  Street. 

In  the  year  1705  the  grant  was  made  to 
the  church  under  which  they  claim  to 
hold  adversely  and  in  hostility  to  all  other 
interests.  It  was  a patent  from  tlie  Co- 
lonial Governor,  Cornbury,  as  acting  for 
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Queen  Anne,  to  the  corporation  of  Trinity 
Church  of  the  tract  known  as  the  Queen’s 
farm,  as  then  in  the  occupation  of  Greorge 
Ryerse,  bounded  easterly  partly  by  Broad- 
way and  partly  by  the  common  and  part- 
ly by  the  swamp,  and  westerly  by  the 
river.  It  will  be  observed  that  there  are 
no  boundaries  given  on  the  north  or  south. 

The  quitrent  received  by  this  grant  was 
thi*ee  shillings,  but  was  subsequently  com- 
muted by  a payment  in  gross  to  the  New 
York  State  government  in  1786  in  full  ex- 
tinguishment. 

The  validity  and  effect  of  the  patent  by 
Queen  Anne  has  been  a frequent  subject 
oi  liscussion  in  the  courts,  and  forms  the 
principal  feature  in  the  claim  of  title  by 
Trinity  Church.  Edward  Hyde,  Lord 
Combury,  the  Colonial  Governor  through 
whom  the  above  grant  was  made,  was  a 
cousin  of  Queen  Anne,  being  a son  of  the 
second  Earl  of  Clarendon.  His  term  of 
oflBce  lasted  six  years,  and  was  character- 
ized by  high  Tory  principles,  and  an  in- 
considerate zeal  for  the  suppression  of  reli- 
gious liberty.  He  was,  besides  this,  a very 
eccentric  character,  and  was  fond  of  mas- 
querading in  woman’s  clothes.  A por- 
trait of  him  so  taken  is  still  extant.  In 
a communication  by  Lewis  Morris  to  the 
Secretary  of  State  at  London,  he  recom- 
mends a certain  party  for  Governor  in  these 
words:  “He  is  an  honest  man,  and  the  re- 
verse of  my  Lord  Cornbury,  of  whom  I 
must  say  something  which,  perhaps,  no- 
body will  think  it  worth  their  while  to 
tell,  and  that  is  his  dressing  publicly  in 
woman’s  clothes  every  day,  and  putting 
a stop  to  all  public  business  while  he  is 
pleasing  himself  with  that  peculiar  but 
detestable  magot.” 

THE  LAWSUITS. 

The  history  of  the  various  litigations 
with  reference  to  this  valuable  territory 
is  interesting  both  to  the  antiquarian  and 
the  jurist.  The  heirs  seeking  ‘ ‘ their  own 
again,”  in  their  persistent  attacks  upon 
the  venerable  sacerdotal  institution  now 
in  possession  of  the  debatable  land,  have 
presented  to  the  courts  for  decision  ab- 
struse questions  on  the  validity  of  ancient 
viceroyal  patents,  of  acts  of  the  Colonial 
Assembly,  and  of  ordinances  by  the  Brit- 
ish crown  — questions  of  adverse  posses- 
sion, of  possession  in  common,  and  of  the 
limitation  of  real  actions,  as  well  as  of  the 
direct  transmission  of  the  title  by  convey- 
ance. 


The  city  of  New  York  has  also  put  for- 
ward its  claim,  and  the  State  has  not  been 
idle  in  asserting  its  rights  as  owner  para- 
mount, succeeding  to  the  rights  of  the 
British  crown.  Time  will  not  admit  of 
more  than  a hasty  glance  at  some  of  these 
historical  controversies. 

Since  the  possession  by  the  English  of 
the  province  of  New  York,  and  the  intro- 
duction there  of  Episcopacy,  there  had  al- 
ways been  considerable  antagonism  and 
jealousy  between  the  followers  of  the 
English  Church  and  the  Dutch  descend- 
ants adopting  the  principles  of  the  Synod 
of  Dort.  This  feeling  manifested  itself 
strongly  against  the  corporation  of  Trin- 
ity Church,  which  was  supposed  more 
particularly  to  represent  British  influence 
and  power. 

It  was  charged  by  their  Dissenting  op- 
ponents that  the  Trinity  Church  proper- 
ty was  obtained  from  the  crown  by  mis- 
representation and  deception ; accordingly 
some  of  the  leading  Dissenting  citizens,  in- 
cluding William  Livingston,  John  Morin 
Scott,  and  William  Smith,  Jun.,  assisted 
and  perhaps  stirred  up  Cornelius  Brouwer, 
a descendant  of  Mrs.  Bogardus,  to  assert 
his  claims  as  part  owner  of  the  church 
lands.  The  above-named  gentlemen  ap- 
peared as  counsel  for  him  on  the  trial  of 
an  action  brought  in  his  name  to  recover 
his  share  of  the  farm,  which  took  place  in 
1760,  before  Judge  David  Jones, of  Queens 
County.  After  a trial  which  last^  two 
days  and  almost  two  nights,  the  jury 
brought  in  a verdict  for  the  church. 

Relative  to  this  trial  we  find  the  follow- 
ing notice  in  the  New  York  Mercury  of 
October  27, 1760:  “Last  week  a remark- 
able Tryal,  which  has  been  in  the  Law  near 
20  years,  came  on  in  the  Supreme  Court 
here  between  the  Rector  and  Inhabitants 
of  the  City  of  New  York  of  the  Church  of 
England,  as  by  law  Established,  and  the 
family  of  ,the  Browers,  who  sued  for  62 
acres  of  the  King’s  farm ; when  the  Jury, 
after  being  out  for  20  minutes,  gave  their 
verdict  in  favour  of  the  Defendants.” 

Soon  after  this  trial  the  church  corpora- 
tion made  extensive  leasing  of  the  proper- 
ty. We  find  the  following  advertisement 
inserted  in  1763 : “ To  be  let  by  the  church- 
wardens of  Trinity  Church,  two  hundred 
lots  of  ground,  joining  the  stockadoes,  and 
along  the  North  River,for  the  term  of  21, 
42,  or  63  years.” 

Another  action  was  brought  by  one 
Colonel  Malcolm,  and  tried  in  the  year 
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1807.  Malcolm  set  up  a present  posses- 
sion. He  claimed  that  he  took  possession 
soon  after  the  Revolution,  the  farm  being 
then  deserted.  In  the  defense  Trinity 
CJhurch  claimed  possession  for  sixty  years 
before  that  time  under  a tenant  named 
Vandenburgh,  The  gallant  colonel  was 
defeated,  and  the  old  adage  was  again  ver- 
ified of  arma  cedetit  togce. 

About  the  year  1830  a suit  was  brought 
by  Cornelius  Bogardus  for  one -fifth  of 
one-sixth  of  the  proceeds  of  the  land  known 
as  the  Domine’s  Bouwery.  The  bill  was 
based  on  the  claim  of  Cornelius  as  heir 
of  his  ancestor  Cornells,  who  died  in  1707 
seized  of  one-sixth  of  the  farm,  his  brothers 
Jonas  and  Cans  Roeloffsen  having  died 
without  issue.  The  plaintiff  claimed  one- 
thirtieth  by  descent  from  him,  and 
averred  that  the  church  entered  under 
Queen  Anne's  deed,and  became  tenants  in 
common  with  said  Cornells.  The  legal 
doctrine  invoked  was  the  well-known  one 
that  no  statute  of  limitations  runs  as 
against  one  tenant  in  common  in  favor  of 
his  co-tenant  in  possession,  but  that  the 
possession  of  one  is  the  possession  of  all 
of  them.  The  plea  in  bar  put  in  by  the 
church  was  that  in  1705,  Queen  Anne,  be- 
ing in  possession  of  said  Domine's  Bouw- 
ery,  by  the  patent  referred  to  granted  the 
same  to  Trinity  Church  in  fee-simple,  as 
above  related;  imder  which  the  church 
corporation  bad  held  adversely  to  all  oth- 
ers and  not  in  common ; that  it  did  not 
enter  or  claim  under  any  deed  from  Mrs. 
Anneke  Bogardus,  or  her  children  or  heirs, 
and  never  admitted  itself  to  be  holding 
in  common  with  them,  and  that  even  if 
originally  they  were  tenants  in  common, 
it  did  now  and  for  130  years  had  held  in 
hostility  to  the  other  tenants  in  common, 
thus  barring  their  right.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  heirs  claimed  that  Queen  Anne,  if 
she  held  any  title  at  all,  held  it  in  common 
with  the  heirs,  as  did  the  Duke  of  York 
before  her,  and  that  her  patent  only  con- 
veyed what  she  actually  had,  t.  c.,five  un- 
divided sixths  of  the  farm.  They  also  con- 
tended that  Queen  Anne’s  patent  was  nei- 
ther signed  nor  sealed,  and  that  the  church 
was  only  in  possession  under  a lease  giv- 
en it  in  1702,  which  continued  in  force. 
That  the  church  was  in  possession,  there- 
fore, either  as  tenant  for  years  under  its 
lease,  and  could  not  disseize  its  landlord, 
or  as  tenant  in  common  with  plaintiff 
under  the  deed  of  transport  from  the  heirs, 
and  that  therefore  the  church’s  possession 


was  also  plaintiffs  possession,  and  not  ad- 
verse to  him,  and  consequently  that  no 
statute  of  limitations  could  invalidate  the 
plaintiff’s  claim. 

The  court  held  that  it  was  not  disputed 
that  Governor  Lovelace  took,  in  his  repre- 
sentative capacity  for  the  Duke  of  York, 
and  claimed  to  take,  the  wltole  title,  to 
which  title  and  claim  Queen  Anne  suc- 
ceeded, and  that  leases  were  made  by 
subsequent  Governors  and  subleases  by 
Trinity  Church  of  the  whole  tract.  That 
therefore,  through  the  assertion  of  the 
title  to  the  whole^  as  well  as  actual  pos- 
session through  its  leases,  the  title  was  in 
the  crown  ab^lutely,  and  not  as  tenant  in 
common  of  only  a part.  The  court  also 
held  that  it  made  no  diffeience  whether 
the  patent  from  Queen  Anne  was  good 
or  bad;  that  the  church  entered  and  en- 
joyed possession  under  it,  and  not  under 
the  deed  of  transport  from  the  heirs,  and 
consequently  its  adverse  possession,  which 
was  proved  in  fact,  was  of  the  tvhole, 
barring  all  outstanding  interests. 

The  above  case  was  twice  decided,  once 
on  a demurrer  to  the  plea  of  adverse  pos- 
session interposed,  and  subsequently  on  the 
proofs  taken.  The  case  was  decided  ad- 
versely to  the  plaintiffs  on  the  law  raised 
by  the  demurrer,  and  also  on  the  proofs 
subsequently  put  in  as  to  an  adverse  pos- 
session by  the  church. 

An  action  was  also  brought  in  1834  by 
one  Humbert  and  other  heirs,  in  Chancery, 
against  the  church,  and  decided  on  de- 
murrer adversely  to  the  complainants,  the 
court  holding  that  the  statute  of  limita- 
tions and  adverse  possession  was  a bar. 
This  decision  was  affirmed  by  the  Court 
of  Errors. 

In  that  case  the  complainants  took  the 
new  ground  that  the  Domine’s  Hook  or 
the  Bouwery  tvas  never  part  of  the  Duke's 
or  Queen's  farm^  and  therefore  did  not 
pass  under  the  grant  from  Queen  Anne, 
but  that  Trinity  Church  was  merely  an 
intruder  on  the  Bogardus  region  and  pos- 
session, except  that  in  1785  it  bought  out 
the  right  of  Cornelius  Bogardus  in  the 
property  for  £700,  and  then  went  into  a 
regular  unrestrained  possession,  but  which 
possession  was  merely  as  tenant  in  com- 
mon with  the  other  heirs. 

It  appeared  in  the  evidence  that  the 
church  had  never  put  on  record  the  above- 
mentioned  deed  from  Cornelius,  and  had 
kept  it  somewhat  secret.  The  claimants 
averred  that  the  deed  was  concealed  be- 
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cause  the  church  feared  that  its  legal  ef- 
fect would  be  to  establish  it  as  tenant  in 
common  with  the  other  heirs. 

The  Cornelius  above  referred  to  as  sell- 
ing out  was  the  fighting  Cornelius  herein- 
after alluded  to. 

Nine  other  suits  were  brought  in  1847 
by  Cornelius  Brouwer  in  the  Supreme 
Court,  in  which  the  plaintiff  suffered  a 
nonsuit. 

In  1851  another  system  was  tried,  and  a 
suit  was  brought  by  one  of  the  descend- 
ants of  old  Dr.  Eierstede,  who  married  a 
daughter  of  Mrs.  Bogardus.  In  this  ac- 
tion the  State  of  New  York  was  made  a 
defendant.  It  was  decided  in  April,  1856, 
adversely  to  the  plaintiff.  The  claim  of 
Kierstedt  was  that  there  was  an  obliga- 
tion, legal  and  equitable,  on  the  crown  to 
restore  the  possession  to  the  heirs  of  his 
ancestor,  and  that  this  obligation  bad  de- 
volved upon  the  State  of  New  York; 
that  the  church  was  holding  under  a 
grant  from  Governor  Cornbury  in  1705, 
which  tvaa  void  under  the  vacating  act  of 
1699.  The  plaintiff  demanded  that  the 
State  be  required  to  recover  the  lands 
from  the  church,  and  then  turn  them 
over  to  the  heirs,  and  that  a receiver  of 
the  lands  be  appointed. 

The  court,  on  a demurrer  to  the  com- 
plaint, held  that  there  was  no  power  in 
any  of  the  courts  of  this  State  to  entertain 
a suit  brought  against  the  State,  except 
when  specially  authorized  by  statute. 

The  claims  on  the  part  of  the  State  to 
the  property  have  been  on  the  ground 
that  the  church  held  over  as  tenant  of  the 
crown,  and  that  the  State  had  succeeded 
to  the  rights  and  property  of  the  crown. 

A bill  was  introduced  in  the  Legislature 
of  1785  authorizing  proceedings  on  the 
part  of  the  State  to  recover  the  property. 
A remonstrance  was  thereupon  sent  to 
the  Legislature  by  the  church,  and  the 
bill  was  never  passed.  A counter  i*e- 
monstrance  on  the  part  of  the  heirs  sent 
to  the  Legislature  concludes  with  the  forci- 
ble remark,  that  the  deviVs  king- 

dom is  in  danger  he  roars  the  loudest y 

Eecently,  however,  in  1856,  the  State 
woke  up  again,  and  an  ejectment  suit  was 
brought  by  the  State  for  a lot  on  Murray 
Street,  just  south  of  the  Domine's  Bouw- 
ery,  but  part  of  the  King's  farm. 

The  corporation  of  Trinity  Church  set 
up  as  a defense  its  old  plea  of  statute  of 
limitations,  and  also  a seizure  in  fee  by 
the  church.  The  case  was  tried  before  a 


jury,  and  the  State  was  nonsuited,  which 
nonsuit  was  upheld  by  the  Court  of  Ap- 
peals in  1860. 

The  State,  in  a recent  case,  claimed  that 
the  grant  from  Lord  Cornbury  in  the 
name  of  Queen  Anne  in  1705  was  void, 
because  the  act  of  1702  was  then  in  force, 
by  which  no  grant  could  be  made  by  a 
Colonial  Governor  for  a longer  period  than 
his  term  of  office. 

The  court  held  that  pritna  facie  the 
land  had  been  granted  by  the  crown,  and 
that  the  evidence  of  the  plaintiff  showed 
it;  and  that  the  adverse  possession  of  the 
church,  as  against  the  State,  was  fully 
made  out;  also  that  the  reservation  of  a 
quitrent  to  the  crown  in  the  patent  was 
merely  a mode  of  payment  of  the  consid- 
eration of  the  grant. 

A claim  was  also  supposed  to  exist  in 
favor  of  the  city  of  New  York.  It  was 
made  a matter  of  research,  and  in  1867  was 
submitted  to  the  Corporation  Counsel,  Mr. 
O'Gorman,  for  his  opinion.  He  reported 
that  the  city  had  no  claim  whatever. 

The  claim  was  based  upon  certain  sov- 
ereign rights  over  the  trial  supposed  to 
have  been  continued  in  the  State  of  New 
York,  as  successors  of  tlie  crown  of  Eng- 
land, which  had  passed  to  the  city  of  New 
York  from  the  State. 

It  will  be  observed  that  by  the  charter 
of  Governor  Dongan  to  the  city  in  1686, 
and  of  Governor  Montgomerie  in  1730,  the 
King's  farm  and  the  adjoining  swamp 
were  expressly  reserved  from  the  general 
grant  to  the  city  of  all  vacant  and  unap- 
propriated lands. 

The  last  great  attack  on  Trinity  Church 
was  in  1871.  A suit  was  brought  by  Domi- 
ne  David  Groesbeck,  in  his  complaint  al- 
leging himself  to  be  a Protestant  minister 
of  the  Gospel,  against  the  officers  of  the 
church. 

The  ground  taken  by  the  reverend 
plaintiff  was  that  he  was  a successor  of 
some  of  the  original  Dutch  inhabitants 
who  were  corporators  on  the  original  es- 
tablishment of  the  Episcopal  Church  m 
the  colony. 

He  claimed  that  there  had  been  a per- 
version and  waste  of  the  church  proper- 
ty, and  charged  its  corporation  with  hav- 
ing neglected  to  provide  for  the  poor  of 
the  parisli,  while  pampering  the  pride  of 
the  worldly-minded,  and  “laying  up  trea- 
sures on  earth  in  bonds  and  mortgages 
held  over  Episcopal  churches.'*  He  also 
averred  that  the  purpose  of  the  founders 
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of  Trinity  Church  was  to  prevent  the  in- 
crease of  vice  in  the  city  of  New  York, 
and  not  merely  to  support  the  ‘^parasites 
of  any  sect,^’  and  he  claimed  a right  to 
preach  in  Trinity  Church  as  a believer  in 
the  doctrines  established  at  the  Synod  of 
Dort,  but  was  deprived  of  that  right.  He 
averred  also  that  the  corporation  had  vio- 
lated its  duty  in  allowing  “one  Morgan 
Dix,”  who  was  made  a defendant,  to  preach 
that  “Protestantism,  as  a moral  system, 
was  a failure,^’  and  also  for  allowing  said 
Dix  to  say  that  “ Luther  perceived  that  he 
had  committed  a gigantic  error  in  advocat- 
ing the  Scriptures  alone  as  a means  of  sal- 
vation, knowing  that  the  Church  was  the 
instrument  that  should  decide  controver- 
sies of  faith.”  The  plaintiff  averred  also 
that  the  officers  of  the  corporation  had  paid 
said  Dix  a salary  for  uttering  such  blas- 
phemies, and  had  allowed  tlie  services  of 
the  Greek  Church  to  be  performed  in 
Trinity  Church,  and  that  the  said  Dix, 
with  the  connivance  of  said  officers,  advo- 
cated the  establishment  of  institutions  of 
able-bodied  young  women  in  the  parish 
by  means  of  the  surplus  revenues  of  the 
church.  The  plaintiff  therefore  claimed 
that  a receiver  of  all  the  property  be  ap- 
pointed, subject  to  the  further  order  of  the 
court. 

Other  grounds  were  that  the  corpora- 
tion of  the  church  sought  to  gain  political 
weight,  and  treated  the  Legislature  with 
contempt.  The  defendants  to  this  com- 
ical complaint  put  in  a demurrer,  that  is, 
put  in  a defense,  that  even  if  the  facts  al- 
leged were  true,  the  plaintiff  could  not  by 
law  have  any  recovery.  Some  of  the  aV 
leged  grounds  taken  in  support  of  the  de- 
murrer were  as  queer  as  those  of  the  com- 
plaint. Among  them  were  that  the  Church 
•of  England  holds  the  Catholic  faith  to  be 
necessary;  that  it  does  not  use  the  word 
Protestant;  that  by  its  Twenty-first  Arti- 
cle it  acknowledges  the  authority  of  the 
Church  in  matters  of  faith;  and  that  al- 
though Luther  is  esteemed  as  a saint 
nmong  Protestants,  in  the  calendar  of  the 
English  Church  he  is  not  so  great  a worthy 
as  St.  Peter  or  St.  Clement,  Bishops  of 
Rome,  or  St.  Boniface,  St.  Sylvester,  or  St. 
Gregory,  also  Bishops  of  Rome. 

Other  grounds  in  support  of  the  de- 
murrer were  that  the  Synod  of  Dort  nev- 
er pretended  really  to  settle  any  doctrines 
of  the  Christian  communion,  but  only 
aome  miserable  controversies  between  Cal- 
vinists, Gomarists,  and  Arminians,  and 


that  although  certain  representatives  from 
England  were  present  at  the  Synod,  they 
had  no  power  to  commit  the  Church  of 
England  to  anything,  and  that  its  decrees 
were  never  accepted  in  England.  Anoth- 
er answer  was  that  even  if  heresies  had 
been  preached  in  the  church,  that  was  no 
reason  why  the  salary  of  the  preacher 
should  not  be  paid. 

The  learned  jurist  who  pronounced 
upon  all  this  tangled  theological  and  legal 
matter  sustained  the  demurrer,  and  there- 
by threw  the  plaintiff  out  of  court. 

In  the  course  of  its  opinion  the  court 
profoundly  remarks,  as  to  the  plaintiff^s 
willingness  to  preach  in  Trinity  Parish 
Church,  as  follows:  “I  have  no  doubt 
whatever  in  regard  to  such  willingness; 
nay,  more,  if  such  willingness  were  just 
cause  of  complaint,  or  if  such  condescen- 
sion on  the  part  of  plaintiff  could  be  made 
the  basis  of  a good  count  upon  which  to 
sustain  an  action,  that  there  are  many  of 
the  clergy  in  the  different  Protestant  de- 
nominations who  would  most  willingly 
condescend  in  like  manner  to  preach  in 
Trinity  Church.  Indeed,  I am  afraid,  if 
such  were  the  case,  and  this  court  had  ju- 
risdiction over  the  subject-matter,  there 
would  be  no  end  of  actions  against  the 
corporation.” 

Lately  an  old  Dutch  Bible,  alleged  to 
have  belonged  formerly  to  Mrs.  Anneke 
Bogardus,  has  come  to  light  in  the  hands 
of  one  Miss  Harriet  Van  Atten,  of  Glen- 
ville,  Schenectady  County,  a direct  de- 
scendant of  Pieter  Bogardus,  a son  of  the 
old  lady,  to  whom  it  is  stated  to  have  been 
given  by  her.  On  the  strength  of  this, 
and  a pair  of  gold  ear-rings  that  once  be- 
longed to  her  venerable  ancestor  as  per- 
sonal property,  application  was  recently 
made  to  the  Surrogate  of  Albany  for  let- 
ters of  administration  upon  the  personalty 
of  Mrs.  Anneke  Bogardus. 

The  Surrogate  of  Albany  County  re- 
fused to  entertain  the  application,  and  the 
matter  is  now  on  appeal  to  the  General 
Term  of  the  Supreme  Court  from  his  de- 
cision. If  letters  of  administration  are 
granted,  the  intention  is  to  open  the  legal 
battle  again,  and  to  claim  an  accounting 
from  Trinity  Church. 

This  coveted  tract  of  land  has  not  only 
been  the  subject  of  forensic  battle,  but 
bone  and  sinew  have  been  engaged  in  the 
contest;  heads  have  been  broken  and  shots 
have  been  fired  in  support  of  the  claims 
of  the  redoubtable  and  indefatigable  heirs. 
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Mars  has  been  invoked  where  Mercury 
has  failed,  and  for  years  before  and  after 
the  evacuation  of  the  city  by  the  British 
forces,  in  November,  1783,  the  community 
was  kept  in  alarm  by  the  contests  of  the 
contending  factions  seeking  to  obtain  and 
hold  an  actual  possession  of  the  old 
Bouwery. 

Long  before  the  Revolutionary  war  the 
Trinity  Church  physical  warfare  was  be- 
gun. We  find  that  in  September,  1773, 
under  orders  from  the  authorities  of  the 
church,  a force  of  a dozen  men  armed  with 
broad -axes  entered  upon  the  premises 
where  Cornelius  E.  Brouwer  had  located 
himself  on  the  tract,  and  tore  down  and 
burned  the  fences  he  had  erected  to  de- 
fine his  possession. 

In  1775  they  also  tore  down  the  fences 
about  one  Noblet’s  house,  a tenant  of  the 
heirs,  and  destroyed  Noblet’s  field  of  rye. 
The  wounds  received  in  this  campaign, 
the  chronicle  tells  us,  were,  an  old  woman 
kicked  in  the  eye,  and  her  husband  wound- 
ed, who  sought  to  get  her  out  of  the  way. 

During  the  troubles  consequent  upon 
the  occupation  of  the  British  the  old  farm 
had  been  in  a comparatively  deserted  state. 
The  great  contest  for  national  liberty  had 
turned  people’s  minds  from  private  inter- 
ests. On  the  return  of  peace,  however, 
the  premonitory  rumblings  indicating  the 
renewal  of  the  great  war  for  the  old  Bouw- 
ery were  heard. 

The  Council  appointed  by  the  new  State 
government  for  the  temporary  govern- 
ment of  the  southern  district  of  the  State 
took  possession  of  the  temporalities  of 
Trinity  Church,  and  in  January,  1784,  is- 
sued a proclamation  against  the  conduct 
of  Cornelius  Egbert  and  Everardus  Bo- 
gardus,  Cornelius  Cooper  and  Abraham 
Brouwer,  senior  and  junior,  in  intriguing 
with  and  menacing  the  tenants  on  the  land 
of  the  church.  It  may  be  here  remarked 
that  this  temporary  occupation  of  the 
property  of  the  church  by  the  State  au- 
thorities was  afterward  made  use  of  as 
an  argument  in  the  various  claims  made 
by  the  State  for  the  ownership  of  the  land. 
This  proclamation  was  published  in  the 
New  York  Gazette.  To  this  the  Bogar- 
dus  heirs  responded  by  another  published 
manifesto  claiming  the  legal  title,  and  that 
they  and  their  grantors  and  tenants  had 
had  possession  until  the  church,  taking 
advantage  of  the  absence  of  the  Bogardus 
family  during  the  Revolution,  had  taken 
surreptitious  possession,  and  they  charge 


the  church  with  pilfering  their  lands,  and 
*^with  an  unconscientious  defense  at  the 
suit  of  honest  title.” 

The  great  champion  and  leader  of  the 
barred-out  heirs  now  appeared  in  Corne- 
lius B.  Bogardus,  who  had  been  absent 
from  the  city  during  the  war,  and  return- 
ed after  the  evacuation.  He  now  sound- 
ed the  trumpet  call.  A notice  was  pub- 
lished in  the  New  York  Packet  of  May, 
1784,  calling  upon  the  heirs  and  repre- 
sentatives of  Annie  Bogardus,  widow,  de- 
ceased, to  meet  at  Cape’s  Tavern  “on  busi- 
ness of  high  importance  relative  to  the 
lands  called  Domine’s  Hook,  which  for- 
merly belonged  to  her.” 

Bogardus  now  took  practical  steps  for 
the  resumption  of  possession  by  the  heirs, 
so  as  to  avoid  the  legal  effects  of  an  un- 
disturbed possession  by  the  church.  He 
accordingly  established  himself  in  a house 
on  the  farm  on  what  is  now  Chambers 
Street ; he  put  his  son  Henry  on  a part  of 
the  farm  at  Reade  Street,  and  his  son  John 
in  a house  at  the  corner  of  Reade  and 
Chapel  streets;  he  also  located  Lewis  B. 
Bogardus  in  a house  near  formerly  St. 
John’s  Square,  in  Hudson  Street,  which 
was  known  among  the  heii:?  as  the  “pos- 
sesston”  house. 

Cornelius  B.  also  took  possession  of  & 
pit  of  clay  near  Tbomas  Street,  and  daily 
dealt  it  out  at  a shilling  a load,  and  also 
sold  gravel  from  a pit  which  he  had  sur- 
rounded by  rails. 

An  old  lady  claiming  to  be  one  of  the 
heirs,  named  Mrs.  Broad,  also  took  posses- 
sion of  an  old  house  called  the  Fort,  near 
the  foot  of  Reade  or  North  Moore  Street, 
surrounded  by  a breastwork  and  trench. 
Here  the  old  lady  intrenched  herself,  and 
stoutly  maintained  her  possession  from 
the  time  the  British  left,  in  November, 
1783,  until  1787.  We  are  told  that  she 
drove  away  people  who  came  to  take 
away  any  of  the  earth  from  her  fort  by 
pouring  boiling  water  on  them. 

The  doughty  Cornelius  also  located  a 
dozen  more  of  his  retainers  on  different 
other  portions  of  the  farm  as  tenants.  He 
menaced  and  intrigued  with  the  tenants 
of  the  church,  and  defied  the  temporal 
and  spiritual  forces  of  the  church  to  dis- 
possess him. 

In  June,  1784,  Trinity  Church  raised  an 
army  of  men  and  boys,  under  the  com- 
mand of  one  George  Trenis,  a Hessian, 
and  pulled  down  and  burned  the  Bogardus 
fences.  The  Trinity  Church  army  then 
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put  up  its  own  fences,  which  were  in  turn 
burned  by  the  Bogardus  retainers.  As  a 
bloody  incident  of  this  war,  one  of  the 
witnesses  of  the  fight  under  oath  stated 
that  one  of  the  church  party,  John  Ber- 
tine,  “took  hold  of  Hannah  Marsh,  about 
63  years  of  age,  and  pulled  her  down  on 
her  knees,  and  attempted  to  put  her  head 
into  a pail  of  grog,  first  having  dragged 
her  across  the  street,  and  gave  her  very 
indecent  usage  otherwise.” 

There  was  also  a fight  in  October,  1786. 
One  Joseph  Forbes,  who  had  been  ap- 
pointed by  Trinity  Church  as  a sort  of 
curator,  undertook,  with  a body  of  retain- 
ers of  the  church,  to  pull  down  certain 
fences  erected  by  the  Bogardus  heirs  on 
the  land,  one  of  the  fences  running  to  the 
house  occupied  by  one  George  Higday, 
who  was  in  possession  as  chdtelain  in  the 
interest  of  the  claimants.  In  perform- 
ance of  his  duties  as  keeper  of  the  castle, 
the  doughty  Higday  fired  his  shot-gun  at 
Forbes  and  his  men,  and  wounded  Forbes 
and  four  others  with  bird  shot.  The  vic- 
tory in  these  contests  rested,  however, 
with  the  church. 

In  1788,  the  church  corporation  having 
advertised  for  sale  a numl^r  of  lots  on  the 
tract,  w'ith  a statement  that  the  title  was 
as  good  as  any  in  the  State,  the  heirs  pub- 
lished the  following  proclamation: 

“TO  THE  PUBLIC. 

'' Whereas  tb©  corporation  of  Trinity  Church 
have  advertised  for  sale  at  the  Merchants’  Cof- 
fee-House, on  the  1st  of  April  next,  a number 
of  lots  of  land  situate  in  Chambers  Street,  Reade 
Street,  and  other  places  within  the  bounds  of 
Itomine’s  Hook  Patent,  in  the  West  Ward  of 
this  city  ; the  heirs  of  Auiiekie  Bogardus,  and 
those  holding  rights  under  them,  in  the  said 
Patent,  Do  Hereby  Give  Xotice  that  they  are  de- 
termined to  support  their  claim  to  said  lands, 
within  the  grant  formerly  made  to  the  said 


Annekie  Bogardus.  And  this  notice  is  given 
to  prevent  any  person  hereafter  from  pretend- 
ing ignorance  of  the  said  claim;  which  the 
Heirs  and  those  deriving  title  from  them  are 
determined  to  support. 

“N*w  York,  March  81,  1788.” 

The  result  of  all  these  troubles,  howev- 
er, was  that  all  the  Bogardus  fences  were 
in  time  taken  down  or  burned. 

Lewis  Bogardus  s wife  and  children  were 
driven  from  their  house,  during  his  tempo- 
rary absence,  by  the  Trinity  Church  forces. 
The  rails  around  the  clay  pit  were  torn 
down,  criminal  charges  were  made  of  as- 
sault and  perjury  against  the  Bogardus 
retainers,  the  tenants  were  frightened 
away  or  bought  off,  and,  worst  of  all,  the 
doughty  Cornelius  himself  sold  his  birth- 
right to  and  was  bought  off  by  Trinity 
Church  for  the  paltry  sum  of  £700,  and  too 
humiliated  to  meet  his  former  compan- 
ions in  arms,  he  therefore  abandoned  not 
only  the  scene  of  his  contests,  but  the  city. 

The  last  one  of  all  the  heirs  who  held 
out  in  the  war  of  1784-5,  and  who  is  en- 
titled, on  the  Bogardus  side,  to  all  the 
honors  of  war,  was  old  Mrs.  Broad,  who 
lived  in  the  stockades  of  the  old  fort  at  the 
foot  of  Reade  Street.  One  of  the  witness- 
es in  the  suit  brought  in  1830  testified  in 
1842  that  he  knew  the  old  lady,  and  that 
she  continued  in  possession  of  the  old  re- 
doubt, refusing  to  leave  until  the  oppos- 
ing forces  actually  dug  it  away,  when  she 
made  a fair  compromise  with  parties  rep- 
resenting Trinity  Church. 

The  heirs  have  not  yet  succumbed.  Meet- 
ings are  still  held  for  the  assertion  of  their 
claims.  The  contest  will  probably  con- 
tinue until  through  the  natural  increase 
of  the  multitudinous  claimants  the  pe- 
cuniary result  of  even  a successful  attack 
would  be  reduced  for  each  to  a minimum. 


LOVE. 

Love  was  primeval;  from  forgotten  lime 

Come  hints  of  common  lives  by  love  made  great, 
In  pastoral  song  or  fragmentary  rhyme, 

While  fades  the  fame  of  many  a warlike  state. 

Love  lives  forever,  though  we  pass  away; 

Still  shall  there  be  hot  hearts  and  longing  eyes, 
Hyperion  youths,  and  maids  more  fair  than  they, 

Loath  lips  and  lingering  hands  and  parting  sighs, 
When  we  have  vanished  and  our  simple  doom 
Is  blended  with  the  themes  of  old  romance; 

Ay,  from  our  dust  young  buds  and  flowers  shall  bloom 
To  deck  bright  tresses  in  a spring-tide  dance, 

And  be  the  mute  sweet  signs  of  love  confessed 
To  passioned  hopes,  upon  a maiden’s  breast. 
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HONG-KONG,  June  14, 1882.— This  be- 
gins the  fourteenth  volume  of  my 
diary.  Fourteen  volumes ! I suspect  that 
few  bachelors  who  have  lived  in  one  place 
and  passed  their  lives  in  the  China  trade 
can  show  so  much.  And  yet  I,  the  jour- 
nalist, in  the  days  of  my  youth,  of  my 
jeunesse  orageuae,  when  I might  have  kept 
a journal  to  some  purpose,  kept  none  at 
all.  Perhaps  it  is  as  well.  It  would  not 
be  pleasant  reading  now,  though  it  might 
serve  as  a lesson,  which,  however,  I hope 
I no  longer  need. 

I am  afraid  there  was  not  much  of  gen- 
eral interest  in  Volumes  I.  to  XIII.  inclu- 
sive. I doubt  if  even  I shall  ever  read  them 
over.  And  I fear  they  will  not  prove  of 
absorbing  interest  to  my  heirs,  remote  col- 
laterals as  these  must  be.  I kept  my  diary 
in  order  to  form  systematic  habits,  and 
now  that  I have  formed  the  habits,  they 
keep  the  diary.  I wonder  if  this  volume 
will  be  more  interesting?  Telegram  to- 
day from  Rowbotham  Brothers,  ordering 
hemp,  800  barrels  first,  June->July,  1881,  x. 
on  Bombay,  deliverable  all  Oct. -Dec. 

June  15.  — Telegraphed  Rowbotham 
about  his  hemp.  Saw  Russell  to-day;  he 
is  going  home  to  get  married.  Year  after 
year  I have  seen  my  friends  go  home  to  get 
married — some  succeed  and  some  of  them 
don’t — leaving  me  in  peace  and  Hong- 
Kong.  Many  of  them  have  gone,  as  the 
event  proved,  never  to  return.  ...  I won- 
der whether  I shall  ever  go  home  to  get 
married  ? I suspect  not.  . . . Marriage  is 
one  of  those  rash  things  we  do  in  our 
youth.  Would  I had  never  done  any- 
thing worse  I 

June  16. — Rowbotham  by  cable  coun- 
termands those  two  cargoes  of  hemp.  I 
had  already  bought  one  of  them.  This 
telegraphing  has  spoiled  the  China  trade. 
Now  I have  either  got  a lawsuit  on  my 
hands  or  a cargo  of  hemp.  Well,  I pre- 
fer the  hemp,  hate  rows,  and  would  rath- 
er do  anything  than  go  to  law.  A quiet 
life — By-the-way,  had  a letter  from  Un- 
cle John  to-day ; he  wants  me  to  go  home 
and  marry  his  grandniece.  Cabled,  “ Im- 
possible to  leave  this  year;  fear  a panic.” 
Uncle  John’s  mind  must  be  going. 

June  17. — Saw  Russell  to-day.  Never 
saw  a man  so  happy.  He  is  going  off 
Saturday.  Told  him  of  my  uncle’s  want- 
ing me  to  go  home.  He  slapped  me  on 


my  back  (all  the  fellows  slap  me  on  the 
back — luckily  it  is  a stout  one).  “Rum- 
my, my  boy, ’’said  he,  “you  must  go  with 
me.”  All  the  fellows  call  me  Rummy; 
I don’t  know  why ; I have  never  been  in- 
temperate in  my  habits.  Didn’t  tell  Bus- 
sell why  I was  to  go  home.  My  uncle’s 
grandniece,  indeed  I She  must  be  hardly 
out  of  long  clothes.  Why,  her  mother 
was  hardly  too  old  for  me  to  be  a little 
in  love  with  her.  I wonder  if  the  daugh- 
ter is  like  her?  Business  very  dull  just 
now. 

June  18. — Cablegram  from  Uncle  John : 
“ Panic  be  blanked  I Come  at  once.  Don’t 
break  my  heart.”  Just  ten  words.  In- 
temperate old  fellow.  Uncle  John.  Of 
course  I’ve  got  to  go.  He  sent  me  out 
here,  and  now  he  sends  me  back.  Que  la 
volonte  de  Uncle  John  aoit  faite,  as  we 
say  in  French.  A knowledge  of  French 
is  the  only  profit  I made  the  last  time  I 
disobeyed  Uncle  John’s  orders.  And  now 
I am  all  he  has  got  in  the  world;  that 
is,  I and  the  grandniece.  Russell  seems 
delighted.  Haven’t  told  him  about  the 
grandniece,  though;  it  would  never  do. 
He  would  be  certain  to  tell  all  the  fel- 
lows; and  they  insist  on  giving  us  a din- 
ner the  night  before  we  go.  Rowbotham 
took  that  hemp,  after  all;  very  kind  of 
him.  Nice  fellow,  Rowbotham. 

June  19. — We  had  a great  dinner  last 
night.  Very  nice  fellows  these  boys  are 
in  Hong- Kong,  all  of  them.  ’Pon  my 
soul  I was  sorry  to  leave  them,  but  said 
I’d  be  back  in  three  or  four  months:  just 
the  time  to  convince  Uncle  John  of  his 
folly,  and  I’ll  come  home  again  to  Hong- 

Kong Here  we  are  on  the  steamer, 

already  out  of  sight  of  land,  and  I am 
smoking  on  the  deck.  Russell  has  a 
headache,  and  says,  petulantly,  he  don’t 
see  how  a fellow  can  do  it.  I don’t  see 
how  a fellow  can  take  too  much  wine  on 
the  very  night  that  he  is  leaving  Hong- 
Kong  and  going  back  to  get  married.  If 
I were  going  home  to  get  married,  I am 
sure — After  all,  though,  there’s  nearly 
ten  years  between  us.  He’s  a young  fel- 
low yet.  His  character  isn’t  formed.  He 
isn’t  much  older  in  feeling  than  I was 
fifteen  years  ago,  when  I left  Vienna— per 
order  Uncle  John,  as  usual.  But  Uncle 
John’s  orders  had  some  sense  in  them 
then.  Poor  Mademoiselle  Tavernier  I she 
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must  be  nearly  sixty  now.  I thought  my 
heart  was  broken ; I was  sure  of  hers. 
Sic  juvat — There  is  something  in  Virgil 
which  hits  it  off  exactly— I must  brush 
up  my  Latin — something  about  deep  wa- 
ters and  a quiet  shore.  When  Uncle 
John^s  letter  came  I looked  upon  it  as  a 
sentence  of  transportation  for  life,  and 
now  I am  almost  as  sorry  to  go  hotne. 
Home  I Which  is  home,  after  all  ? Un- 
cle John  is  a peremptory  old  fellow,  but 
he  knew  what  he  was  about  when  he  sent 
me  away.  1 know  now  that  I was  in  a 
sad,  bad  way  then.  The  ways  of  Uncle 
John  are  inscrutable.  Possibly  this  pre- 
sent sentence  of  transportation  may  turn 
out  for  the  best.  I hope  not  for  life, 
though.  Now  I don’t  think  Russell  would 
care  if  he  never  saw  Hong-Kong  again. 
He  growls  because  I am  so  deuced  rosy 
about  the  gills. . . . After  all,  I am  no  long- 
er a boy  in  disgrace.  I may  properly  op- 
pose any  mad  schemes  pi*ompted  by  Uncle 
John's  affection  for  his  only  relatives.  I 
should  think  the  grandniece  might  have 
something  to  say  in  the  matter  too. 

June  21. — I wonder  whether  he  can 
have  told  her  of  my  wild  youth ? No;  of 
course  not.  Still,  it  would  be  only  right 
to  give  her  some  warning  that  I have  not 
always  been  what  I now  seem.  I think 
the  fellows  in  Hong-Kong  all  regard  me, 
within  reasonable  business  limitations,  as 
a sort  of  practicable  modern  saint,  just 
sufficiently  mitigated  by  memories  of  my 
own  youth  to  act  as  father  confessor  to 
them.  I only  hope  I am  not  a prig. 
Then  Uncle  John  seemed  to  think  that 
Nero  and  Heliogabalus  rolled  into  one 
were  nothing  to  me.  His  letter  ordering 
me  to  go  to  Hong-Kong  was  a master- 
piece of  concise  English,  and  he  called 
me  a profligate  young  scoundrel.  True, 
that  time  it  was  by  letter;  I don’t  think 
that  even  Uncle  John  would  call  me  a 
profligate  young  scoundrel  by  telegraph. 
But  the  dear  old  fellow  had  given  me  a 
letter  of  credit  for  a thousand  pounds, 
and  just  after  I had  been  dropped  from 
college,  too.  I certainly  ought  to  have 
made  it  last  longer  than  ten  months. 

And  1 had  been  so  anxious  to  go  to  a 
German  university ! I had  professed  such 
a fondness  for  books,  and  begged  him  so 
earnestly  to  send  me  to  Heidelberg.  And 
then  the  way  I went  off  from  Heidelberg 
— “ so  dark  the  manner  of  my  taking  off  1” 
1 know  some  one  must  have  written  him, 
though,  about  Mademoiselle  Tavernier — 


Ned  Wyman,  probably — ^when  I wanted 
to  flght  that  duel  about  her.  Still,  it  was 
not  quite  true  to  call  me  a profligate  young 
scoundrel;  it  was  not  my  fault  that  she 
would  not  marry  me.  But  Uncle  John 
very  properly  did  not  approve  of  opera 
singers  in  the  family.  Amd  the  very  day 
I drew  my  last  fifty  pounds  she  disap- 
peared, and  left  me  in  Vienna,  with  no 
acquaintance  but  my  creditors,  and  no 
friend  but  the  second  in  the  duel  I was  to 
fight.  Only,  as  it  turned  out,  the  other 
fellow  had  gone  off  with  her.  I suppose 
Uncle  John  has  forgiven  me  since;  he 
never  referred  to  it  in  his  letters.  . . . But 
I hope  he  has  not  told  Miss  Millison. 

June  22. — ^Really,  Russell  is  so  happy 
that  he  is  almost  getting  to  be  a nuisance. 
No,  I don’t  quite  mean  that;  of  course  I 
am  glad  to  see  the  boy  so.  I suppose  I 
should  be  just  as  happy  if  I were  in  his 
place.  Only  he  seemed  to  hold  in  well 
enough  while  he  was  in  Hong-Kong.  He 
says  he  likes  to  talk  to  me  about  her;  I 
am  just  old  enough.  The  weather  is  per- 
fect. 

June  24. — After  all,  it  seems  that  Rus- 
sell is  only  eight  years  younger  than  I; 
hardly  that,  for  he  was  born  in  April  and 
I in  December.  When  you’re  both  past 
thirty,  eight  years  don’t  make  so  much  dif- 
ference. . . . Russell  is  overjoyed  to-day 
because  the  ship  made  366  miles.  His 
eagerness  to  get  home  is  increasi  ng.  I tell 
him  that  is  no  reason  he  should  bet  ev- 
ery day  on  the  ship's  run,  though.  As  a 
habit,  it  is  little  better  than  gambling. 

June  27. — Russell  showed  me  a photo- 
graph of  his  fiancee  to-day.  Didn’t  know 
he  had  one;  he  didn’t  show  it  to  any  of 
the  fellows  in  Hong-Kong.  A pretty  girl 
enough.  ...  I think  Uncle  John  might 
have  sent  me  out  one  of  his  grandniece, 
by  way  of  sample.  Didn’t  dare,  I sup- 
pose; knew  I wouldn’t  come  then.  She 
is  probably  some  intellectual  creature, 
whom  no  one  else  would  fall  in  love  wnth. 
I like  intelligence  in  women,  but  I hate 
intellect. 

June  30. — Had  a heavy  gale  to-day. 
To-morrow  we  go  into  the  Red  Sea.  I h^ 
a picture  of  her  mother  somewhere ; I must 
hunt  it  up.  Haven’t  seen  her  since  the 
year  before  I went  to  college.  I’ve  a great 
mind  to  tell  Russell  about  the  daughter, 
and  ask  his  advice.  He  only  left  the 
States  five  years  ago,  amd  will  Imow  what 
these  girls  are  like. 

July  1. — I told  Russell  of  the  grand- 
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niece  to-day.  He  was  really  quite  enthu- 
siastic. “ Go  in,  old  boy  I do  go  in  I”  said 
he.  I told  him  it  was  too  serious  a ques- 
tion to  treat  flippantly.  Then  he  laughed 
immoderately  at  what  he  called  the  idea. 
I don’t  see  what  there  is  so  very  funny 
about  the  idea,  nor  why  he  should  call  me 
“ old  boy”  either.  I am  only  seven  years 
older  than  he.  But  you  can’t  be  angry 
with  Russell  long. 

July  5. — Saw  two  big  fish  and  a water- 
spout. The  captain  says  it  is  one  of  the 
most  favorable  voyages  he  ever  made.  I 
wish  I were  sui*e  which  way  I wanted 
the  ship  to  go.  Russell  is  getting  senti- 
mental. 

July  6. — Brindisi.  Russell  has  pur- 
chased a strip  of  tickets  a yard  long,  and 
means  to  go  straight  to  New  York  with 
them.  I am  not  sure  they  don^t  even  car- 
ry him  to  Mount  Desert,  where  his  sweet- 
heart is.  I suppose  I must  go  with  him 
to  keep  him  out  of  mischief.  Profit  of  for- 
eign travel  when  you  go  with  a man  in 
love! 

July  8. — I am  getting  weary  of  this  con- 
tinual railway  journeying.  And  I did 
want  to  stop  at  Rome  I Russell  got  a 
packet  of  letters  at  Brindisi,  and  takes  up 
all  the  time  reading  them.  He  says  there 
is  nothing  in  them  that  would  interest  me. 
I am  not  so  sure. 

July  9. — London.  It  seems  Russell  was 
engaged  to  Miss  Morley  before  he  left  Bos- 
ton. That,  of  course,  is  different.  Odd, 
a letter  from  Uncle  John  tells  me  his  grand- 
niece is  also  at  Mount  Desert,  where  the 
Morleys  have  a cottage.  Uncle  John 
writes  that  she  is  in  love  with  me  al- 
ready. Great  heavens ! I wanted  to  hear 
a debate  in  the  House  of  Commons,  but 
Russell  will  not  wait. 

July  14.  — Mid  - Atlantic.  Russell  be- 
comes more  and  more  sentimental  and 
worse  company  than  ever.  Now  I don’t 
consider  his  state  of  things  a circumstance 
to  mine.  Fancy  going  to  meet  a young 
maid  who  has,  as  it  were,  been  instructed 
to  fall  in  love  with  you  1 For  I know  the 
cut-and-dried  way  Uncle  John  puts  things. 
He  told  her  very  much  the  same  way  he 
told  me  to  leave  Hong-Kong.  I fancy 
she  was  more  upset  than  I was,  though. 
Poor  girl,  how  he  must  have  frightened 
her! 

July  19. — New  York.  I have  had  a long 
talk  with  Uncle  John.  It  is  as  I feared. 
He  tells  me  he  has  brought  up  Emily — 
her  name  is  Emily — with  the  expectation 


of  marrying  me.  It  is  the  dearest  wish 
of  his  declining  years,  he  says.  This  is 
a favorite  phrase  of  his,  and  he  repeats  it 
continually.  He  says  it  is  the  dearest 
wish  of  her  declining  years  also.  I think 
Russell’s  example  must  have  worked  upon 
me,  for  sometimes  I catch  myself  consid- 
ering as  if  it  were  the  dearest  wish  of  my 
declining  years.  But  how  the  deuce  am  I 
to  know  ?— about  her  dearest  wish,  I mean. 
There  will,  I suppose,  be  a tell-tale  blush 
when  I meet  her:  in  books  there  is  always 
a tell-tale  blush,  which  every  one  sees  but 
the  hero.  I must  be  on  the  lookout  for 
it.  Pshaw!  As  if  I,  with  my  grizzled 
beard,  could  cause  a tell-tale  blush  in  any- 
body ! Fortunately  I am  not  bald.  Rus- 
sell, I think,  is  a little  bald,  and  he  is 
quite  as  gray  as  I am.  Not  that  we  are 
either  of  us  very  gray.  He  is  off  to  Mount 
Desert  to-morrow.  He  really  seems  to  en- 
joy the  prospect,  and  wants  me  to  go  with 
him.  So  does  Uncle  John.  In  other  words, 
he  wants  the  goods  delivered  as  per  con- 
signment. I think  there  ought  to  be  some 
order  from  the  consignee.  It  seems  she  is 
actually  staying  with  the  Morleys. 

July  20. — Boston.  The  more  I think  of 
it,  the  more  determined  I am  that  I will 
not  go  down  and  gobble  up  this  poor  girl 
perfunctorily,  like  a Minotaur.  Not  that 
I am  ill  disposed  toward  her;  on  the  con- 
trary. If  I could  only  get  some  private 
way  of  finding  out  whether  her  heart  is 
really  as  dutiful  as  Uncle  John  thinks  it 
is?  If  I could  only  be  present  at  our  meet- 
ing, and  yet  not  be  met — a dispassionate 
third  party,  as  it  were — I think  I could  telL 
I could  then  note  the  tell-tale  blush  and  oth- 
er indications.  How  curiously  unpracti- 
cal of  Uncle  John  to  think  she  can  real- 
ly be  in  love  with  a man  she  has  never 
seen ! I might  present  myself  incog.,  but 
that  trick  is  used  up ; besides,  she  expects 
me,  and  would  see  through  it  directly. 
Moreover,  it  would  be  all  up  with  me  the 
moment  she  saw  me,  I fear.  Uncle  John 
never  told  her  how  old  I was,  and  I never 
had  but  one  photogi-aph  taken— in  Hong- 
Kong— and  that  was  five  years  ago. 

July  22. — ^Rodick’s  Hotel,  Mount  Desert. 
This  is  a curious  place.  A great  big  tin- 
der-box structure  with  a huge  piazza,  sev- 
eral hundred  rooms,  and  almost  as  many 
young  girls.  The  piazza  is  crowded  with 
them,  and  I hardly  dare  go  out  there. 
When  I do,  I catch  the  eyes  of  so  many 
of  them  that  I feel  I am  blushing  myself. 
I ought  to  be  beyond  blushing,  but  I am 
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not.  I am  afraid  1 am  a very  simple  old 
fellow.  I wonder  whether  Emily  Millison 
is  among  them  ? I don^t  think  so. 

Russell  has  been  to  the  Morleys',  and 
come  back  disgusted.  He  saw  nobody. 
Miss  Morley,  not  expecting  him  so  soon, 
is  away  on  a journey  to  Canada.  This 
comes  of  travelling  through  Europe  with- 
out stopping  to  look  at  the  scenery.  Uncle 
John's  niece  is  there,  and  I am  to  go  and 
see  her  to-morrow. 

Evening, — She  was  pointed  out  to  me 
to-night  driving  by  the  hotel.  She  seems 
to  be  a pretty  girl.  Poor  thing,  how  she 
must  dread  my  arrival!  It  was  absurd 
in  me  to  fall  in  with  Uncle  John’s  precon- 
ceived notion  so  easily  in  New  York.  A 
young  girl  like  her,  really  attractive  too, 
with  probably  half  the  young  fellows  in 
town  at  her  feet.  But  in  this  instance 
common  humanity  dictates  that  Uncle 
John  should  be  thwarted.  I won’t  trou- 
ble her  long. 

July  23. — I have  just  had  a brilliant 
idea.  It  came  to  me  in  my  dream.  Why 
shouldn’t  Russell  be  presented  in  my 
place  ? He  is  complaining  of  nothing  to 
do.  Then  I can  go  with  him— as  Mr. 
Russell — and  watch  how  they  behave.  If 
she  loves  him  she  will,  metaphorically 
speaking,  rush  into  his  arms.  If  she  does 
that,  I will  disclose  myself  at  once. ...  I 
have  just  spoken  to  Russell.  He  seems 
ratlier  pleased  at  the  idea.  But  he  laughs 
at  what  he  terms  my  quixotic  scruples, 
and  says  if  she  doesn’t  care  for  me  she 
will  say  so.  I have  a feeling  she  will  be 
too  modest,  too  shy,  too  submissive.  Rus- 
sell doesn’t  know  Uncle  John.  He  says  I 
don’t  know  American  girls.  I have  al- 
ways noticed  a certain  want  of  ideal  in 
Russell.  He  agrees  with  me,  however,  in 
thinking  that  Uncle  John  was  probably 
mistaken  in  the  warmth  of  her  affections 
toward  me.  Still,  it  is  quite  understood 
between  us  that  if  she  does  rush  into  his 
arms,  he  is  to  hand  her  over  to  me  at  once. 
We  have  timed  our  call  at  dusk,  so  there 
can  be  no  prejudice  of  age  or  faces.  . . . 
This  afternoon  we  went  to  drive.  I never 
saw  so  many  young  people  all  out-doors 
together  at  once.  I wondered  whether 
Miss  Millison  could  be  among  them ; but 
every  maiden  had  a youth  by  her  side, 
and  I could  not  but  hope  the  contrary. 
Even  a youth  would  be  no  despicable  ri- 
val for  an  old  fellow  like  me. 

6 P.  Af. — She  just  passed  through  the  hall 
of  the  hotel.  I hope  she  will  give  me— that 


is,  Russell — a warm  reception  to  - night. 
Ought  she  to  kiss  him  ? No:  that  would 
be  too  much.  The  pressure  of  the  hand, 
the  glance  of  the  eye  shyly  looking  up, 
will  tell  it  all.  Odd,  I don’t  think  that  a 
month  ago  I should  have  minded  her  kiss- 
ing him — except  on  her  account.  ...  I 
have  just  been  to  tea,  and  Russell  is  dress- 
ing. I do  hope  he  will  put  on  a becoming 
coat.  First  impressions  amount  to  some- 
thing even  in  a future  husband  selected 
by  Uncle  John.  I tried  to  drop  Russell  a 
hint  just  now,  but  he  didn’t  seem  to  un- 
derstand. . . . l^e  sun  is  setting,  and  the 
village  street  is  full  of  girls.  It  is  a love- 
ly sight.  Beyond  lies  the  bay  with  moon- 
light accompaniment;  I am  growing  sen- 
timental. At  my  age  it  is  almost  improp- 
er....  I have  just  been  to  hurry  up  Rus- 
sell. He  got  quite  angry  with  me  b^use 
I criticised  his  coat.  I am  sure  I should 
wear  a black  coat  if  I were  going  to  call 
on  my  fiancee  for  the  first  time.  I have 
been  giving  him  a few  points  on  Uncle 
John,  that  he  may  carry  off  the  situation. 

And  if  Uncle  John’s  vagary  should  haply 
prove  well  founded,  we  are  to  pretend 
that  it  was  all  a mistake  taking  him  for  me. 

Here  goes  for  the  tell-tale  blush ! 

10  P.  Af. — It  is  all  over.  I don’t  see  how 
I could  have  been  such  a fool ; I was  sen- 
sible enough  when  I left  Hong- Kong. 

We  called  at  eight,  sent  up  our  cards;  that 
is, I sent  up  Russell’s  and  he  sent  up  mine. 
Emily — Miss  Millison — was  out  on  the  pi- 
azza with  a lanky  youth  called  Tim  Chip- 
man,  who  removed  himself  awkwardly 
from  the  field.  While  Russell  went  for- 
ward, I lurked  behind  one  of  the  pillars, 
with  the  light  well  behind  me,  to  mark  the 
tell-tale  blush.  But  instead  of  blushing 
she  turned  a little  pale,  I thought;  and 
could  not  speak  for  several  seconds,  just 
as  if  it  were  a terrible  moment  which  she 
had  hoped  would  never  arrive.  Finally, 

“ How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Witherspoon?”  said 
she,  almost  with  a tone  of  sarcasm  (my 
name  does  have  a ludicrous  sound  if  you 
dwell  upon  it  too  much),  and  hardly  left 
her  hand  in  his  a second.  And  I will 
swear  that  at  that  moment  Russell  had 
the  heart  to  look  around  at  me  and  grin. 

The  meeting  was  over  so  much  sooner 
than  I expected  that  I had  no  time  to  get 
out  from  behind  the  pillar,  but  stumbled 
about  among  the  chairs  in  the  dark  while 
Russell  was  introducing  me  as  his  friend 
Mr.  Russell,  and  I could  see  that  she  was 
a little  angry  with  me,  even,  because  I was 
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the  friend  of  her  unwelcome  husband  that 
was  to  be.  It  was  easy  to  see  how  she 
hated  him,  though  it  was  quite  dark ; for 
she  hardly  looked  toward  him  once  again, 
but  spoke  pointedly  all  the  evening  to  me. 
I think  Russell  was  much  piqued  that  he 
had  made  so  ineffectual  an  impression, 
but  what  was  his  pique  to  my  disappoint- 
ment— being  an  eye-witness  of  the  horror 
with  which  she  regarfed  the  match  1 So 
I told  Russell,  and  he  got  quite  angry  with 
me,  and  called  her  a silly  little  chit.  I 
wish  she  were!  But  she  is  a sweet,  in- 
telligent woman;  I must  do  Uncle  John 
the  justice  to  admit  it.  Heigho  ! here 
ends  my  day-dream.  I am  off  to-mor- 
row. 

July  24. — Russell  begs  me  to  stay  a few 
days  with  him ; at  least,  until  his  lady-love 
gets  back.  It  is  a lovely  morning,  and  I 
am  half  inclined  to  do  so.  He  insists  that 
I overrated  Miss  Millison’s  coldness  to 
him  last  night,  and  that  she  squeezed  his 
hand  on  parting.  It  is  only  wounded 
amour  propre  that  makes  him  say  this. 
But  he  insists  also  on  going  to  see  her  this 
morning,  and  meantime  I am  going  out 
for  a sail.  I have  just  had  a telegram 
from  Uncle  John,  saying  he  was  coming 
down  to  bring  his  formal  congratulations. 
Replied,  “For  Heaven’s  sake,  don’t  do 
anything  of  the  kind,”  but  the  telegraph 
girl  seemed  to  think  this  was  too  strong, 
so  had  to  send,  “Please  don’t  be  such  a 
fool,”  which  was  ruder,  if  less  profane. 
But  nothing  weaker  would  have  stopped 
Uncle  John. 

1 P.Af. — ^Russell  has  just  returned,  and 
declares  that  she  received  him  perfectly. 
According  to  his  account,  she  talked  as  if 
the  idea  of  marrying  a middle-aged  Hong- 
Kong  merchant  had  grown  with  her  so 
from  early  infancy  as  to  be  part  of  her 
very  being.  One  would  think  that  I, 
John  Witherspoon, aged  eight-and-thirty, 
were  the  Prince  Charming  of  her  fairy 
tales;  that  is,  the  idea  of  me,  temporarily 
incarnated  in  Russell.  Russell  swears 
that  he  kissed  her  hand,  which  I do  not 
believe.  He  would  have  the  audacity  to 
say  that  she  kissed  him  if  he  thought  I 
would  swallow  it.  Still,  he  hiis  almost 
persuaded  me  to  try  it  a few  days  longer. 
He  says  he  is  willing  to  keep  up  the  trav- 
esty if  I am.  I shall  try  to  win  her  es- 
teem as  the  old  friend  of  her  lover. 

July  26. — I am  afraid  the  old  friend 
plan  does  not  work  very  well.  The  mo- 
ment I get  at  all  fatherly  in  my  manner 


she  seems  frightened,  and  looks  to  Russell 
as  if  for  protection.  And  she  has  been 
very  cold  to  me  since,  as  if  there  were 
something  dishonest  or  ungentlemanly 
in  my  advances.  And  when  I called  this 
afternoon  there  was  a youth  calling  there 
too,  and  she  wouldn’t  let  him  go  while  I 
was  there.  His  name  was  Chipman — Tim 
Chipman.  Can  there  be  anything  be- 
tween them,  I wonder  ? Or  is  she  really 
offended  with  my  friendly  advances  ? I 
suppose  I ought  to  remember  that  she 
thinks  I am  Russell,  and  engaged  to  Miss 
Morley,  her  friend.  Can  it  be  that  she 
really  takes  me  for  thirty-one?  I am 
fairly  not  old-looking  for  my  age ; and  she 
is  twenty-one.  Russell  still  thinks  that  I 
am  a great  fool,  and  that  her  heart  is  in 
the  match  with  me;  that  is,  as  she  thinks, 
with  him.  Russell  is  an  ass. 

July  27. — I wish  I could  persuade  my- 
self that  Russell  is  right,  and  that  it  is 
not  all  the  conceit  of  an  advocate.  I have 
a great  mind  to  make  love  to  her  in  ear- 
nest as  Russell.  If  she  really  cares  for 
her  uncle’s  wishes,  she  will  repel  me  with 
more  scorn  than  ever.  Then  all  will  be 
well.  But  if,  in  her  desire  to  escape  from 
such  cut-and-dried  matrimony,  she  grasps 
at  the  first  straw  that  presents  itself — even 
at  me — I shall  know  that  Uncle  John  was, 
as  I suspected  at  Hong-Kong,  little  better 
than  a fool  at  love  affairs,  though  a good 
enough  business  man  in  other  respects. 

Evening, — I have  dressed  myself  as 
young  as  possible,  and  am  going  there 
alone.  Tim  Chipman  is  a nuisance;  he 
was  there  all  the  afternoon.  Boys  of  that 
age  haven’t  any  business  to  be  loafing 
down  here  with  young  women  at  the  sea- 
shore; they  ought  to  have  some  steady  oc- 
cupation. When  I was  Tim  Chipman ’s 
age  I was  sent  to  Hong-Kong. 

Night, — True  to  my  regular  habits,  I 
must  write  in  my  journal  as  usual,  though 
the  events  of  the  evening  verge  on  tragedy. 

I went  there,  and  was  admitted.  I fur- 
nished some  weak  excuse  for  Wither- 
spoon’s absence — ^she  did  not  seem  deeply 
grieved.  This  was  already  a bad  sign,  I 
thought,  as  I sat  down  a little  nearer  to 
her  than  usual.  She  seemed  sad,  and  if  I 
read  her  eyes  aright  by  the  soft  glow  of 
the  lamp,  there  was  a tender  dimness  in 
them  as  of  tears  she  had  not  yet  forgotten. 
Ah,  mine  uncle,  my  kind  old  uncle,  you 
should  not  have  called  your  middle-aged 
nephew  back  home  again  only  to  break 
his  middle-aged  heart! 
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W ell,  well  I how  it  began  I do  not  know. 
There  was  some  talk  of  Hong-Kong  and 
Mount  Desert,  and  of  Uncle  John,  and  of 
artificial  marriages,  and  of  love  and  mis- 
ery, and  of  her  and  me,  and  I thought  she 
was  going  to  cry,  and  I took  her  hand, 
and,  by  Heaven,  I kissed  it.  Oh,  the  art- 
ful, miserable  girl ! the  light,  unfaithful, 
contemptible  coquette  I She  let  me  kiss 
her.  She,  as  she  supposes,  engaged  to  an- 
other man,  and  he  a most  worthy  fellow, 
and  nephew  to  her  uncle  who  has  been 
more  than  a father  to  her;  and  I,  engaged 
to  another  woman,  and  that  woman  her 
dearest  friend  and  hostess,  now  temporarily 
absent,  and  slie  breaks  her  plighted  troth, 
and  the  most  sacred  obligations  of  friend- 
ship, and  the  dearest  wish  of  her  elderly 
uncle's  declining  years,  at  my  first  smile, 
at  the  very  first  advance  of  the  first  mid- 
dle-aged stranger  who  makes  bold  to  kiss 
her!  Ah,  American  girls,  the  half  has  not 
been  told ! Daisy  Miller,  you  are  a mere 
mitigation  of  the  naked  truth ! 

I suppose  the  horror  of  my  expression 
after  that  fatal  salute  must  have  been  ap- 
parent to  her,  for  she  started  back  in 
alarm.  It  is,  of  course,  unusual  for  a man 
who  has  been  shown  the  signal  favor  of  a 
kiss  to  appear  shocked  or  enraged.  But  I 
could  not  conceal  from  lier  all  that  I felt. 
At  the  instant  I had  seen  the  kiss  about 
to  become  a realization  all  my  heart  for 
mockery  had  left  me,  and  I had  dropped 
her  hand  as  carelessly  as  if  it  were  a burn- 
ed-out  match. 

Probably  most  men  look  pleased  when 
a pretty  girl  allows  them  to  kiss  her,  and 
my  bearing  must  have  seemed  eccentric. 
She  drew  back  and  blushed.  She  did  have 
the  grace  to  blush.  And  I was  silent.  At 
one  moment  I was  on  the  point  of  kissing 
her  again;  then,  of  leaving  her  forever. 
It  was  the  latter  course  that  I finally 
adopted.  She,  I presume,  was  awaiting  a 
more  explicit  avowal — waiting  for  me  to 
show  my  treason  to  my  friend,  as  she  had 
proved  her  treason  to  her  troth.  Uncle 
John,  you  built  your  hopes  on  shifting 
sand. 

July  28. — Now  am  I fit  for  stratagem 
and  spoil.  So  far,  I have  always  been  in- 
genuous and  sincere;  but  the  duplicity  of 
this  woman  would  disarm  the  compassion 
of  a pelican.  I won’t  go  away.  Why 
should  I ? I have  no  place  else  to  go  to — 
except  back  to  Hong-Kong.  Some  time, 
I hope,  I may  go  home  to  Hong-Kong, 
but  not  now.  Here  will  I stay  and  see 


this  tragedy  to  its  end.  Russell’s  young 
woman  is  to  arrive  to-morrow ; but  I have 
begged  him  to  take  her  into  the  secret  for 
a day  at  least,  that  I may  see  how  far  this 
woman’s  perversity  may  go.  I am  con- 
vinced that  if  it  had  not  been  that  Russell 
was  presented  to  her  in  the  trying  light 
of  duty,  and  I in  that  of  idle  and  perverse 
amusement,  she  never  would  have  pre- 
ferred me  to  him.  As  it  is,  even  with  an 
elderly  guide  like  myself,  the  wayward 
path  is  the  flowery  one  to  her. 

July  29. — Russell’s  girl  has  returned. 
She  seems  a nice,  true  creature.  Pity  she 
is  not  so  attractive  as  Emily  Millison.  Lit- 
tle she  knows  what  a faithless  friend  she 
has  in  her.  We  have  great  diflBculty  in 
getting  her  to  consent  to  our  plot,  even 
for  a day  or  two,  as  of  course  it  separates 
her  from  Russell,  and  gives  her  to  me  in- 
stead. It  is  remarkable  how  much  she 
cares  for  him — a careless  fellow,  who 
doesn’t  deserve  it. 

Can  Miss  Millison  be  only  flirting? 
Not  that  that  would  be  any  excuse  for 
her;  but  though  I have  left  her  for  Miss 
Morley,  she  seems  to  bear  it  calmly  enough. 
It  ought  to  surprise  her,  after  our  scene  of 
the  other  night. 

July  30. — Russell  is  beginning  to  growl 
at  being  kept  so  long  from  his  sweetheart. 
Some  men  have  no  discrimination.  Now 
if  he  knew  what  a nuisance  it  is  to  be  al- 
ways at  Miss  Morley’s  beck  and  call.  I 
suppose  she  may  be  attractive  to  some 
men,  but  she  is  wholly  lacking  in  intelli- 
gence. 

3 P.  Af. — We  have  been  to  walk.  I have 
a more  terrible  suspicion  still.  Can  it  be 
that  she  is  not  only  doubly  but  trebly 
false  ? We  walked  in  the  woods,  and  sat 
down  in  a damp,  mossy  sort  of  place  at 
the  foot  of  an  oak-tree — I,  of  course,  with 
Miss  Morley,  Russell  with  Emily  Millison. 
I took  advantage  of  Miss  Morley’s  going 
to  sleep  to  walk  around  the  tree  and  see 
what  they  were  doing.  Russell  got  up 
and  left,  and  she  and  I entered  into  con- 
versation. With  fine  irony  I deplored 
her  fate  in  being  married  oflP  by  her  uncle. 
With  irony,  I say,  for  the  line  of  conduct 
she  sees  fit  to  puraue  in  the  premises  makes 
any  commiseration  superfluous.  But  she 
chimed  in,  as  if  she  were  the  enchanted 
princess  in  a fairy  tale,  and  Uncle  John 
the  ogre.  She  hinted  that  my  cai'ess  the 
other  day  was  prompted  by  fatherly  pity 
alone  (I’ll  be  hanged  if  it  was!),  and  that 
it  was  the  rarity  of  kind  treatment  which 
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moved  her  to  tears.  Then  she  went  on 
to  speak  of  old  suitors  and  young  lovers, 
as  if  Tim  Chipman  were  the  man,  after 
all.  Kind  treatment,  indeed ! If  she  ex- 
pects every  man  to  coax  away  her  moods 
with  a kiss,  I hope  it  is  a rarity.  But  I 
fancy  it  won’t  be  long.  I must  warn  Un- 
cle John  against  Chipman.  A boy  with 
no  visible  occupation  at  twenty-three  will 
surely  take  to  vicious  courses  sooner  or 
later.  Why,  I myself — But  then  I was 
younger  at  the  time  of  the  Tavernier  epi- 
sode. When  I went  back  to  the  other 
side  of  the  tree  I found  the  Morley  girl 
awake  again,  and  Russell  with  her.  They 
were  parted  with  some  difficulty,  and  have 
flatly  refused  to  go  on  for  another  day. 

I shall  bring  on  the  catastrophe  to-night. 
Possibly  Mr.  Tim  Chipman  could  do  it  bet- 
ter, but  I will  try.  I must  see  how  far 
that  girl  will  go. 

Midnight, — I have  found  out.  We  have 
been  to  row  in  a boat,  Emily  Millison  and 
I.  I went  around  and  asked  her,  after 
tea,  and  she  accepted  readily,  though,  as 
she  could  not  have  known  that  Russell 
did  not  mean  to  call,  I had  hardly  expect- 
ed it.  We  started  about  sunset;  the  sea 
was  silent,  and  soon  the  moon  came  out, 
large  and  round,  above  the  peak  of  Green 
Mountain.  We  rowed  across  the  bay 
alone,  and  landed  on  Bald  Porcupine,  a 
solitary  rocky  islet  covered  with  small 
flrs.  I was  sorry  that  she  consented  to 
land,  but  it  gave  me  the  brutal  nerve  I 
needed.  It  was  my  part  to  play  the  im- 
passioned lover,  and  I did  so  recklessly 
and  relentlessly.  Even  then  and  there 
she  did  not  shrink.  It  became  horribly 
evident  that  she  was  luring  me  on. 

It  was  terrible.  I began  to  pity  even 
Chipman.  I could  feel  the  cold  sweat  on 
my  forehead.  I forgot  that  she  was  Un- 
cle John’s  niece.  My  irritation — to  use 
no  stronger  term— forced  me  beyond  all 
bounds.  Clasping  her  hand  (the  night 
was  warm  and  light,  the  waves  scarcely 
murmuring  on  the  rocks,  moonlight,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing;  just  such  a night  as 
when  Jessica’s,  or  Lady  Julia’s,  or  all  other 
love  affairs  or  elopements  have  been  car- 
ried out) — clasping  her  hand,  again  I kiss- 
ed it;  and  she  seeming  nothing  loath,  but 
rather  leaning  toward  me  still  more,  I 
swore  to  her  that  I loved  no  one  but  her. 
I told  her  that  I cared  nothing  for  Miss 
Morley ; that  I had  been  engaged  to  her  in 


my  early  youth ; but  that  since  I had  seen 
her,  Emily  (I  called  her  Emily),  the  other 
had  been  naught  to  me.  I told  her  that 
her  betrothal  out  of  hand  to  a man  she 
had  never  seen  could  not  be  binding;  that 
her  Uncle  %Tohn  was  a tyrant — I lied  even 
to  that  extent;  that  I (Russell)  knew  my- 
self (W  itherspoon)  to  be  a profligate.  Even 
that  cowardly,  backbiting  slander  on  the 
man  she  supposed  herself  engaged  to  did 
not  rouse  her  indignation.  Finally,  I 
clasped  her  in  my  arms  and  besought  her 
to  leave  him  and  fly  with  me.  And,  by 
Heaven,  she  said  she  would ! 

Then,  indeed,  I rose,  and  with  a bitter 
laugh  denounced  her.  I dropped  her  hand 
upon  the  bank,  and  told  her  that  I scorned 
her  treasonable  love.  And  she  laughed ! 
She  seemed  without  a vestige  of  a con- 
science, and  my  invective  became  so  strong 
that  at  last  I was  grimly  pleased  to  see 
her  cry.  Finally,  she  cried  so  much  that 
I was  forced  to  soothe  her  a little.  I fear- 
ed she  might  become  hysterical.  She  had 
something  clasped  in  her  hand,  and  was 
weeping  over  it  strangely  and  unnatural- 
ly. I looked  at  it:  it  was  a photograph. 
The  photograph  of  a fourth?  I took  it 
from  her  and  held  it  up  to  the  moonlight. 
It  was  mine.  It  was  one  I had  taken  in 
Hong-Kong  five  years  ago.  Uncle  John 
had  sent  it  to  her  before  ffiy  arrival. 

Emily  was  still  crying,  but  laughing  a 
little  too. 

“How  long  have  you  known  me!”  I 
asked  her. 

“ From  the  first,  of  course,”  she  said, 
“ when  your  friend  Mr.  Russell  was  pre- 
sented as  yourself — ^as  Mr.  Witherspoon,” 
And  the  little  drawl  she  gave  my  name 
recalled  to  me  at  once  her  sarcastic,  offend- 
ed manner  of  receiving  me. 

When  we  got  to  talking  about  practical 
things — that  is,  just  now — I began  to 
blame  her  a little  for  her  deceit.  She  ask- 
ed me  what  I thought  of  mine.  I had  no 
answer  ready  at  the  moment.  So  I told 
her  we  ought  to  write  to  Uncle  John  at 
once.  The  old  fellow  will  be  so  much 
pleased ! 

July  31. — I am  not  going  back  to  Hong- 
Kong.  We  are  to  live  in  New  York.  Tim 
Chipman  is  going  to  Hong-Kong. 

I must  reserve  the  last  page  of  my  jour- 
nal for  some  commissions  I have  to  do  for 
Emily  in  the  city.  So  this  is  the 
END  OF  VOL,  xrv. 
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VI  f HEN  a ci'rtft hi  faniaus  <uiy  ]iai?  pushed  ft»< 
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frir:  bad  tniorri^  pnj(|n>s]pd  ^b&it  not'  be  nvetw  t<>  tW 

tbriy‘"^  far  tlie  © ridvtd  farm  of  ^ be  foimrf  in  .. 
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1 j^iricbed  this  rriti  ueyrr  Ui  >iit'h 

Brigl isIftBaix  we^t  riri;  ^btlislieal  xh\y  brfog;^  eui^h  strol  1 

b>  iS^ldairt  tli^t^  wa,5  still  long  dtso>vt*Xri  st^uio  ;»)U  out- 

disteiiice  awriy^  JluiU.  th^  go  iUere  uEr  tbe^  way/ 
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• Iliri  riV^r  of  peH^n  happlnfrss  vra^s  to  ' 
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risU^iiisliriiritit^  nai^  >«d  gardle^  ;c^f  rob^iH^ 

hritiY)^  yeheiri^tn3.ri,:oE  bli^  i»  to  to  diplyer  ibe 

I fririr  t^iat  tH*^  re^rin^^  rif  thiX  uf  the  ^nm*  old  'b%v?^^^rid  tvw >;lo\V 

idripri  l^tigriagn  would  htulu^y  V ubl  boms,  thhtejjgli  |hw  ^utvfo  ri14  -Liviidotf  ^ 

Urid  errir  iie*^.  Bflsbte " 
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a eomedy  , are  forty  twelve 

by  TR#,  loaJ^AP  it 

■' ; ^ 1Jl^^r: teeter 
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The  Regettf^  Caoal  is  lhc\  hist  link  In  It  ^ 
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Thames,  and  ^ Vk^‘  watiotsL 

eoii-  Th?r#  doings,  at 

of  iiiland 

kipt^igkiihh^ife  Lotjdrdi;  tUid  the  sea.  The  ^ 

Gratvd  Twefiott  C^oak  fel'ougb  yrhieh  iloatlitg  every w Mr;fe'u^ 

tlo^,  all  tlie:  v>f  the;  caiial^  <>f  the: 

phdh;v.<4'’fe'^'--biyi^-^hd  ike'h^iyifie^,-  ' 

fee  W^L  joij^K  fei^;Thdiite:^  at  fe^eiitfo^,  : The 

aad  ^jitenn^  it  het^^W  pass,  aroiw^d  ' ion  'i^  biijula  tip  twrejity  _m 

mbi  • Otron^it  Lmtddti;  and  ^hme  agum  \ bidhe^t  cokuit^; 

itil6  the  Thames -at  Tbe^Re-  a tdArihiiig 

geiifc>Ca)ial  pi^)j^>et  Raddiiig-  Lowdhri  is,  : yei  qiifei 
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— i}mi>u)£K  ^ the  w<yi!)4>  p/a^t*  thM  We  and  all  along 

ioMt  M tUfe  nul^.^^  speaks; 

a)fi  . oUl-  ^loj^^i^ti}^  Jit)  hear- 

AVorW ; wc?  <iOaie  ih  V le  w of  ihg. ' Th^^  tal  1 ie  leg^aph  pote  l^’iiiit  le  sky  • 

Elteiif.  The.  h<^h^;^phli  man- 

wt:^lah  ' j’iiiie  pir^yifpiftk}  Ummi' 

^ tlie  grabs'  a ^ teeiiv 

yoti<l  r ihclolefti  tvco  h^lessiiy  Tiiem 

at  1;Jie  \fe  look  iJtAe  ht^wiiy  loni^  : 

arms  >^f  tte  6U^eiyv  ^^^  the  tiiaiii}-$^ 

mou  imq^hii^*  their  lint^jcn , ttifr  stt’eafe  mx^j^'r'  hW  tht^  v 

^oa^shfe  flc^thig  dOWh-sti^ain,  Bat  it  waiiVlut^  AUrilKMit  hs^ 
jjj  a.U  to  P’l^heh  t9Wfl§»  p^ryaife  ^piiiCfbv  Thrir  hi*;iVUy^ 

are'  startled  Ltm-  as  dt^fhgr  fvf  the  W^hai^  i&t 

dO'a  % W i>ti^  hoU^  of  perehaiai;  W|th^  pW^ple  ail 

•QnW!^ri"i‘'  l^rirk^'A  . Waui:t.:<jr  -'ol  ^.W  lyfWkV:^-^ 
iogrh:ikn^^vhnmes.'^*''\;;Tiie  ■ «OR)^h^ 
uy^nphKi:y:v^  li  lal^&d^hw^ 

.1 «. Fi l^h;^ ^ ;W;f5niai.i;  j vfeiibi^  .41:^  iMck , ;'yaf'tls  ■ -i^ad . -‘>1*.- ' ^tiin 

hoard ^ to  th pr  tjit!:  sinaii  ® 

ai<m^-  tte:Wf^d;  hetvr<i^a  ft  u«d  t|}^'  3^  l^jarU  iieh{a>C  ;t 

kll  the  of  wJiifeh  eotuei^^W  ihiH^yai 

chehriug^  lhytee^^  ier's  edg^c  on  rM  mUin^  .stj|uirnt5ii^  Wya 

n^Wnntkr-^thtv  ‘‘  eijnih,  tryjoif  hr  ihipale  or^  faifiji|^  tl^o^ 

ihn  Bntiah  ((lav^tLH  drow^i  thoiusel  vt’^  Tlreif  'w^.:(^(yi\\^'ui 

In'idge,  khowp'  aiid  Iptle  d*M^^ 

liririge^*  anfl  \VTiv;5h^  TiC  out  entk  at  svhicli  liHrg+‘a  a<'*r  loildh*^ 

tkr  Ih*c4  uf  iijoukev^hi^  ahioaiifOJir;  they  aee  jiUed  n’hh  5jati^  ^ird 

ilie  water  With  lu*(ok,^  lundw^V  hay,^  m 

thoy  haw¥.  broag^lit^  ■fi’tnh:-  ]^ 

hifidinj^  for  fci«^  hmto^th*^W  '^uli)WH4^  iui^‘jtX\  h^^ 

K/*.iwa:l.;'^^^  an'd.v  tx%i  tho 

W.e;-ai'‘y/^^a)l;y\ih'^  ahoui-,-  ■ Irw^fe'hemWtd  at  Biit- 

it  iii  a iihkrsteterisf  ll)?e  lie  tVnd^fv  bote  t)tet  th^  Ai#ht?a 
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\ ■'■  l >f'] 

^ ' '■•  • '1.  ,'“  ’ ■;  ' teuta/^^  . ,Ui..  ai%  ;4'i4pLoed 
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triQiktkiiii  heaps  a:j?ed  M^ud  k* 
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tl)e  Avipd  \viis 

cJriX^ing  dust  ^xid  disease  thfipjc^  b^,  Wll  ; gliiiiJ^es  Qf  brighv 

qiiarkg?^.  vlt.  yms  just  ubwt  tutp:  ^ 

ing  qff  the  1*^  :5^  h^ 

hh>  fibwbri  ^d^iere  the  fe!dee:Bkr^  by tjie  A 

aiCarlJ^Je'^^^dime,,  Some  of  these  rruAuhd^  heUi/and  unc^' fL  Brook^^ 

vvi^rlti  thiaasa^hdi  bC{p^  ^ that  h^ii^ 

Thh>  !Th<>le  i:p?fVop  Ute>  tb  fei ' 

' epkb?actk^^  dplkhhk  dpuht  Pijc^kv’  luMrm^  iii  this  tumipi^t^ 
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u ;maubtkiuu|jj  bl^>hs|te  ufu  wnb wru  ajc^  \vjp»M^  theie  stri^ 

ialJ  briek  hPUd^.  aibf  rev^ihtty 

iril»5^  ;id^  uo  tiuMv  ’ wh  h>()H j»  sutb  lid  d tifls.  We  . 
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fietdt  ttdd  heKt  feyhjd^^  it,  at  t>i>  df  tho^e  4ii|b;  ^ hut 
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^or  Vf wiui^i.  lij^^ry : ^ at ; .ayid  just  ivlieu  we  ^raU' 
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L(art*c»w  Ka'id  liriij^;  thii 

of  }jf)W 

jUs  assuiTiptioift  Ulah  till  aiid  bird^ 
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fe^;  waving:  rusiie^  i^^  fightimm  the  ’wsi- 
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“booked”  in  those  cases  where  the  barge 
is  one  of  a number  owned  by  a company 
or  by  a large  owner;  payment  is  usually 
made  at  the  first  lock  at  either  end  where 
the  barge  is  the  property  of  the  man  man- 
aging it.  The  canal  company  itself  owns 
many  barges. 

Emerging  from  beneath  the  weigh -house, 
the  canal  widens  suddenly  before  us  into  a 
pleasant  sheet  of  water,  dividing  into  two 
branches  at  the  pretty  little  island  just 
ahead.  That  to  the  right  plunges  straight 
into  the  heart  of  Paddington,  carrying  its 
barges  to  the  many  wharves  pushing  out 
all  along,  greedy  for  stone  and  timber  and 
coal  and  hay  and  all  the  material  that  a 
great  city  demands  from  the  country. 
Here  are  barges  from  Maidstone,  and  from 
all  the  ports  on  the  Medway,  tied  up  cheek 
by  jowl  with  monkey-boats  from  War- 
wictehire  and  the  interior  of  the  country. 

This  little  island  at  the  parting  of  the 
waters  has  been  dropped  here  for  our  de- 
lectation. It  has  the  greenest  of  sward, 
the  most  graceful  of  trees.  “There  is  a 
willow  grows  aslant  the  brook” — for  this 
is  surely  a country  brook  here,  and  Ophe- 
lia, “clambering  there  on  the  pendent 
boughs,”  might  have  dropped  herein.  Be- 
hind the  island  a gnissy  point  juts  out, 
holding  a massive  porticoed  house,  and 
from  its  side  springs  the  one  majestic  arch 
of  the  bridge  spanning  the  stream,  under 
the  other  end  of  which  snuggles  a queer 
little  triangular  house.  In  its  wedge- 
shaped  room  sits  an  ancient  clerk,  up  to 
his  eyes  in  papers  and  account-books.  This 
is  the  ofiice  of  the  Regent’s  Canal,  which 
may  be  said  to  begin  here.  From  the 
bridge  the  canal  shoots  straight  and  shin- 
ing to  the  tunnel  under  Maida  Hill,  which 
glimmers  an  evanescent  ellipse  in  the  dis- 
tance, half  solid  stone,  half  .shimmering 
effigy.  On  each  side  the  road  slopes  up- 
ward with  a graceful  rise  to  the  summit 
of  the  hill;  between  it  and  the  water  is 
only  a low  fence,  and  back  of  it  are  plea- 
sant houses  hidden  in  vines  and  gay  vrith 
gardens.  Above  the  precipitous  parapet 
of  the  bridge  over  the  tunnel,  crowned 
with  the  flowers  of  some  vagabond  street 
merchant,  is  massed  a great  army  of  trees, 
whose  skirmishers  are  thrown  out  on  either 
side  toward  us.  A broken  line  of  monkey- 
boats  hugs  the  south  side  of  the  canal,  and 
along  the  tow-path  on  the  other  side  sit  the 
pensive,  persistent  fishermen,  and  a rag- 
ged tramp  is  stretched  in  sleep  in  the  shade 
of  tlie  bank.  They  might  all  be  Italian 


lazzaroni,  so  easy  their  attitude,  so  careless 
their  concern.  Indeed,  the  whole  scene 
calls  up  Venice  to  us  all,  whether  we  see 
it  with  the  setting  sun  sinking  behind,  or 
with  the  dawn  breaking  over  it,  or  the  full 
moon  flooding  it.  It  must  surely  have 
been  of  this  bit  that  Byron  wrote,  “There 
would  be  nothing  to  make  the  canal  of 
Venice  more  poetical  than  this  of  Padding- 
ton were  it  not  for  its  artificial  adjuncts.” 

While  our  eyes  are  delighting  in  tins 
scene,  many  barges  are  slipping  by, 
among  which,  when  Heady  for  a start,  we 
select  the  Alice,  of  Rochester,  the  rather 
for  that  she  bears  that  daintiest  of  names 
than  that  there  is  anything  especially 
attractive  in  the  boat  itself.  She  is  laden 
with  ashes  for  the  brick-makers  down 
on  the  Medway,  and  the  cindery  fluff  cov- 
ers everything,  and  the  grit  makes  its 
way  even  to  the  inmost  recesses  of  our 
lunch  of  weal-and-’am-ers;  but  her  deck 
load  consists  entirely  of  cordage,  pulleys, 
chains,  spars,  sails,  and  a mast,  all  laid 
out  on  deck  when  these  sailing  barges 
leave  the  river  and  pass  into  the  canal. 
There  is  also  a large  boat,  bottom  up,  on 
deck,  and  a small  fluffy  dog  that  seems 
all  over  the  deck  at  once,  except  where  a 
sedate  cat  crouches  motionless  at  the  cabin 
hatchway.  The  rest  of  the  crew  is  made 
up  of  a young  man  and  woman,  evident- 
ly man  and  wife ; he  a quiet,  earnest  young 
fellow,  clad  in  the  canal -man's  careless 
costume ; she  tidily  di-essed  in  simple  stuff, 
a blue  spotted  handkerchief  over  her  head 
— altogether  a compact  and  comfortable  lit- 
tle woman.  The  old  skipi>er,  from  whom 
we  have  received  reluctant  consent  to  step 
on  board,  is  a weather-beaten  mariner, 
whose  grizzled  hair  shows  scantily  below 
his  old  fur  cap,  and  whose  oaken  visage  is 
seamed  with  peevish  wrinkles.  His  trou- 
sers are  stained  and  patched,  his  blue  jer- 
sey— by  no  means  a new  jei^sey — is  faded 
and  ragged,  and  around  his  neck  is  tw'ist- 
ed  a dreadful  rag  of  a handkerchief.  He 
is  very  depressed,  and  takes  gloomy  views 
of  life  in  general,  and  especially  of  his 
part  in  it.  The  management  of  the  canal 
does  not  commend  itself  to  his  judgment, 
and  when  the  barge  gets  aground,  owing 
to  the  lowness  of  the  water — a frequent 
occurrence  in  this  part— he  expresses  him- 
self %vith  voluble  indignation:  “ There  1 
her  .starn’s  all  afloat  now;  it’s  'er  ’ead  as 
’as  got  it;  yer  never  know  ’ow  to  load 
your  barge;  they  never  tells  yer  w'en 
they're  goin’  to  lower  the  water,  nor  no- 
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to  the  edge,  opposite  the  tow-path;  not 
spick  and  span  show  gardens,  but  left  to 
nature’s  cheerful  neglect,  with  light  wire 
fences  between  them,  or  neat  wo^en  pa- 
lings, and  here  and  there  a gay  little  sum- 
mer-house. In  one  garden  a tall  mast  is 
erected,  with  cross-trees  and  cordage, 
“W’ich  they  h’ists  a flag  there,  sir. 
W’en  ? W’ensoever  they  chooses,  sir.” 
Nor  is  the  scene  without  life : cocks  crow 
and  girls  giggle  in  the  gardens ; babies  are 
playing  on  the  little  lawns;  the  inevitable 
boy  grins  through  the  palings  at  us;  an 
absent-minded  maiden  sits  on  an  empty 
soap-box,  with  a long  pole  in  her  hand, 
and  pretends  to  fish.  It  is  a pleasing  pan- 
orama that  is  passing  by;  and  who  would 
believe  this  to  be  London  ? It  is  the 
charmed  ground  of  St.  John’s  Wood,  half 
country  and  half  town,  made  up  of  cozy 
cottages  in  their  own  grounds,  and  of  semi- 
detached villas  in  dainty  gardens.  Here 
dwell  the  artist,  the  literary  man,  the  mu- 
sical people — that  delightful  world  of  well- 
to-do  Bohemianism. 

Now  the  scenery  grows  more  country- 
like;  the  canal  curves  coquettishly,  and 
shoots  into  sudden  nooks  between  banks 
sloping  languidly,  where  lies  the  greenest 
of  grass,  and  where  arched  trees  over- 
hang; its  bosom  mantles  and  sparkles  in 
the  sunlight,  and  darkens  in  dusky  cov- 
erts. We  are,  in  fact,  passing  through 
Regent’s  Park,  and  so  to  the  grounds  of 
the  Zoological  Gardens;  the  quaint  build- 
ings, half  hidden  by  the  foliage,  the  queer 
boxes  and  cages  lying  about  on  the  bank 
above,  in  which  beasts  and  birds  have  been 
brought  from  other  lands,  give  a flavor  of 
these  other  lands  to  the  unfamiliar  scene. 
The  discordant  shrieks  of  the  parrots, 
housed  here  in  hundreds,  drown  the  pip- 
ing of  the  little  wild  birds  in  the  trees; 
there  is  a far  - distant  rumble  of  cab 
wheels:  no  other  sound  comes  to  us,  save 
the  steady  tramp  of  our  sedate  steed  and 
the  musical  plash  of  the  tow-rope  as  it  is 
pulled  taut  with  each  impulse,  and  then 
swishes  against  the  water.  Across  a lit- 
tle bridge  ahead — it  might  be  a scene  on 
the  stage  of  Drury  Lane— passes  a bevy  of 
young  girls  skipping  and  chatting,  swing- 
ing their  picnic  baskets  in  their  hands,  and, 
not  more  graceful  than  they,  the  fawns 
stand  still  under  the  trees  and  gaze  upon 
us  with  unfrightened  eyes.  ‘ ‘ Purty  as  my 
leetle  dawg,  they  arc,”  says  our  grim  skip- 
per. Even  he  is  touched  by  the  tranquil 
beauty  of  the  scene,  albeit  his  admiration 


is  tempered  by  his  depressed  professional 
view  of  everything.  “Pleasant  place 
this,  sir,  w’en  there’s  plenty  o’  water ; but 
w’en  there  ain’t,  and  thaVs  mostly  always, 
it’s  a mis’able  ’ole.  Thank  goodness, 
there’s  lots  to-day,  and  our  troubles  is 
over  for  a bit.” 

Not  entirely  over,  for  at  this  juncture  we 
are  passing  arow  of  the  pervasive  youth  sit- 
ting on  a fence,  ‘ ‘ all  silentand  all  damned, 
our  suspicious  skipper  would  quote  had 
Shelley  been  in  his  line.  Their  silence  is 
portentous  to  me ; and  as  wo  pass — 
only  just  moving,  our  old  horse  thinkings 
only  of  the  oats  in  the  tin  bucket  tied  over 
his  nose,  his  driver  thinking  of  nothings 
at  all  save  how  to  sleep  without  stopping* 
in  his  walk — one  ribald  youth  leaps  down, 
and  by  vehement  gesture  and  alarmed 
tone  induces  the  old  mariner  to  turn  and 
listen : “ I say,  there,  mister,  I say ! if  you 
don’t  take  care  you’ll  be  took  up  and  run 
in  afore  the  beak  for  furious  driving !”  Ho 
turns  toward  usdolefully : “Now, then, you 
gents  of  the  Humane  Society,  why  carn’t 
you  do  something  about  this  sort  o’  thing, 
instead  o’  botherin’  forever  about  dumb 
animiles?”  This  wasthe  position  in  which, 
after  much  cogitation,  he  had  at  last  placed 
the  two  mysterious  strangers,  having  dis- 
missed from  his  mind  as  utterly  unten- 
able his  first  theory  that  we  were  scientific 
parties,  on  discovering  our  gross  ignorance 
of  all  the  phenomena  of  canal  navigation, 
and  his  second  theory — held  for  but  a fleet- 
ing moment — that  we  were  capitalists 
willing  to  purchase  part  of  the  canal  if 
we  found  the  business  warranted  such  in- 
vestment. At  no  period  of  the  voyage 
had  he  held  us  guilty  of  being  addicted  to 
missionary  work, on  the  suspicion  of  which 
we  had  been  reviled  at  frequent  intervals 
from  the  tow-path.  We  now  revealed  to 
him  our  true  calling  on  the  canal.  Never 
shall  I forget  his  despondent  visage  as  he 
shook  his  head  ruefully,  after  rumination  : 
“Ah,  it’s  a fluctooatin’  game,  this  ’ere  lit- 
ery  game;  ye’re  all  up  in  yer  stirrups  one 
day,  and  flat  down  on  the  ground  the  next. 

I can  write  and  cipher,  and  I might  ha^ 
gone  into  the  office  up  our  way;  but,  lor’, 
a office  I I’d  ruther  hev  forty  year  a-bar- 
gin’,  as  I hev  hed.” 

So,  floating  on  our  barge  or  lazing  along 
the  tow-path,  through  as  pleasing  a scene 
in  its  way  as  any  for  which  we  sail  around 
the  world,  we  reach  the  end  of  Regent’s 
Park,  with  Primrose  Hill  rising  on  the 
left— two  places  in  such  close  proximity. 
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on  its  banks,  hanging  over  its  bridges, 
climbing  its  walls.  He  is  drawn  to  it 
from  all  neighboring  parts,  as  ships  are 
fabled  to  be  drawn  toward  the  loadstone 
rock.  It  has  an  irresistible  fascination 
for  him ; above  all,  it  has  the  charm  of  be- 
ing forbidden.  Naturally,  when  a small 
boy  is  forbidden  to  scale  a fence  and  to  go 
near  the  canal,  his  “not  to  reason  why” 
is  but  to  go  and  do  it.  They  are  not 
Good  Boys ; not  nice  clean  boys  with  shiny 
hats,  and  sound  boots,  and  starched  col- 
lars over  their  jaunty  jackets:  that  pre- 
cise and  proper  prig  would  be  splashed 
with  mud  and  water,  his  garments  rent, 
and  he  stoned  away  by  the  Bad  Boy  of  the 
canal.  This  one  never  wore  a collar  nor 
owned  a whole  pair  of  shoes;  sometimes 
he  is  enshrouded  in  a dilapidated  jacket  a 
world  too  big  for  him ; but  he  usually  dis- 
ports himself  in  ragged  shirt  sleeves  and 
but  one  brace,  holding  up  a voluminous 
pair  of  trousers,  the  mending  of  which  has 
been  given  up  by  his  mother  in  despair. 
His  head- covering  is  quite  unique  in  its 
variety  of  shabbiness ; it  serves  less  as  an 
article  of  wearing  apparel  than  as  a mis- 
sile. When  he  hails  you  from  his  perch 
on  the  wall,  “Hi,  mister, chuck  us  up  that 
there  cap,  will  yer?”  you  look  again  at 
thei  abject  skin  of  drowned  dog  lying  on 
the  ground  before  you  obey  his  behest. 
Of  course  I do  obey  and  “chuck”  it  up  to 
him ; and  when  he  calls  to  me,  “Say,  will 
yer  gimme  that  stick  down  there  ?”  I pro- 
ceed at  once  to  wait  on  him.  For  the  Bad 
Boy  has  a baleful  fascination  for  me,  and 
he  knows  it,  and  imposes  on  me.  But  then 
he  also  flatters  me  by  confiding  in  me,  and 
thus  leads  me  to  lend  myself  easily  to  his 
imposition.  After  taking  stock  of  me  in 
many  a shy  sideway  glance,  he  graciously 
permits  me  to  claim  kinship  in  vagabond- 
age. He  displays  with  pride  a large  bot- 
tle full  of  dirty  water,  in  which  gasp  three 
or  four  microscopic  fish,  flabby  and  mori- 
bund. “Them’s  tiddlei*s,  they  is.  Wot  are 
they  good  for  ? Oh,  we  keeps  ’em  a long 
time.”  He’s  a faithful  fisherman,  and  the 
surreptitious  stickleback  and  gratuitous 
gudgeon  afford  him  a fearful  joy;  he  will 
sit  for  hours,  an  envious  crowd  about  him 
looking  on  at  his  efforts,  with  implicit 
faith  that  his  stump  of  a stick,  his  hideous 
bits  of  twine  knotted  together,  and  his  bent 
pin  form  a glorious  sporting  outfit — “a 
sight  to  make  an  old  man  young.”  When 
he  is  not  fishing  he  is  playing  in  the  wa- 
ter, dying  to  bathe  therein,  but  deterred 


by  the  placard  posted  on  every  bridge  and 
wall,  detailing  the  fearful  penalties  of  fine 
and  imprisonment  dealt  out  to  boys  who 
have  b^n  caught  taking  the  forbidden 
bath.  In  default  thereof  he  lies  flat  at 
full  length  on  the  tow-path,  his  head  over 
the  water,  his  hands  paddling  in  it;  or  he 
flounders  about  on  loose  logs,  springing 
ashore  just  in  time  to  save  himself  from 
drowning,  to  the  dismay  of  every  passing 
parent,  to  the  delight  of  every  well-regu- 
lated mind  with  no  responsibility  in  the 
matter.  Or  he  wades  in  up  to  his  thighs, 
his  trousers  tucked  carefully  up  only  to 
his  knees,  dragging  after  him  a pleasure- 
boat  made  of  half  a shingle,  a match  for 
a mast,  a rag  for  a sail — as  grand  to  him 
as  the  Bucentaur  to  the  boy  of  the  Vene- 
tian lagoons.  He  has  a dog  as  depraved 
a vagabond  as  the  boy  himself,  who  con- 
sents to  swim  ceaselessly  with  an  impossi- 
ble lump  of  wood  in  his  mouth,  till  he  is 
soaked  through  and  shivering.  When 
they  are  both  worn  out  they  don’t  go 
home,  of  course,  but  huddle  together  in 
heaps  with  other  boys  and  dogs,  and  play  a 
dreadful  game  with  a knife,  throwing  it 
up  in  the  air  and  watching  its  gleaming 
open  blade  drop  with  breathless  interest. 

We  are  glad  enough  to  get  away  from 
this  region  of  high  walls  and  stuccoed 
gentility,  and  come  into  the  workaday 
world  of  warehouses,  of  saw-mills,  and  of 
foundries.  This  is  Camden  New  Town, 
its  wharves  piled  high  with  timber  and  tiles, 
its  workshops  loud  with  buzzing  saws  and 
with  hammers  on  boiler  plates.  A fleet 
of  black  barges  filled  with  coal  lies  along- 
side the  sheds  of  the  London  and  North 
Western  Railway;  its  great  goods  station 
is  a bustling  place;  its  trains  rattle  over- 
head on  flat  iron  bridges.  All  this  busy 
life  is  a refreshing  change  after  the  long 
lazy  stretch  we  have  sailed  through. 

Now  we  come  to  our  first  lock;  and 
here,  within  a quarter  of  a mile,  are  three 
locks  close  together,  forming  a sort  of 
water  staircase  of  gigantic  dimensions — 
Hampstead  Road  Lock,  Hawley’s  Lock, 
and  Kentisli  Road  Lock — for  the  land  here 
slopes  suddenly  up  toward  the  heights  of 
Hampstead  and  Highgate.  This  region 
leaves  with  us  a vague  remembrance  of 
mingled  locks,  barges,  wharves,  docks. 
The  great  wheels  whirl  about,  chains  rat- 
tle, men  push  the  long  tiller-like  arms,  the 
heavy  iron-bound  sluice-gates  s wingslowly 
to,  the  water  gradually  rises,  and  we  with 
it,  out  from  the  dripping  stonewalls  about 
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making  macaroni,  and  the  vermicular 
stuff  is  hung  out  in  endless  hanks  and 
skeins — is  it  to  bleach  or  to  blacken,  to 
dry  or  to  absorb  damp  in  this  London 
air  ? — just  as  one  may  see  it  on  the  road 
from  Naples  to  Portici.  In  the  midst  of 
all  this  manufacturing  and  selling  and 
making  of  money,  there  is  one  man  de- 
termined to  show  that  he  can  do  nothing: 
he  sits  in  a tiny  summer-house,  and  doesn’t 
even  smoke  his  pipe  nor  read  his  paper. 
The  little  garden  looks  lazy  enough ; there 
are  two  or  three  self-satisfied  trees,  a lot  of 
careless  bushes,  a handful  of  happy  grass. 
The  little  cottage,  with  indolent  pigeons 
cooing  on  its  roof,  seems  contented,  for- 
getful of  business  all  about.  The  whole 
outfit  is  the  oddest,  the  most  delightful, 
most  out-of-place,  but  that  everything  is 
in  place  in  this  strange  voyage.  Indeed, 
we  are  not  surprised  to  come  on  a planta- 
tion of  that  sacred  English  vegetable,  the 
object  of  daily  worship  all  the  year  round 
to  the  Briton.  I refer,  of  course,  to  the 
unutterable  cabbage.  A plot  of  ground 
along  the  bank  has  been  seized  by  the 
market-gardener,  and  the  very  slopes  of 
the  railway  embankment  are  devoted  to 
the  unhallowed  culture. 

For  now  we  are  again  in  the  midst  of 
the  railways.  The  gigantic  goods  station 
of  the  Great  Northern  and  Midland  rail- 
ways encompass  us  all  about.  The  trains 
of  the  latter  roar  over  the  iron  bridges  just 
above  our  ears ; and  before  we  become  fair- 
ly sane  from  the  concussion,  thecanal  itself 
shakes  and  the  barge  trembles  as  a Great 
Northern  train  rushes  through  its  tunnel 
beneath.  The  passenger  station  of  St. 
Pancras  shows  its  tall  towers  away  on  the 
right.  These  are  the  towers  and  that  is 
the  fagade  designed  by  Gilbert  Scott  for 
the  new  Foreign  OflBce  in  Whitehall ; but 
Palmerston,  then  the  pet  and  autocrat  of 
England,  refused  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  the  Gothic  style,  protesting  with  his 
solid  sense  that  it  was  out  of  place  for  a 
public  building  in  this  climate,  where  light 
and  air  are  needed;  and  the  architect  was 
forced  to  pocket  his  plans — with  his  pride 
— and  give  the  Foreign  Office  its  present 
R(;^naissance  front,  utilizing  his  Gothic  de- 
signs later  for  this  station  of  St.  Pancras. 

As  we  sink  down  within  the  lock  the 
scene  itself  seems  to  rise — as  in  the  new 
patent  melodrama — and  the  stage  is  set 
suddenly  anew.  It  is  the  year  61;  the 
Fleete,  a pure  and  sparkling  stream,  flows 
through  this  valley,  crossed  here  by  a sim- 


ple bridge,  called  since  that  day  Battle 
Bridge,  until  it  gave  way  to  the  more  mod- 
ern King’s  Cross.  Along  the  slope  and 
on  the  crest  are  encamped  the  Roman  le- 
gions, ten  thousand  strong,  under  the  pro- 
praetor Suetonius  Paulinus.  Against  them 
is  advancing  the  great  army  of  the  Brit- 
ons, of  two  hundred  and  thirty  thousand 
half-savage  warriors,  under  the  lead  of 
Boadicea,  Queen  of  the  Iceni,  and  of  her 
daughters.  W e seem  to  see  her  heroic  figu  re 
moving  through  the  ranks,  exhorting  them 
to  “conquer  or  die  gloriously”;  we  seem 
to  see  the  long  combat,  the  Romans  in 
phalanx  form  unbroken  by  the  successive 
onslaughts  of  the  Britons;  we  seem  to  see 
the  scythed- wheeled  chariots  mowing 
down  men,  and  the  great  war  elephants 
trampling  them.  The  weapons  which  are 
cast  upon  the  ground  in  the  flight  of  the 
Britons  have  been  dug  up  at  intervals 
ever  since,  the  bones  of  their  eighty  thou- 
sand dead  lie  under  these  streets  and 
shops,  and  even  the  skeleton  of  one  of  the 
Roman  war  elephants  has  been  unearthed 
near  by  us  here. 

We  are  dragged  out  of  the  past  and  out 
of  the  lock  into  the  daylight  of  to-day. 
“Thorley’s  Food  for  Cattle”  stares  us  in 
the  face  from  huge  signs,  and  its  huge 
works  stretch  along  the  canal.  Conti- 
nents of  timber  and  sierras  of  cement 
darken  the  sky;  a basin  widens  out  on 
the  right,  with  its  usual  wharves  and 
warehouses ; it  is  the  Battle  Bridge  ‘ ‘ Wide  ” 
Past  it,  and  past  rows  of  neat  houses,  their 
terraces  giving  on  the  canal,  their  mori- 
bund trees  insisting  on  looking  alive,  un- 
der the  Caledonian  Road  Bridge,  and 
ahead  of  us  rises  a hill,  at  its  foot  the 
open  mouth  of  Islington  Tunnel,  and  we 
haul  up  alongside  the  tow-path,  and  oth- 
er barges  and  monkey-boats  come  up  and 
form  a little  fleet,  all  waiting  for  the  tug 
that  is  to  tow  us  through. 

It  is  tea-time  on  board  the  Alice — tea- 
time  all  through  this  island,  the  hour  in 
which  no  man  — “no,  nor  woman  nei- 
ther”— will  do  any  manner  of  work;  the 
hour  sacred  for  tea.  The  smoke  curls 
cheerfully  up  from  the  cabin  funnels  all 
about  us;  men  stretch  out  on  their  decks; 
pipes  are  lit,  crumpled  newspapers  are 
thumbed,  and  the  canikin  clinks  as  it  is 
passed  from  hand  to  hand  witli  the  smok- 
ing tea.  From  the  cozy  little  cabin  on 
which  we  sit  come  up  fragrant  fumes, 
and  we  are  gratified  by  an  invitation  to 
come  below.  We  go  down  the  steepest 
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It  is  a grade  I never  heard  of ; but  if  he 
had  been  the  admiral  himself  she  could 
not  have  spoken  with  more  pride  of  it, 
nor  with  tenderer  shielding  of  the  old  fel- 
low from  harsh  judgment. 

It  is  five  o’clock : out  of  the  mouth  of 
the  tunnel  come  in  dramatic  procession 
two  monkey-boats  lashed  together,  like 
the  catamarans  of  Brazil,  pushed  by  the 
tug,  which  tows  in  turn  a long  line  of 
barges  behind.  It  is  a queer  sort  of  a 
boat — a very  broad -bottomed  barge,  al- 
most the  width  of  the  tunnel;  from  its 
flat  deck  rises  an  arched  iron  structure 
nearly  filling  the  interior  of  the  vault. 
Within  this  iron  roof  is  the  machinery — 
an  engine  with  a drum  and  cog-wheels, 
over  which  is  wound  the  chain, lying  along 
the  bed  of  the  canal  within  the  tunnel,  by 
which  the  tug  is  dragged  along.  The  line 
of  the  tunnel  is  perfectly  straight,  2910 
feet  in  length,  19  feet  6 inches  high,  17  feet 
6 inches  wide,  and  is  cut  through  the  blue, 
the  genuine  London  clay.  It  is  a grew- 
some  place  to  enter,  and  our  voyage  over 
this  “sunless  sea,”  although  lasting  less 
than  half  an  hour,  does  not  tempt  us  to  re- 
peat it  frequently.  As  we  become  sub- 
merged in  the  opaque  blackness,  we  see 
through  the  opening  behind  all  objects — 
the  banks,  the  trees,  the  boys  fishing — in 
singularly  distinct  outlines,  but  without  a 
trace  of  color,  as  in  a photograph ; these 
fade  slowly  away,  the  smoke  floats  back 
and  blots  out  the  opening,  giving  it  all 
the  seeming  of  the  setting  sun  in  a Febru- 
ary Now  we  are  surrounded  by  night 

and  silence,  broken  only  by  the  blasphe- 
mous bargees  singing  snatches  of  Moody 
and  Sankey  hymns,  and  filling  the  vault 
with  not  unmusical  ribaldry.  The  air  we 
breathe  is  almost  as  poisonous  as  the  de- 
lectable compound  called  by  that  name 
provided  for  the  passengei*s  by  the  under- 
ground railway.  There  was  an  early  ex- 
plorer of  this  subterranean  river  whose 
vivid  imagination  led  him  to  write  as  fol- 
lows: “The  passage  by  steam-tug  has  a 
truly  Tartarean  iispect:  the  smoke,  fire, 
noise  of  the  engine,  the  black  gloom  of  the 
arch,  the  blackness  of  the  water,  the  crash- 
ing of  the  barges  against  the  sides  of  the 
tunnel,  the  lurid  light  gleaming  at  each 
extremity,  form  an  aggregate  of  inferna- 
lia” — which  is  quite  fine. 

We  are  passing,  liere  and  there,  streaks 
of  water  trickling  down  the  vault  in  a 
ghastly  sort  of  fashion ; they  come  from 
the  New  River,  which  passes  over  the 


tunnel  just  under  the  crest  of  the  hill. 
We  follow  it  in  thought  to  where,  a little 
further  down  the  Islington  slope,  it  forms 
its  reservoir,  the  New  River  Head,  which 
furnishes  more  than  a quarter  of  the  whole 
London  water  supply. 

The  glorious  summer  sun  sparkles  on  the 
water  and  a brisk  breeze  dimples  it  as  art- 
ist and  writer  climb  down  to  the  tow-path 
the  next  day,  and  in  a moment  we  are 
hundreds  of  miles  away  from  London — 
from  its  bustle  and  its  business,  from  its 
splendor  and  its  squalor,  from  its  streets, 
all  full  of  poetry  to  me,  as  Fleet  Street  was 
to  Dr.  Johnson,  but  which  are  to  so  many, 
as  to  the  young De  Quincey,  only  “stony- 
hearted step-mothers.”  A row  of  eccle- 
siastical liouses  with  pointed  windows  and 
brick  battlements  looks  down  on  the  canal ; 
their  gardens  slo^^e  to  the  grassy  banks, 
stalwart  trees  hang  over,  and  at  the  end  of 
the  vista  shines  the  white  arch  of  the  tun- 
nel— a broken  circle  half  full  of  water — 
about  its  black  mouth.  Perfect  silence 
has  possession  of  the  place.  Even  the 
glimpse  of  activity  seen  through  the  grace- 
ful arch  of  the  bridge  beyond  is  not  intru- 
sive, and  when  we  have  passed  under  it,  and 
look  down  the  City  Road  Basin,  with  its 
wharves  and  carts, its  puffing  steam-barges, 
its  smoking  chimneys,  the  town  dimly  seen 
behind  it  all  seems  far  away,  and  does  not 
trouble  us.  The  little  house  of  the  lock- 
keeper  at  the  City  Road  Lock  is  picturesque- 
ly placed  on  the  summit  of  the  slope,  wedged 
in  against  the  wall,  for  our  pleasure.  In- 
deed, all  the  lock-keepers’  houses  that  we 
pass  are  in  harmony  with  the  strange  scene, 
and  not  like  any  other  houses.  They  are 
usually  but  one  story  high,  thin  as  a lath 
and  but  little  longer,  all  doors  and  win- 
dows; the  narrow  roof  holds  up  half  a 
dozen  chimneys  of  red  brick,  with  great 
red  chimney-pots  all  in  a row.  In  this 
queer  construction  everything  is  compact, 
clean,  cheerful:  there  is  a little  fire  in 
the  little  kitchen;  a contented  woman  is 
ironing  at  the  little  table;  in  the  little 
sitting-room  beyond  a modest  meal  is  set 
out  awaiting  the  leisure  of  the  lock-keep- 
er, and  the  two  or  three  little  bedrooms 
beyond  are  as  cozy  as  those  of  a yacht. 
There  is  a day  and  anight  man  to  each  lock, 
each  one  on  duty  from  six  to  six  of  the 
clock,  always  ready  to  open  and  shut  the 
gates,  and  to  “do  the  paddles.” 

Our  barge  this  morning  is  large  and 
massive,  its  deck  entirely  unencumbered, 
its  dead  level  broken  only  by  the  tiller, 
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Victoria  Park,  and  while  Old  Ford  Lock 
holds  our  barge  we  shall  have  time  to 
take  a look  about.  I am  at  once  irresisti- 
bly reminded  of  the  Buttes  Chaumout  of 
Paris ; not  indeed  by  any  likeness  in  the  lay 
of  the  land,  but  by  the  situation  of  both  in 
their  respective  cities,  and  by  the  class  of 
l)eoplc  for  wliich  each  is  planned.  They 
are  both  reclaimed  from  wild  lands  lying 
in  the  northeast  of  each  city ; both  intend- 
ed as  play -grounds  for  the  working  people 
and  tlie  poor  population  all  about  them. 
Victoria  Park  lies  near  the  low  commer- 
cial quarter  of  Whitechapel,  adjacent  to 
the  manufacturing  districts  of  Bethnal 
Green  and  of  Spitaldelds,  the  latter  filled 
with  families  who  have  been  weaving  silk 
ever  since  their  Huguenot  fathers  settled 
here,  fleeing  from  Catholic  pei^secution 
after  the  revocation  of  the  Edict  of  Nantes. 
The  park  covers  about  three  hundred 
acres,  the  ground  admirably  laid  out,  and 
almost  perfect  in  the  disposition  of  its  trees, 
its  flower  beds,  its  long  lines  of  rose  bush- 
es, its  graceful  sheets  of  water.  It  is  kept 
as  clean  as  a conservatory.  Beyond  are 
acres  of  woods,  of  open  fields,  of  generous 
spaces— real  country — all  enslirouded  in 
the  delicate  haze  which  makes  the  English 
landscape  so  lovable,  sof  tening  the  hardness 
of  outline, concealing  defects, harmonizing 
all  harshness.  The  park  and  its  surround- 
ings are  in  marked  contrast  to  Regent's 
Park,  through  which  we  passed  yesterday. 
These  little  gardens  back  of  the  houses  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  canal  are  mostly 
utilized  as  clothes-drying  grounds, and  are 
unkempt  and  unshorn,  while  at  the  West 
End  we  saw  nature  with  her  hair  combed 
and  curled.  Here  are  old  wooden  pa- 
lings, there  were  trim  iron  fences;  here 
we  find  ducks  in  the  water,  there  swans 
swam.  The  well-dressed  idlers  of  all  the 
week  round,  the  tidy  nuraes  and  proper 
children,  of  Regent’s  Park  have  given  way 
to  the  smallest  of  ragged  girls  taking  care 
of  the  biggest  of  babies,  to  the  shabby  stu- 
dent on  a bench  with  liis  book— an  engi- 
neer out  of  a place,  perhaps— and  to  the 
workman  getting  sober  after  his  usual 
'^blue  Monday*';  while  on  Sundays  all 
the  toilers— men,  women,  and  children — 
of  these  crowded  quarters  fill  the  park 
with  an  orderly  and  well-behaved  throng. 

We  come  back  to  our  barge  past  a row 
of  veritable  Chicago  houses,  along  the 
bank  of  Sir  George  Duckett's  canal — a long 
and  lonely  stretch  of  water,  reaching  up 
to  Stratford  Marsh  and  Wanstead,  there 
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making  connection  with  the  river  Lea 
navigation  and  Bow  Creek,to  the  Thames. 
No  barge  is  visible  anywhere  upon  it;  its 
long  vista  is  broken  only  by  a bridge  and 
a few  far-distant  masts ; its  l^ks  are  bush- 
grown,  its  tow-path  desolate. 

It  is  here,  at  Old  Ford  Lock,  that  the 
projected  railway  will  leave  the  canal, 
and  here  I may  as  well  make  a show  of  In- 
formation. This  project  has  long  been  in 
contemplation,  but  it  was  only  in  the  ses- 
sion of  Parliament  of  1882  that  the  bill 
finally  passed.  The  railway  is  intended 
to  run  along  the  bank  of  the  canal  from 
Paddington,  the  Great  Western  teimiinus, 
tapping  each  railway  which  entei*s  London 
on  the  north,  and  leaving  the  canal  at  its 
junction  here  with  the  Hertford  Union 
Canal,  at  the  southeast  corner  of  Victoria 
Park,  to  go  direct  to  Victoria  and  Albert 
Docks  at  Plaistow,  on  the  river  opposite 
Woolwich.  It  is  designed  to  take  the  im- 
mense freight  traffic  from  all  these  railways 
to  the  great  ocean  steamers  at  these  docks. 
Of  coals  alone  750,000  tons  are  brought 
annually  from  South  Wales  to  Brentford, 
and  there  barged  for  going  down  the  riv- 
er to  the  steamers,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
coal  brought  by  the  Midland  and  other 
lines.  In  addition  to  this  coal  traffic, 
there  is  the  immense  amount  of  freight, 
yearly  increasing  in  amount,  going  to 
these  great  steamers,  yearly  increasing  in 
size;  all  this  and  all  the  return  freight  can 
be  sent  on  these  new  rails  direct  to  its  des- 
tination without  transshipment.  Even 
now  on  the  canal,  let  alone  the  river,  near- 
ly one  hundred  boats  and  barges  a day, 
nearly  thirty  thousand  a year,  pass  be- 
tween Limehouse  Basin  and  the  Old  Ford 
Lock;  nearly  a million  and  a half  tons  of 
goods  are  carried  every  year  upon  it. 
Then  there  will  be  a large  passenger  traf- 
fic, it  is  believed,  a great  part  of  it  from 
districts  in  the  north  of  London  not  yet 
opened  by  a railway.  To  bring  this  traffic 
to  the  city  a branch  is  to  run  south  to 
Barbican;  and  those  of  my  readers  who 
have  seen  the  masses  of  men  pouring  out 
of  every  city  station  from  under-ground 
and  suburban  railways  of  a morning,  and 
in  again  at  night,  will  own  that  new  ways 
of  transit  are  needed. 

The  bill  ordains  that  the  canal  shall  be 
kept  forty  feet  in  width,  its  wharves  and 
landing-places  all  retained ; its  sides,  more- 
over, are  to  be  cut  straight  up  and  down, 
instead  of  shelving  toward  the  middle  of 
its  bed  as  now.  The  railway  company  is 
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to  pay  £1,170,000  for  the  canal;  thus  find- 
ing on  its  banks  a road-bed  almost  ready- 
made ; there  will  be  no  severances  to  cut, 
no  right  of  way  to  fight  for.  They  will 
have  to  buy  nearly  nine  hundred  houses, 
and  to  widen  several  streets.  Those  who 
come  to  the  banks  of  the  canal  to  sketch 
and  stroll  and  enjoy  the  pittance  of  peace 
and  of  beauty  left  to  them  amid  the  city's 
ugliness  and  noise  feel  deeply  the  loss 
which  is  threatened  them,  and  protest — 
albeit  unlistened  to  by  promoters  and  pro- 
jectors— against  the  threatened  inroad  of 
iron  rails,  signal-boxes,  steam- whistles, 
rattling  trains,  and  all  that  Modern  Im- 
provement means. 

We  come  back  to  our  barge  weary  and 
warm  with  our  walk,  and  our  skipper 
kindly  conducts  us  to  ‘Hhe  best  public 
thereabouts,”  where  he  is  gratified  with 
“three  penn’orth  of  Irish  cold,”  and  we 
confidingly  demand  lemon  squashes — 
which  is  English  for  lemonade.  But  the 
“Royal  Cricketers”  contains  no  lemon, 
and  we  are  fain  to  put  up  with  the  “re- 
fresliment” — so  called  by  the  ironical  bar- 
maid— of  tepid  soda-water.  Once  again 
embarked,  we  pass  for  nearly  two  miles 
through  a strange  scene.  In  the  twilight 
which  has  gathered  down  about  us,  com- 
mon things,  seen  from  this  unaccustomed 
side,  take  on  unknown  aspects:  walls  and 
chimneys  loom  mysteriously  all  around 
us;  the  latticed  sides  of  the  warehouses 
for  drying  whiting  give  them  the  air  of 
mere  skeletons  of  buildings;  blank  walls 
frown  on  us  as  we  pass  under  them;  the 
sullen  arches  of  the  bridges  await  our 
corning  to  swallow  us;  iron  cranes,  like 
skeleton  hands,  seem  to  start  out  and 
clutch  at  us  as  we  pass.  The  smoky  air 
gives  weird  effects:  the  long  low  sheds  of 
the  Great  Eastern  goods  station  seem  to 
stretch  to  the  horizon;  from  their  upper 
windows  ropea  dangle  in  the  air  or  chains 
rattle  mournfully,  as  if  they  were  build- 
ings made  ready  for  the  grim  work  of 
the  San  Francisco  Vigilance  Committee. 
There  are  vast  spaces  stretching  out  on 
either  hand,  dusky  distances  far  ahead. 
A strange  sense  of  desolation  takes  hold 
of  us ; we  seem  isolated  from  our  fellow- 
beings,  far  distant  from  all  haunts  of  men, 
floating  forever  on  this  strange  stream  to 
an  unknown  sea.  It  is  a scene  for  Gus- 
tave Core’s  pencil.  Amid  all  its  strange- 
ness there  comes  toward  us  a barge,  dead 
black  fix>m  stem  to  stern,  no  horse  pulling 
it,  no  rower  visible;  it  comes  on  swift,  si- 


lent, sullen,  “a  blot  upon  the  stream,” 
like  Elaine’s 

“ barge, 

Faird  all  its  length  in  blackest  samite.'’ 

The  ghostly  vision  passes,  and  is  resolved 
into  a steam  monkey-boat,  well  laden,  its 
tarpaulin  stretched  taut,  its  screw  merrily 
whirling,  its  little  engine  gasping.  It  is 
the  Fidgety  and  it  belongs  to  a “ Limited 
Liability  Company”  I 

There  are  other  signs  of  life  which 
bring  us  back  to  reality.  Here  is  Tom- 
lin’s boat-building  yard  on  the  bank,  with 
its  long  sheds  full  of  barges  in  every  stage 
of  repair,  on  which  men  are  pounding. 
Back  of  it  is  a large  brick  school,  its  play- 
ground alive  and  jubilant  with  boys. 
Model  lodging-houses  and  Industrial 
Dwellings  shoulder  up  against  the  dim 
sky,  huge  as  the  adobe  pueblos  of  the 
Zuni  Indians.  We  pass  under  Trick-folly 
Bridge ; and  to  our  casual  and  meek  inter- 
rogatory as  to  its  name  our  skipper  replies, 
regretfully  scornful  of  such  ignorance: 
“ Wy,  wot  else  would  ypu  call  it  ? That’s 
its  name.”  We  do  not  ask  him  why  an- 
other is  called  Gunmaker's  Bridge,  nor 
what  poetic  vestryman  gave  tlie  name  of 
Longfellow  Road  to  that  shabby  street 
facing  us,  nor  how  “The  Hamlet  of  Mile 
End  Old  Town”  came  by  its  name.  But 
when  Ben  Jenson’s  Bridge — one  fittingly 
homely  and  aggressive  arch— faces  us,  car- 
rying the  Ben  Jonson  Road  over  the  ca- 
nal, and  we  are  in  Jonson ’s  Lock,  and  see, 
towering  to  the  heavens,  the  walls  of  the 
Ben  Jonson  Board  School,  the  hugest  for- 
tress against  the  battalions  of  ignorance  in 
all  London,  I venture  to  wonder  timidly 
how  the  old  worthy’s  memory  came  to  be 
perpetuated  in  this  quarter.  ''I  s’pose 
there’s  been  a public -’ouse  ’ere  o’  that 
name,  and  thafs  ’ow  they  gets  called  so,” 
says  our  oracle  from  the  heights  of  supe- 
rior knowledge — ^by  whiskey  raised  to  that 
bad  eminence. 

We  are  passing  through  the  parish  of 
Stepney,  and  everything  becomes  more 
nautical.  We  meet  many  large  sailing 
barges,  their  masts  and  sprits  showing 
picturesquely,  their  brown  sails  triced  up 
against  them.  This  is  the  parisli  to  which 
all  children  born  at  sea  are  accredited, 
and  it  would  seem  that  ancient  mariners 
nearly  done  with  their  voyage  of  life  have 
put  into  final  port  and  anchored  along 
this  shore.  Here  one  smokes  peacefully 
in  what  he  evidently  considers  a princely 
pleasure-ground : to  me  it  has  the  air  of  a 
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very  diminutive  cemetery  for  cats,  cover- 
ed with  dying  grass,  containing  a ghost  or 
two  of  a tree  and  the  shaking  skeleton  of  a 
summer-house.  Here  some  retii'ed  ship- 
carpenter  hi»  decreed  himself  a lordly 
pleasure-house  in  the  shape  of  a wind- 
mill. On  its  roof  pigeons  gurgle  and  tum- 
ble; above  them  its  arms  whirl  briskly; 
and  over  all  a weather-vane  twirls  in  the 
guise  of  a man  fishing,  with  complete  rod 
and  tackle  and  a fish  as  big  as  he — ^all  in 
the  shiniest  of  tin.  “On’y  a bit  of  ’is 
’obby,”  explains  our  skipper,  solicitously 
lenient  now,  lest  he  has  been  too  severe 
with  our  ignorance.  Most  memorable  of 
all  the  sights  of  this  afternoon  is  a row  of 
delightful  little  cottages,  with  queer  roofs, 
convoluted  tiles,  and  odd  windows.  The 
tiny  gardens  are  filled  with  dahlias  and 
hollyhocks  and  sunflowers,  which  climb 
over  the  bijou  bowers  of  bliss  built  on  the 
waters  edge;  they  are  painted  green  and 
white,  with  latticed  fronts  of  lively  pat- 
terns. In  them  sit  weather-beaten  men, 
smoking  forever,  and  aged  women  lean 
over  the  wooden  palings  and  forget  their 
woes.  This  is  surely  Holland. 

And  now  we  have  a glimpse  ahead,  un- 
der the  Great  Eastern  Railway  Bridge, 
hung  high  over  the  canal,  of  masts  and 
yards  and  pennants  beyond;  and  at  the 
thoughts  of  the  river  there,  leading  to  the 
sea  and  out  to  the  vast  unknown  waters 
into  which  all  these  vessels  sail,  our  hearts 
beat  high,  as  once  those  of  old  sea-dogs  at 
the  sight  of  the  enemy’s  topsails  off  the 
Spanish  Main.  Our  last  view  of  the  canal 
gives  the  impression  of  a great  wreck 
washed  up  by  the  river:  there  are  broken 
boats,  smashed  wheels,  crippled  carts,  old 
barrels,  a wild  whirl  of  lumber,  and  in 
the  midst,  on  a little  knoll,  droops  a de- 
spondent tree,  hanging  its  head  all  alone 
— truly  a weeping-willow.  At  last,  with 
a gentle  curve  between  two  grassy  banks, 
albeit  worn  and  patched,  under  the  two 
railway  arches  and  through  our  last  lock, 
we  glide  into  Limehouse  Basin. 

At  once  we  are  in  another  world,  half 
sea,  half  land.  Vast  stone  quays  and  jet- 
ties surround  a water  area  of  about  ten 
acres,  and  on  the  quays  and  in  the  water 
is  a busy  scene.  Men  and  machinery  are 
at  work  loading  and  unloading  vessels  of 
every  build  and  every  rig,  lying  alongside 
the  jetties  or  in  the  basin,  beleaguer^  by 
barges.  There  are  sloops  and  schooners 
and  brigfs,  paddle-wheel  steamers  and  screw 
colliera,  bluflf- bowed  Dutch  boats,  sharp 


and  shapely  coasters,  some  low  in  the  water 
with  their  heavy  cargoes,  some  high  out, 
already  unladen.  Moored  together  in 
neighborly  way  is  tlfe  Ulrika  Wardo^  with 
pine  from  Norway,  and  the  Carolina^  with 
ice  from  Boston ; and  queer  foreign  names 
are  painted  on  the  sterns  of  vessels  from 
every  foreign  port.  The  huge  rudders  of 
the  barges  take  up  as  much  space  as  their 
vessels.  On  one  side  men  are  piling  tim- 
ber; on  another  they  are  screening  coals; 
on  another  they  are  breaking  into  small 
bits  and  redressing  gray  granite  from  Ab- 
erdeen and  blue  granite  from  Guernsey, 
which  comes  rough-dressed  for  building 
and  for  paving.  Here  are  mounds  of 
small  stones  and  sand  dredged  from  the 
bottom  of  the  Thames,  to  be  sifted  and 
used  for  concrete;  here  are  heaps  of  lime 
and  cement;  here  under  sheds  is  the  mad- 
dest medley  of  old  iron  ever  seen — iron 
pots  and  pans,  hoops  and  horseshoes,  bars 
and  bolts,  rails  and  railings,  tubing,  rings, 
nuts,  screws,  nails,  hooks,  all  the  queer 
scraps  ever  dreamed  of,  all  that  can  be 
bought  all  over  London  by  perambula- 
ting “old  rag  and  bottle  men.”  It  is 
brought  here  in  great  vans,  piled  with  that 
brought  up  from  the  Medway  by  barge, 
weighed  and  shipped  to  Hartlepool,  Sun- 
derland, New’castle,  and  there  born  again 
into  useful  iron  things. 

We  have  come  to  the  river-front  of  the 
basin,  where  we  stand  on  its  massive  stone 
walls,  looking  down  at  the  two  great  locks 
which  give  entrance  from  the  river,  the 
one  for  barges  up  to  seventy-nine  feet  in 
length,  the  other  for  ships  up  to  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  feet.  On  our  left  are  the 
quaint  brick  houses,  with  low  roofs  and 
queerly  curved  tiles,  of  Limehouse ; over 
them  looms  largfe  the  gratuitously  ugly 
steeple  of  the  parish  church,  the  whole 
mass  a stone  hash  of  Greek  architecture 
spiced  with  lumps  of  all  schools  and  all 
times.  Within  it  are  many  mural  monu- 
ments, and  all  about  in  its  roomy  grave- 
yard the  stone  slabs  in  memory  of  the  host 
of  “captains”  who  seek  this  as  their  favor- 
ite burial-place.  Out  beyond  we  look  over 
Limehouse  Reach,  in  which  float  always 
for  us  a busy  fleet  of  historic  craft,  from 
the  state  barge  of  Queen  Elizabeth  sailing 
down  to  Deptford  Creek,  wherein  Sir  Fran- 
cis Drake  has  moored  his  three-hundred- 
ton  Oolden  Hind  — the  news  has  got 
about  that  “ Franky  Drake  has  come  back 
from  the  Indies,”  and  all  London  is  flock- 
ing to  see  the  little  circumnavigating  ves- 
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sel,  and  the  Queen  is  going  down  to  dine 
with  him  to-day— down  to  the  filthy  and 
furtive  boat  rowed  by  Lizzie  Hexam,  in  the 
stern  of  which  sits  her  father  on  the  look- 
out for  his  prey.  This  reach  is  always 
alive  for  us  with  such  shadowy  sailors. 
Beyond  it  stretches  the  Isle  of  Dogs,  fa- 
mous for  its  great  India  docks,  and  for  the 
bother  its  name  has  given  to  the  searchers 
for  derivations. 

We  look  across  the  river,  alive  with  its 
many  craft,  to  a sloping  bank  of  mud,  the 
tide  being  out,  on  which  lie  barges  strand- 
ed sideways  and  in  every  contortion,  as  if 
they  were  marine  monsters  that  had  been 
having  fits.  Above  them  are  moi*e  stone 
quays,  and  the  enti*ance  of  the  Surrey 
Commercial  Docks;  above  these  the  walls 
of  warehouses,  and  great  sheds  all  roof ; 
and  behind  all,  the  myriad  masts  of  the 
vessels  in  the  docks.  If  you  will  take  a 
wherry  or  a Thames  steamboat  with  me 
here  I will  pilot  you  across  to  Surrey,  as 
you  think;  but  you  shall  find  that  for 
twopence  and  at  slight  fatigue  you  have 
made  the  voyage  to  Norway  and  Sweden. 
There  is  nothing  that  speaks  of  London 
over  here;  the  gigantic  basins  bear  no 
characteristic  English  names.  Hei*e  is 
Lavender  Pond  and  Acorn  Pond,  Cana- 
da Dock,  Russian  Dock,  Lady  Dock. 
These  are  filled  with  strange  craft,  bear- 
ing old  Norse  names,  which  have  brought 
sweet-smelling  timber  from  the  pine-clad 
North,  The  pervasive  odor  of  tar  titillates 
our  nostrils,  and  with  it  we  are  wafted 
far  away  with  the  Norsemen  on  a voyage 
of  exploration.  They  are  all  about  us 
here,  queer  of  costume  and  strange  of 
speech ; on  the  clean  white  or  blue  b^ms 


of  their  flannel  shirts  you  may  try  to  read 
the  unknown  names  of  their  vessels. 
Here  they  are  sitting,  and  swigging  some 
fiery  foreign  x>otion  poured  from  oddly 
shaped  flagons;  they  sit  on  wooden  bench- 
es, at  a wooden  table,  unpainted  and  mirac- 
ulously clean,  in  a little  space  cut  ofif  from 
the  sidewalk  at  the  side  of  the  public- 
house.  When  did  we  land  in  Christiania 
or  in  Stockholm  ? We  are  quite  sure  that 
we  are  there  when  we  come  to  the  small 
shops  a little  further  on, and  see  their  Scan- 
dinavian signs, and  when, opposite  Swed- 
ish Yard,”  we  stop  and  look  upon  a lov- 
able little  two-story  house,  green  with 
vines,  from  out  of  which  shine  the  little 
panes  bright  with  cleaning,  as  one  sees 
them  over  there.  The  grotto  in  the  front 
garden  and  the  bushes  trained  to  queer 
shapes  are  all  foreign,  and  even  when  we 
reach  Deptford  and  the  Rotherliithe  Roads 
we  find  that  the  common  houses  have  suf- 
fered a sea-change;  in  Ram’s  Fort  Ter- 
race— we  are  not  surprised  by  the  singular 
name — there  is  a row  of  little  brick  dwell- 
ings, with  polished  '^stoops”  and  super- 
naturally  spotless  windows,  that  takes  us 
back  to  old  Amsterdam,  or,  better  yet,  to 
the  young  New  York  of  our  boyhood. 
From  these  docks  and  from  the  river,  all 
through  this  charmed  region,  the  Grand 
Surrey  Canal  cuts  its  straight  course,  soon 
ending  ignominiously  in  Camberwell  and 
Peckham.  I do  not  know  what  it  is  do- 
ing down  there,  nor  why  it  exists,  but  1 
know  that  1 do  not  intend  to  follow  it  into 
those  commonplace  suburbs.  That  I will 
leave  to  the  Londoner  who  has  not  before 
suspected  that  he  can  make  this  journey 
through  London  by  canal.” 


CONSTANCE  ROYAL. 


IT  was  a sad  fact.  The  Reverend  Ed- 
ward Royal  did  not  believe  one  word 
of  the  doctrine  he  expounded.  Besides 
this  originality  in  a clergyman  he  pos- 
sessed the  further  distinctions  of  a private 
fortune,  and  a lovely,  high-bred  wife,  as 
good  as,  or  better  than,  she  w^as  beautiful. 

Such  were  the  exceptional  influences 
which  combined  to  create  Miss  Constance 
Royal.  Her  father  continued  to  preach 
the  doctrine  which  he  had  disbelieved  for 
years,  from  force  of  habit,  and  because  he 
would  have  been  ashamed  to  tell  his  wife 
that  he  was  a fraud  and  a coward — as  if 


loving  wives  of  even  average  intelligence 
are  ever  deceived,  unless  they  cheerfully 
concur  in  the  process.  Mrs.  Royal  con- 
curred to  the  extent  of  silence.  Her  ex- 
istence became  a hidden  wound,  sensitive 
to  every  touch.  She  found  rest  from  com- 
plicated thoughts  only  in  her  child's  pro- 
phetic eyes,  clear  and  dark  as  the  wells, 
where  Truth  lies  concealed  from  all  but 
her  votaries. 

It  is  not  what  we  do,  but  what  we  are, 
which  affects  our  children,  and  their  in- 
tuition, when  we  see  its  effects  on  tlieir 
growth  of  character,  seems  strange  to  us. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


CONSTANCE  ROYAL. 


877 


Constance  grew  up  doubting  human  sin- 
cerity, and  arraying  her  soul  in  defiant 
truthfulness  against  her  kind.  She  was 
truthful  to  all,  and  she  had  faith  in  none, 
not  even  her  mother,  nor  her  friend  Eva 
Douglass. 

Eva's  brother  was  a surgeon.  He  was 
unfortunate  enough  to  lose  a distinguished 
patient  through  a hazardous  operation. 
The  patient's  widow  exonerated  Dr.  Doug- 
lass from  every  shadow  of  blame. 

**That  sounds  noble,"  said  Constance; 
“but  what  do  you  suppose  she  would  say 
if  there  was  anything  to  be  gained  by  let- 
ting people  know  what  she  really  felt  ?" 

“You  are  cruel,”  returned  her  friend, 
“especially  when  you  know  how  my  bro- 
ther lov^  you.” 

“I  wish  you  would  be  more  careful  of 
your  English,”  said  Constance.  “You 
mean  how  your  brother  says  he  does.” 

Mrs.  Royal  saw  how  beautiful  her  daugh- 
ter was  growing.  She  marked  her  refine- 
ment of  manner,  her  dignity,  her  power 
over  young  minds,  her  contempt  for  every- 
thing mean,  yet  something  in  her  anxious 
heart  took  the  shape  of  a fear,  as  in  the 
presence  of  evil.  Constance  realized  the 
fear,  but  never  dreamed  of  its  cause. 

“My  precious  child!”  said  Mrs.  Royal, 
smoothing  her  daughter's  hair  with  trem- 
bling adoration. 

“Say  ‘child,’  mamma:  nobody  can  deny 
that.” 

“ Oh,  Constance,  are  you  not  precious  to 
me  ?”  cried  her  mother,  wounded  to  tears. 

“Not  quite  really,  mamma.  You  have 
a horror  of  me  because  I undei*8tand  life 
too  well.” 

Mrs.  Royal  shrank  from  her  daughter's 
eyes,  and  left  the  room. 

“ I will  sacrifice  everything  called  hap- 
piness,” said  poor  Constance,  “but  there 
shall  live  one  human  being  unduped  by 
the  others.” 

“Constance,” cried  her  friend  one  day, 
“ congratulate  me.” 

“What  for?”  asked  Constance,  lifting 
her  dark  unconquerable  eyes  from  a toI- 
ume  of  Voltaire,  bound  in  the  softest  calf. 
Like  many  another,  slie  chose  the  litera- 
ture which  fostered  her  dearest  weakness, 
and  taught  her  to  deem  it  strength. 

“ I am  engaged — engaged  to  Alaric!” 

‘ ‘ Why  ?”  inquired  Constance,  unmoved. 

“Don't  be  savage,  darling!  Because  I 
love  him,  of  course.” 

“He  has  been  a bad,  wild  fellow,  Eva.” 

“ Oh,  he  is  going  to  change  now.  He 


says  I can  make  a new  man  of  him.  He 
says  his  salvation  lies  in  my  hands.  Oh ! 
what  could  be  sweeter  than  to  be  his  good 
angel  ?” 

“Bah !”  said  Constance.  “ You  like  his 
figure  and  the  shape  of  his  nose,  and  you 
are  delighted  to  be  licensed  to  meddle.  As 
for  him,  he  has  concluded  that  he  had  bet- 
ter reform,  and  he  prefers  that  his  wife 
should  have  the  bother  of  it  to  exerting 
himself.” 

The  day  after  her  friend's  marriage 
Constance  was  standing  under  a rose  ar- 
cade looking  at  the  sea.  There  was  a 
brighter  light  than  usual  in  her  dark  eyes, 
and  a roseate  spot  burned  softly  in  either 
clieek. 

“ Dear,  noble  Constance,”  Dr.  Douglass 
was  saying,  “ you  must  not  send  me  from 
you  because  of  my  love.  Though  I love 
you  with  all  the  fervor  which  the  truest 
husband  can  feel  for  bis  wife,  your  refusal 
must  not  banish  me.  Your  friendship, 
dear,  if  your  priceless  love  can  not  be  mine, 
is  a greater  happiness  than  I ever  hoped 
to  win  before  I met  you.” 

“Dr.  Douglass,”  said  Constance,  as  if 
listening  to  a voice  and  repeating  its 
words,  “you  love  my  beauty  and  my  in- 
tellect; you  do  not  love  me.  You  have 
never  even  taken  the  trouble  to  find  out 
my  real  nature.  You  find  my  image 
haunting  your  thoughts,  perhaps  disturb- 
ing your  work,  and  you  take  the  natural 
way  to  exorcise  its  power.  As  for  your 
wanting  my  friendship,  you  must  excuse 
me  if  I can  not  accept  a pretense  through 
which  you  W'ould  hope  to  win  me.” 

“You  chill  my  very  heart,  Constance,” 
said  Robert  Douglass,  sadly.  “ It  is  true, 
I did  not  know  you.  But  oh,  child,  I be- 
lieved in  you ! You  will  never  be  saved 
by  faith.  (}ood-by!”  And  he  went  his 
way. 

Constance  threw  herself  down  in  the 
grass,  and  cried  and  sobbed.  She  bad  sac- 
rificed her  own  living  heart  as  well  as  her 
lover's  on  the  altar  of  her  disbelief.  At 
last  she  rose.  “This  is  what  the  truth 
costs,”  she  said.  “ No  wonder  few  people 
can  sdFord  it!” 

Ten  years  passed. 

Constance  sat  with  her  friend,  whose 
husband  had  been  killed  in  a drunken 
frolic.  Eva  was  worn  and  haggard.  She 
wept  on  her  friend's  shoulder.  Constance 
wondered  if  the  poor  woman  remembered 
how  she  had  tried  to  save  her  from  the 
marriage.  Suddenly  Eva  raised  her  head. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


878 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


“But  I pity  you  the  most,”  she  said, 
through  her  tears. 

“Me ?”  asked  Constance,  amazed. 

The  children  came  in,  and  Eva  forgot  to 
answer.  Constance  watched  them  caress 
their  mother  with  a dawning  terror.  She 
had  seen  children  before,  of  course,  but 
something  new  now  struck  her.  She  had 
never  doubted  the  sincerity  of  a child. 

“Darling  little  mammal”  murmured 
the  little  ones.  “ Be  happy  I we  love  you.” 

The  oldest  girl,  a child  of  eight,  with  a 
sweet,  serious  face,  laid  her  cheek  against 
her  mother’s,  and  put  her  arms  round  her 
neck,  while  the  younger  ones  climbed 
about  her,  and  one  little  thing  patted  her 
thin  hand,  chanting, 

**Dat  sweetie  hand,  dat  sweetie  hand, 

Dat  sweetie  hand  of  mine.” 

Constance's  eyes  brimmed  over.  In 
vain  she  tried  to  keep  back  the  unwonted 
tears.  The  accents  of  loving  trust  sank 
into  her  heart  like  drops  of  molten  lead. 

Eva  took  up  her  baby,  feeling  in  the 
pocket  of  her  black  dress  for  a letter,  which 
she  handed  to  Constance. 

“Read  it,”  she  said,  and  fell  to  kissing 
her  boy,  as  mothers  do  when  they  want  a 
draught  of  heavenly  balm,  fresh  drawn, 
for  the  healing  of  earthly  sorrows. 

Constance  opened  the  letter  mechan- 
ically. Her  eye  fell  on  the  signature,  and 
she  started  and  flushed  as  never  but  once 
before,  under  the  rose  arcade  ten  years 
agone.  ‘ ‘ Robert  Douglass.  ” The  letters 
ran  in  lines  of  fire. 

“ Mamma  pet,  mamma  pet,”  chimed  the 
little  voices. 

Constance  sprang  to  her  feet.  “I  must 
go,  Eva.  I will  bring  it  back.  Gk)od-by.” 

Locked  in  her  own  room,  she  read  the 
letter  which  destroyed  her  youth’s  illusion. 

“My  darling  Eva, — I wish  I could 
come  to  you,  but  all  you  say  shows  me 
that  you  are  my  own  true-hearted  little 
heroine,  undaunted  by  grief.  And  your 
letter  tells  me  more  than  this.  It  tells  me 
that  all  through  your  fierce  trials  you  have 
kept  your  believing  heart,  that  best  bless- 
ing of  all. 

“No,  dear,  you  can  not  help  it  that  the 
cruel  memories  will  come  back  and  mingle 
with  the  retrospect  which  every  bereaved 
wife  would  wish  unalloyed.  You  must 
sometimes  feel  indignant  still,  for  truth 
will  not  and  should  not  be  distorted.  But 
light  as  well  as  shadow  is  in  every  as- 


pect of  life  and  love,  and  if  Truth  gives 
one  hand  to  Justice,  she  should  give  the 
other  to  Faith.  Dear  girl,  to  worry  about 
me!  I am  a little  perturbed  just  now. 
No  less  a question  than  marriage  presents 
itself.  Our  good  old  Dr,  Dane  has  died 
quite  poor,  and  sweet  little  Sibyl  is  too  del- 
icate a blossom  to  escape  crushing  if  some 
loving  heart  does  not  give  her  a shelter. 

“I  am  not  overhappy  in  the  thought  of 
such  a marriage,  nor  do  I ever  forget  that 
I once  dreamed — how  vainly ! — of  a noble 
creature  sharing  as  an  equal  in  all  my 
joys,  all  my  aspirations. 

“Well,  sister  mine,  shall  I wed  the 
wood  blossom  ? Children,  at  least,  build 
up  our  old  shrines  of  faith  again. 

“ Write  of  your  own  babies  and  of  your 
own  dear  self  to  your  brother, 

“Robert  Douglass.” 

“Now  comes  the  penalty,”  said  Con- 
stance. “ I have  never  spared  myself  for 
the  truth;  I will  not  spare  myself  now.” 
And  she  wrote  to  Dr.  Douglass.  The  cry 
of  the  proud  woman’s  heart,  confessing 
her  life’s  mistake,  was  eloquent,  and  re- 
vealed the  priestess  of  the  “old  shrine,”  in 
all  the  sweetness  and  strength  which  her 
lover’s  dream  had  lent  her  a decade  past. 

When  her  letter  was  gone,  Constance 
was  seized  with  a horror  of  what  she  had 
done,  but  it  was  past  recall.  She  moved 
aimlessly  about,  going  without  food  or 
sleep  for  two  days  and  two  nights,  and 
then  the  answer  came. 

Constance  flew  to  the  place  where  she 
had  lain  in  the  grass  and  cried  her  heart 
out  so  long  ago. 

“Here,  only  here!”  she  cried.  Her 
trembling  fingers  almost  tore  the  letter 
opening  it. 

Strange,  the  letters  danced  before  her 
eyes,  now  appearing  a confused  mass  of 
hieroglyphics,  now  receding  altogether. 

A hand  came  over  her  shoulder  and 
covered  the  page.  She  turned  with  a cry 
of  rapture,  and  two  strong  arms  closed 
around  her  with  an  answer  which  needed 
no  eyes  to  read.  An  hour  later  the  two 
walked  down  to  Eva’s  cottage. 

“But  where  is  my  answer— -the  letter, 
I mean  ?”  asked  Constance. 

“ Do  you  love  me  ?”  he  asked. 

“Perhaps— a little,”  she  answered, 
laughing. 

“ Do  you  believe  in  my  love  for  you  f” 

She  looked  up  into  his  eyes.  “ As  I be- 
lieve in  God  and  my  own  soul.” 
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He  stooped  and  **  kissed  her  where  she 
stood.”  “Then  you  shall  see;”  and  to- 
gether they  read : 

“ Constance, — I have  no  right^now  to 
stop  to  pity  myself  or  you.  One  hour  ago 
I pledged  myself  to  guard  the  life  of  a 
sweet  child,  who  must  not  be  betrayed  by 
one  disloyal  tcord  from 

“Robert  Douglass.” 

Constance  dropped  the  letter,  and  look- 
ed away  from  her  lover.  For  one  instant 
Suspicion  and  Doubt  fought  for  their  old 
prey,  and  then  she  put  them  away,  and, 
raising  her  glance  to  his  with  the  shining 
light  of  unassailable  faith  in  her  clear 
eyes,  she  smiled,  and  said,  “ Well?” 

“My  darling,  you  never  will  know 
what  it  cost  me  to  write  those  cruel  words. 
When  1 had  done  my  duty  I was  like  a 
maniac.  1 could  have  tom  down  walls  of 
stone  to  reach  you.  Oh,  to  hurt  you,  my 
dove,  in  return. for  your  glorious  lovel  to 
kill  your  new-born  trust  1 Oh,  darling, 
that  hour  has  left  its  mark.  Sibyl  found 


me  in  a swoon,  and,  child-like,  sought  its 
cause,  and  found  it  in  your  letter.” 

‘ ‘ Oh  1”  cried  Constance,  and  covered  her 
eyes. 

“ Why,  dearest,  have  you  any  idea  how 
grand  your  letter  was  ? Little  Sibyl,  when 
she  had  half  drowned  me  to  bring  me  to 
consciousness,  cried : ' Gk>  to  her  this 
minute  I Tell  that  angel  you  are  free !' 

“ ‘ But  you,  Sibyl  ?’  I said,  like  a fool. 

‘ ‘ ‘ Me  V she  cried ; ‘ I never  loved  you.’ 

“And  so  I followed  my  letter  just  in 
time.” 

“Yes, ’’said  Constance,  with  a radiant 
look,  “ for  I never  would  have  given  you 
a second  chance  to  snub  me,  had  I read 
this  answer  once.” 

She  put  the  paper  in  her  bosom. 

He  whose  loyalty  to  an  unloved  bride, 
she  thought,  is  of  this  calibre,  when  tempt- 
ed by  the  woman  he  loved,  is  a true  man ; 
and  she  said  aloud : ‘ ' Tliere  is  one  trouble, 
Robert:  I shall  believe  in  you  only  too 
much ; but  are  you  going  to  teach  me  to 
find  heroes  and  heroines  everywhere  ?” 


EAST  ANGELS. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

‘‘  T AM  not  partial  to  it  myself,”  said  the 
A Reverend  Mr.  Moore — “this  confec- 
tion of  oranges  called  marmalade.  I am 
told,  however,  that  the  English  are  accus- 
tomed to  make  their  bi^eakfast  principal- 
ly of  similar  saccharine  preparations;  in 
time,  Uierefore,  we  may  hope  to  establish 
an  export  trade.” 

A fresh  breeze  astern  was  blowing  the 
Emperadora  down  the  lagoon  in  a course 
straight  enough  to  please  even  Mrs.  Ca- 
rew,  if  that  lady  could  have  been  pleased 
by  anything  aquatic.  She  was  present,  in 
spite  of  fears,  sitting  with  the  soles  of  her 
prunella  gaiters  pressed  tightly  against  the 
little  yacht's  side  under  the  seat  (the  pe- 
culiarity of  the  attitude  being  concealed 
by  her  long  skirt),  with  the  intention, 
probably,  of  acting  as  a species  of  brake 
upon  too  great  a speed. 

The  position  was  a difficult  one.  But 
she  kept  her  balance  by  means  of  her 
umbrella,  firmly  inserted  in  a crack  of 
the  planking  before  her,  and  did  not 
flinch. 

The  broad  sails  were  set  wing  and  wing; 
the  morning  was  divinely  fair.  Down  in 


the  south  the  tall  trees  looming  against  the 
sky  seemed  like  a line  of  hills;  owing  to 
the  lowness  of  the  shores,  on  a level  with 
the  water,  and  the  smoothness  of  the  sea 
stretching  eastward  beyond  Patricio,  the 
comparative  effect  was  the  same.  Above, 
the  soft  sky  bending  down  all  around 
them,  touching  here  the  even  land  and 
there  the  even  water,  conveyed  nothing  of 
that  sense  of  vastness,  of  impersonality, 
which  belongs  so  often  to  the  American 
sky  further  north.  This  seemed  a partic- 
ular sky  belonging  to  this  especial  neigh- 
borhood, made  for  it,  intimate  with  it. 
And  the  yacht  with  those  on  board  did  not 
appear  like  a fioating  atom,  unnoticed, 
lost  in  immensity.  On  the  contrary,  it 
was  important,  interesting;  one  could  not 
rid  one’s  self  of  the  idea  that  its  little  voy- 
age was  watched  with  the  most  friendly 
curiosity  by  this  bending  personal  sky 
and  these  near  low  shores. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  had  been  sent 
upon  this  pleasure  party  by  his  vigilant 
wife.  Mi*s.  Penelope  Moore  was  sure  that 
a pleasure  party  would  do  liim  good.  The 
Reverend  Middleton  therefore  endeavored 
to  th  ink  the  same,  though  it  was  not  exactly 
his  idea  of  pleasure.  He  was  not  fond  of 
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sailing;  thei*e  was  generally  a breeze,  and 
a bi-eeze  he  did  not  enjoy.  There  was,  in- 
deed, something  in  Ills  appearance,  when 
exposed  to  a fresh  wind,  which  suggested 
the  idea  that  a portion  of  it  was  blowing 
through  him,  and  finding  an  exit  at  his 
shoulder-blades  behind,  his  lank  vest  some- 
how having  that  air;  and  the  sensation 
(so  the  spectator  thought)  could  hardly 
have  been  agreeable  in  so  thin  a man  even 
on  the  warmest  day. 

Mrs.  Penelope  Moore  was  a brave  wo- 
man. And  she  knew  that  she  was  brave. 
Not  being  able,  on  account  of  her  delicate 
health,  to  take  part  personally  in  the  so- 
cial entertainments  of  Gracias,  she  sent 
her  husband  in  her  place.  And  this  was 
her  bravery.  For  he  was  without  doubt 
the  most  agreeable  as  well  as  the  hand- 
somest of  men,  and  anybody  with  any 
sense  could  foretell  what  must  follow: 
given  certain  conditions,  and  the  results 
all  the  world  over  were  the  same.  Other 
people  might  say  that  quiet  little  GracicLS 
was  safe.  Mm.  Penelope  Moore  knew  bet- 
ter. Other  people,  again,  might  be  blind. 
But  Mrs.  Penelope  Moore  was  never  blind. 
She  knew  that  such  a man  as  her  Middle- 
ton  passed,  must  pass,  daily  through  temp- 
tations of  the  most  incandescent  nature, 
all  the  more  dangerous  because  merged  in- 
extricably with  his  priest’s  office.  But  he 
passed  unscathed.  He  came  out  always, 
as  she  once  wrote  triumphantly  to  her 
mother,  ‘ ‘ without  so  much  as  a singe  upon 
the  hem  of  his  uttermost  garment.”  And 
if,  on  the  other  hand,  it  might  have  seem- 
ed that  so  little  (blessedly)  that  was  in- 
fiammable  had  been  included  in  this  good 
man’s  composition  that  he  might  have 
passed  safely  through  any  amount  of  in- 
candescence, even  all  that  his  wife  ima- 
gined, here  again,  then,  others  were  most 
decidedly  mistaken.  Mrs.  Moore  was  con- 
vinced that  her  Middleton  was  of  the  fieri- 
est temperament.  Only  he  kept  it  down. 

Gracias -a- Dios  was  certainly  quiet 
enough.  But  Mistress  Penelope,  like  many 
good  women  befoi^e  her,  could  believe  with 
ease  in  an  amount  and  degree  of  deprav- 
ity which  would  have  startled  even  the 
most  hardened  of  actual  participants. 
Having  no  standards  by  which  to  gauge 
evil,  no  personal  experience  of  its  nature, 
she  was  quite  at  sea  about  it;  as  Dr.  Kirby 
once  said  of  her  (when  vexed  by  some  of 
her  small  rulings),  “ If  people  don’t  come 
to  Friday  morning  service,  sir,  she  thinks 
it  but  a small  step  further  that  they  should 


have  poisoned  their  fathers  and  strangled 
their  wives.  That  woman  can  swallow 
anything.” 

On  the  present  occasion  this  estimable 
lady  set  her  husband’s  hat  straight  upon 
his  amiable  forehead,  and  gave  him  his 
butterfiy  net;  then  from  her  Gothic  win- 
dows (the  rectory  of  St.  Philip  and  SL 
James  was  of  the  same  uncertain  Gothic 
as  the  church)  she  watched  him  down 
the  path  and  through  the  gate,  across  the 
plaza  out  of  sight,  going  back  to  her  sofa 
with  the  secure  thought  in  her  heart,  *‘I 
can  trust  him — anywhere!” 

The  party  on  the  yacht  was  composed 
of  the  same  persons  who  had  taken  part 
in  most  of  the  entertainments  given  for 
the  Northern  ladies,  save  that  Manuel  Ruiz 
and  De  Torrez  were  absent.  De  Torrez 
had  not  been  allowed  to  “address”  Garda, 
after  all,  Mrs.  Thome  having  withheld  her 
permission.  The  young  Cuban  was  far 
too  punctilious  an  observer  of  etiquette  to 
advance  further  without  that  permission. 
He  had  therefore  left  society’s  circle,  and 
secluded  himself  at  home,  where,  accord- 
ing to  Manuel,  he  was  engaged  in  the 
occupation  of  “consuming  his  soul.” 

“ His  cigars,”  Winthrop  suggested. 

Whereupon  Manuel,  who  was  not  fond 
of  the  Northerner,  warmly  took  up  the 
cause  of  the  absent  Ernesto  (though  or- 
dinarily he  declared  himself  tired  to  death 
of  him),  and  with  his  superbest  air  re- 
marked, “It  is  possible  that  Mr.Wintup 
does  not  understand  us.” 

“ Quite  possible,”  Winthrop  answered. 

Mrs.  Thorne  had  consulted  him  about 
the  request  of  De  Torrez.  Not  formally, 
not  (at  least  it  did  not  appear  so)  premedi- 
tatedly;  she  alluded  to  it  one  afternoon 
when  he  had  found  her  alone  at  East 
Angels.  Winthrop  was  very  severe  upon 
what  he  called  the  young  Cuban’s  “pre- 
sumption.” 

* ‘ Presumption— yes ; that  is  what  I have 
been  inclined  to  consider  it,”  said  Mrs. 
Thome,  with  her  little  preliminary  cough. 
But  she  spoke  hesitatingly,  or  rather  there 
seemed  to  be  hesitation  in  her  mind  be- 
hind her  words,  for  her  words  themselves 
were  always  carefully  chosen  and  clear. 

Winthrop  looked  at  her,  and  saw,  or 
fancied  he  saw,  a throng  of  conflicting 
possibilities,  contingencies,  hopes,  and  al- 
ternatives crowding  to  and  fro  and  press- 
ing against  each  other  in  the  back  part  of 
her  small  bright  eyes.  “Your  daughter 
is  too  young  to  be  made  the  subject  of 
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any  such  request  at  present,*’  he  said, 
curtly.  For  it  seemed  to  him  a moment 
when  a little  masculine  brevity  and  mas- 
culine decision  were  needed  in  this  exclu- 
sively feminine  atmosphere. 

Mrs.  Thorne  accepted  his  suggestion. 
“Yes,  Garda  is  young,”  she  murmured, 
emerging  a little  from  her  hesitations. 
“Quite  too  young,”  she  repeated,  more 
emphatically.  Winthrop  had  given  her  a 
formula;  and  formulas  are  sometimes  as 
valuable  as  a life-raft 

De  Torrez,  therefore,  being  engaged  in 
the  consumption  of  his  soul,  and  Manuel 
having  haughtily  declined  the  Northern- 
er’s invitation,  the  party  on  the  yacht  con- 
sisted, besides  Winthrop,  of  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford and  Margaret  Harold,  Mrs.  Carew, 
Garda,  Dr.  Kirby,  and  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Moore,  Mrs.  Thome  having  been  detained 
at  home  by  the  “pressing  domestic  engage- 
ments” which  Winthrop  had  been  certain 
would  lift  their  heads  as  soon  as  the  day 
for  the  Emperadord's  little  voyage  had 
been  decided  upon.  Wind  and  tide  were 
both  in  their  favor;  they  had  a swift  run 
down  the  Espiritu,  and  landed  on  Patricio 
a number  of  miles  below  Gracias,  where 
there  was  a path  which  led  acixxss  to  the 
ocean  beach.  This  path  was  narrow,  and 
the  gallant  Dr.  Kirby  walked  in  the  bush- 
es all  the  way,  suffering  the  twdgs  to  fla- 
gellate his  plump  person,  in  order  to  hold  a 
white  urabrellaover  Mrs.  Rutherford,  who, 
arm  inarm  with  her  Betty,  took  up  the  en- 
tire track.  Patricio,  which  had  first  been 
a reef,  and  then  an  outlying  island,  was 
now  a long  peninsula,  joining  the  main- 
land some  forty  miles  below  Gracias  in  an 
isthmus  of  sand.  It  came  northward  in  a 
waving  line,  slender  and  green,  lying  like 
a ribbon  in  the  water,  the  Espiritu  on  one 
side,  the  ocean  on  the  other.  When  the 
ocean  beach  of  the  ribbon  was  reached, 
Mrs.  Rutherford  admired  the  view.  She 
admired  it  so  much  that  she  thought  she 
would  sit  down  and  admire  it  more.  Dr. 
Kirby  bestirred  himself  in  arranging  the 
cushions  and  rugs  which  Winthrop’s  men 
bad  brought  across  from  the  yacht  to 
form  an  out-of-door  sofa  for  the  ladies;  for 
Betty,  of  course,  decided  to  remain  with 
Katrina.  The  Doctor  said  that  he  should 
himself  bear  them  company,  leaving  the 
“younger  men”  to  “ fume  and  fluster  and 
explore.” 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  was,  in  actual 
years,  not  far  from  Dr.  Reginald’s  own  age. 
But  the  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  was  perenni- 


ally young.  Slender  and  light,  juvenile  in 
figure,  especially  when  seen  from  behind, 
his  appearance  was  not  that  of  an  elderly 
man  so  much  as  of  a young  man  in  whom 
the  progress  of  age  has  been  in  some  way 
arrested,  like  the  young  peaches,  withered 
and  WTinkled,  and  yet  with  the  bloom  of 
youth  about  them  still,  which  have  dropped 
to  the  ground  before  their  prime.  He  now 
stood  waiting  on  the  beach,  armed  with 
his  butterfly  net.  And  as  his  butterfly 
net  was  attached  to  a long  slender  green 
pole,  one  end  of  which  rested  on  the 
ground,  he  had  the  air  of  a sort  of  marine 
shepherd  with  a crook. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  always  carried 
this  entomological  apparatus  with  him 
when  he  went  upon  pleasure  excursions. 
His  wifeencouraged  him  in  theamusement ; 
she  said  it  was  a distraction  for  his  mind. 
The  butterflies  too  found  it  a distraction ; 
they  were  in  the  habit  of  laughing  (so 
some  persons  thought)  all  down  the  coast 
whenever  the  parson  and  his  net  appeaml 
among  them. 

“You  are  going  to  explore,  aren’t  you  ?” 
said  Garda  to  Margaret  Harold.  “It’s 
lovely,  and  we  shall  not  fume  or  fluster  in 
the  leW,  in  spite  of  the  Doctor.  We  shall 
only  pick  up  shells.  Over  these  shells  we 
shall  exclaim.  Mr.  Winthrop  will  find 
charming  ones,  and  present  them  to  us. 
And  then  we  shall  exclaim  more.  We 
shall  dote  ux)on  the  ones  he  gives  us;  we 
shall  hoard  them  away  carefully  in  our 
handkct'chiefs  and  pockets.  And  then,  to- 
morrow morning,  when  the  sun  comes  up, 
he  will  shine  upon  two  dear  little  heaps  of 
them  outside  our  bedroom  windows,  where, 
of  course,  we  shall  have  thrown  them  as 
soon  as  we  reached  home.” 

Mr.  Moore  listened  to  these  remarks 
with  surprise.  Upon  the  various  occa- 
sions when  he  had  visited  Patricio  he  had 
always,  and  with  great  interest,  picked  up 
shells  for  the  ladies  present,  knowing  how 
much  they  would  value  them.  He  now 
meditated  a little  upon  the  back  windows 
alluded  to  by  Garda.  It  was  a new  idea. 

“Oh,  how  delightful  it  is  to  go  maroon- 
ing!” said  Mrs.  Carew,  who,  beginning  to 
recover  from  the  terrors  of  the  voyage, 
had  found  her  voice  again.  Her  feet  were 
still  somewhat  cramp^  from  their  use  as 
brakes;  she  furtively  extended  them  for  a 
moment,  and  then,  unable  to  resist  the 
comfort  of  the  position,  left  them  extended. 
Her  boots  were  the  old-fashioned  thin- 
soled  all-cloth  gaiters  without  heels,  laced 
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at  the  side,  dear  to  the  comfort-loving  la- 
dies of  that  day;  her  ankles  came  down 
into  their  loose  interiors  without  any  di- 
minishing curves,  as  in  the  case  of  the  ele- 
phant. 

“Are  you  going,  Margaret?”  said  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  in  her  amiably  patronizing 
voice.  “Don’t  you  think  you  will  find 
it  rather  warm  ?”  Mrs.  Rutherford  inhab- 
ited the  serene  country  of  non-effort;  she 
could  therefore  maintain  without  trouble 
the  satisfactory  position  of  criticising  the 
actions  of  others.  For  whether  they  suc- 
ceeded or  whether  they  failed,  success  or 
failure  equally  indicate  an  attempt,  and 
anything  like  attempt  she  was  above. 
“ People  who  fry,”  was  one  of  her  phrases. 
She  would  not  have  cared  to  discover 
America,  for  undoubtedly  Columbus  had 
tried. 

“ I like  this  Florida  warmth,”  Margaret 
had  answered.  “It  is  not  heat;  it’s  only 
softness,” 

“It’s  lax,  I think, ’’suggested  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, still  amiably. 

No  one  disputed  this  point.  It  was  lax. 

“ Doesn’the  look  like  a tree  ?”  murmured 
Garda  to  Margaret,  indicating  by  a glance 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Moore,  as  he  stood  at 
a little  distance,  gazing  at  the  sea — “a 
tall  slim  one,  you  know,  that  hasn’t  many 
leaves.  His  arms  are  like  the  branches, 
and  his  fingers  like  the  long  twigs ; and  his 
voice  is  so  innocent  and — and  vegetable.” 

Margaret  shook  her  head;  Garda  really 
went  beyond  bounds  sometimes.  But  she 
did  not  mean  it;  that  made  it  harmless. 

“You  don’t  like  it,”  said  the  girl,  laugh- 
ing; “you  think  I am  disrespectful.  I am 
not  disrespectful  at  all;  I adore  Mr.  Moore. 
But  you  must  acknowledge  that  he’s  a 
mild  herby  sort  of  man.  He’s  like  let- 
tuce— before  it’s  dressed.  All  the  same, 
he’s  an  angel.” 

Dr.  Kirby  meanwhile  was  entertain- 
ing Betty  and  Katrina,  now  seated  togeth- 
er on  the  out-of-door  sofa  he  had  made. 
He  was  arranging  a seat  for  himself  near 
them  by  piling  together  with  much  care- 
ful adjustment  the  scattered  fragments  of 
drift-wood  which  he  had  found  in  the  vi- 
cinity, ill  a sort  of  cairn ; his  intention  was 
to  crown  this  cairn,  when  finished,  with 
one  of  the  boat  cushiohs,  which  he  had  re- 
served for  the  purpose.  “No,” he  said, 
pursuing  his  theme  and  the  dovetailing 
of  the  drift-wood  with  energy,  “I  can  not 
say  that  I admire  these  frivolous  new 
fashions  which  have  crept  into  literature. 


The  other  day,  happening  to  turn  over 
the  pages  of  one  of  these  modern  novels, 
I came  upon  a scene  in  which  the  hero 
and  heroine  are  supposed  to  be  swept, 
shaken,  by  the  violence  of  their  emotions, 
stirred  to  their  utmost  depths,  and  yet  the 
author  takes  that  opportunity  to  leave 
them  there,  leave  them  in  the  midst  of 
their  agonies — and  the  reader’s  as  well— 
to  remark  that  a butterfly  flew  in  through 
the  open  window  and  hovered  for  a mo- 
ment over  their  heads.  Now  he  poised 
here,  now  he  poised  there,  now  he  did  this, 
and  now  that,  and  so  on  through  a quar- 
ter of  a page.  I ask  you — what  if  he  did  ?” 
(Here  he  finished  his  cairn,  and  sat  down 
to  try  it.)  “ Who  cares  ? Why  should 
the  whole  action  of  the  tale  pause,  and  at 
such  a critical  moment,  in  order  that  the 
flight  and  movements  of  an  insignificant 
insect  should  be  so  minutely  chi*onicled  ?” 

“But  the  butterfly,’*  said  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Moore,  who  h^  drawn  near,  “can 
hardly,  I think,  be  described  as  an  ‘insig- 
nificant insect.’  ” 

“Have  you  read  these  modem  novels  f” 
demanded  the  Doctor,  facing  him  from  bis 
cairn. 

“Certainly,”  replied  Mr.  Moore.  “ I am 
familiar  with  Bracebridge  Hall,  Swallow 
Bam^  and  several  other  works  of  fic- 
tion of  that  type.”  And  he  stood  there 
looking  at  the  Doctor  with  the  peculiar 
mild  obstinacy  which  seems  to  belong  to 
light  blue  eyes  that  are  not  widely  open 
at  the  comers. 

“But,  Doctor,  you  are  attacking  there 
one  of  our  most  cherished  modern  novel- 
ties,” said  Winthrop,  who,  having  given 
his  directions  to  the  men  about  lunch,  had 
now  joined  them,  “namely,  the  new  co- 
partnership between  Nature  and  Litera- 
ture. Nature  is  now  a very  literary  per- 
son indeed;  and  a butterfly  can  mean  a 
great  deal.” 

**  Nature  has  nothing  to  do  with  litera- 
ture; of  course  I mean  the  literature  we 
call  polite,”  Dr.  Kirby  protested,  still  fieri- 
ly  (while  Mrs.  Rutherford  admired  his 
a^or).  But  the  clergyman  had  nodded 
his  head  in  approval.  A butterfly  could 
certainly  mean  a great  deal.  He  himself 
had  long  been  of  the  opinion  that  they 
possessed  reasoning  powers — he  had  so 
seldom  been  able  to  capture  one. 

The  explorers  now  left  the  sofa  and 
cairn,  and  started  down  the  beach,  G^rda 
and  Winthrop  flrst,  Mr.  Moore  and  Mar- 
garet following.  It  seemed  natural  to 
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everybody  that  Winthrop  should  be  with 
Ghtrda,  he  had  been  with  her  so  much ; his 
manner,  however,  liad  in  it  so  little  of  ad- 
miration (as  admiration  was  understood  in 
Gracias)  that  this  had  occasioned  no  re- 
mark. Manuel  (whose  admiration  had  the 
local  hues)  cherished  resentment  against 
this  Northerner,  but  it  was  not  the  resent- 
ment of  jealousy;  Manuel,  indeed,  did  not 
dream  that  he  had  occasion  for  jealousy. 
He  was  sure  that  he  had  but  to  speak,  and 
he  should  succeed.  He  was  sure  that  Mrs. 
Thorne  yearned  for  him,  that  her  highest 
aspirations  regarding  a son-in-law  could 
go  no  further.  But  there  need  be  no  haste ; 
he  must  see  something  of  the  world  first. 
He  had  made  a beginning  (so  he  flattered 
himself)  by  seeing  something  of  it  in  that 
charming  though  rather  silent  Mrs.  Har- 
old. And,  judging  from  her,  he  thought 
he  should  like  the  Northern  ladies,  as  a 
change,  quite  well.  As  for  De  Torrez, 
that  dark  youth  could  never  have  con- 
ceived the  possibility  of  admitting  any  one 
to  a serious  rivalry  with  himself — any  one, 
at  least,  outside  of  Spain.  Who  was  this 
Winthrop?  Only  an  American.  Even 
Manuel  was  but  an  American  Spaniard,  as 
any  one  could  see.  But  Garda  was  all 
Duero,  Spanish  to  the  finger-tips;  Garda 
understood  him.  And  this  was  no  small 
matter— to  understand  a De  Torrez.  Many 
pe]*sons,  even  when  thrown  with  them 
daily,  had  lived  all  their  lives  without  ac- 
complishing it.  And  Garda  understood 
herself  also ; he  was  convinced  of  that.  She 
might  delay;  have  little  freaks;  but  in  the 
end  it  was  impossible  that  she  should  be 
content  with  anything  less  than  his  dis- 
tinguished personality,  in  case  it  should 
be  present,  as  he  fully  expected  that  it 
would  be. 

For  a time  the  four  pedestrians  kept  to- 
gether. See  the  great  pelicans  out  on  the 
bar,”  said  Garda.  “ The  wish  of  my  life 
has  been  to  go  out  there  and  chase  them 
with  a stick.” 

“ Why  should  you  wish  to  do  that,  my 
child?”  said  the  clergyman.  “Surely 
there  are  many  occupations  more  interest- 
ing, as  well  as  much  more  instructive.” 

“Shouldn’t  you  love  to  be  a curlew?” 
said  the  girl,  going  to  him  and  putting  her 
arm  in  his.  “The  sickle-bill,  you  know; 
he  hasn’t  the  least  realization  of  the  faults 
of  h is  profile,  and  that  must  be  such  a com- 
fort.” 

“ Profiles,”  responded  Mr.  Moore,  with 
a little  wave  of  his  hand,  “are  quite  un- 


important. What  is  a profile,  in  most 
cases,  but  the  chance  outline  of  a nose  ? 
Handsome  is  as  handsome  does,  Garda, 
my  child ; that  is  the  best  view  to  take.” 

Winthrop  listened  to  this  little  dialogue 
with  entertainment.  Evidently  the  good 
rector  had  no  more  realization  of  Garda’s 
beauty  than  he  had  of  the  new  short 
length  for  sermons;  his  standard  in  pro- 
files was  probably  the  long  thin  nose  and 
small  straight  mouth  of  his  excellent  Pe- 
nelope. 

“ The  Bermudoes  lie  oflP  in  that  direc- 
tion,” continued  the  clergyman,  looking 
over  the  blue  water.  Garda  had  now  left 
him  and  gone  back  to  Winthrop.  “I 
mean  the  Barbagoes,”  he  added,  correcting 
himself.  He  was  silent  for  a moment. 
Then, clearing  his  throat,  he  said,  “No, 
not  Barbagoes;  I mean, of  course,  the  Ba- 
hamoes.’^  Again  he  was  silent,  and  his 
face  began  to  wear  a slightly  troubled  ex- 
pression. He  slackened  his  steps,  and  re- 
peated softly  to  himself,  as  if  trying  them 
over,  “Bahamoes.  Barbudoes.  Ortain- 
ly.  Tor — no.  To — yes,  Tobaga  is  one  of 
them.”  He  now  stopped  and  meditated, 
leaning  on  his  green  pole.  “At  least,” 
he  murmured,  half  aloud,  “I  am  not 
wrong  in  thinking  one  of  the  groups  to  be 
the  Dry  Tortugoes  ? That  is  certain — to 
begin  with.”  And  yet  it  did  not  seem 
quite  certain,  after  all.  He  gazed  at  the 
beach  with  severe  concentration  of  eye,  as 
if  trying  to  arrange  there,  as  on  a chart, 
the  position  of  the  groups  whose  names 
had  become  entangled  in  his  memory. 

“A  butterfly — ^a  splendid  one,”  called 
Garda,  looking  back. 

And  then  the  reverend  gentleman,  leav- 
ing the  groups  in  their  tangle,  brandished 
his  net  with  ardor,  and  leaped  hither  and 
thither  in  pursuit. 

Garda  was  now  with  Margaret;  Win- 
throp walked  on  beside  them,  and  they 
went  southward  at  a leisurely  pace,  down 
the  broad  beach.  To  the  ordinary  ob- 
server Winthrop  and  Margaret  appeared 
to  be  on  the  usual  friendly  terms ; the  only 
lack  that  could  have  been  detected  was  the 
absence  between  them  of  little  discussions, 
and  of  references  to  past  discussions,  brief 
allusions  where  one  word  is  made  to  do 
the  work  of  twenty,  which  are  natural 
when  people  have  formed  part  of  the  same 
family  for  some  time.  Margaret  and 
Winthrop  talked  to  each  other,  and  talked 
familiarly ; but  it  was  alnM>st  always  when 
other  persons  were  present.  Garda,  though 
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she  seldom  troubled  herself  to  observe 
closely,  had  remarked  these  little  signs. 
“I  think  you  are  homd  to  Margaret,”  she 
had  once  said  to  Winthrop  with  warmth. 
“And  Margaret  is  far  too  good  and  too 
gentle  to  you.” 

“Yes, Mrs.  Harold  has  always  a very 
gentle  manner,” he  had  answer^,  assent- 
ingly. 

“ That  is  more  horrid  still ! Of  course 
she  has*  But  I wish  she  hadn't — at  least 
with  you.  I wish  she  would  be  sharp 
with  you— as  I am.” 

“Are  you  sharp  ?”  Winthrop  had  ask- 
ed, smiling  indulgently  at  the  contrast 
between  her  allegation  and  the  voice  in 
which  it  was  uttered. 

Grarda,  with  her  hand  on  Margaret's 
arm,  was  now  walking  onward,  humming 
lightly  to  herself  as  she  walked.  Her 
humming  was  vague,  as  she  had  no  ear 
for  music.  Winthrop  never  liked  to  re- 
member that  she  had  not;  but  the  lack 
could  not  be  denied.  It  was  a complete 
lack,  however;  she  was  not  one  of  those 
persons  who  are  haunted  by  tunes  half 
caught,  who  can  afflictingly  sing  a song 
all  through  a note  or  semi-note  dat,  and 
never  know  it. 

Margaret's  eyes  were  following  the 
sands.  “ Lovely  sea-weeds,”  she  said,  as 
little  branching  fibres,  like  crimson  and 
pink  fr(^t-work,  began  to  dot  the  silver 
here  and  there. 

“ Now  how  feminine  that  is  1”  said 
Winthrop,  argumentatively,  as  he  strolled 
on  beside  them.  Instead  of  looking  at 
the  ocean,  the  broad  sweep  of  the  sky,  or 
this  grand  beach  as  a whole,  stretching 
southward  out  of  sight,  what  does  Mrs. 
Harold  do  ? She  spends  her  time  admir- 
ing an  infinitesimal  pink  fragment  at  her 
feet.  Fragments !— I am  tired  of  the  frag- 
mentary taste.  In  a picture,  even  the 
greatest,  you  fragmentary  people  are  al- 
ways admiring  what  you  call  the  side 
touches ; you  talk  about  some  little  thing 
that  has  been  put  in  merely  as  a decora- 
tive feature;  or  if  for  a wonder  you  do  se- 
lect a figure,  it  is  sure  to  be  one  of  minor 
importance.  The  effect  of  the  whole  as  a 
whole,  the  central  motive  to  which  the  art- 
ist has  given  his  best  genius  and  power, 
this  you  do  not  care  for,  hardly  see.  It  is 
the  same  way  with  a book ; it  is  always 
some  fragment  of  outside  talk  or  descrip- 
tion, some  subordinate  character,  to  which 
you  give  your  praise ; never — no  matter 
how  fine  it  is— the  leading  motive  and  its 


development.  In  an  old  cathedral,  too, 
you  women  go  putting  your  pretty  noses 
close  to  all  the  little  things,  the  bits  of  old 
carving,  an  old  inscription — in  short,  the 
details;  the  effect  of  the  grand  mass  of  the 
whole,  rising  against  the  sky,  this  you 
know  nothing  about.  It  almost  seems 
as  if  you  had  never  been  there,  had  not 
seen  it.” 

^'I  am  glad  at  least  that  the  noses  are 
pretty,”  interpolated  Garda,  amid  her 
humming. 

“I  think  I have  met  a few  men  also 
who  admire  details,”  observed  Margaret. 

“A  few?  Plenty  of  them.  They  are 
the  men  of  the  feminine  turn  of  mind. 
But  don't  imagine  that  I don't  care  for  de- 
tails; details  in  their  proper  place  may  be 
admirable,  exquisite.  What  I am  object- 
ing to  is  their  being  pushed  into  a place 
which  is  not  theirs  by  you  fragmentary 
people,  who  simply  shirk  (I  don’t  know 
whether  it  is  from  indolence  or  want  of 
mental  grasp)  any  consideration  of  a 
whole.” 

“Never  mind,”  said  Garda  to  Margaret; 
“let’s  be  fragmentary;  let’s  shirk.  We'll 
even  pick  up  the  fragmentary  sea-weeds 
if  you  like  (though  generally  I hate  to 
pick  up  things) ; we'll  fill  your  basket,  and 
make  Mr.  Winthrop  carry  it.” 

“No,”  said  Margaret.  “On  the  con- 
trary, let  us  give  ourselves  to  the  consid- 
eration of  a whole.”  And,  pausing,  she 
looked  over  the  sea,  tlien  up  at  the  sky 
and  down  the  beach,  with  a slow  musing 
sweep  of  the  head  which  became  her  well. 

“You're  not  enough  in  earnest,”  said 
Garda;  “ we  can  see  the  edge  of  a smile 
at  the  comers  of  your  lips.  Wait — I'll  do 
it  better.”  She  stepped  apart  from  them, 
clasped  her  hands  and  let  them  hang  down 
idly  before  her,  while  she  turned  her  eyes 
toward  the  sea,  where  they  rested  with  a 
soft,  absorbed  earnestness  that  was  re- 
markable. “Is  this  wide  enough?”  she 
asked,  without  change  of  expression.  “Is 
it  free  from  details — unfragmentary  ? In 
short,  is  it — Whole  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  Winthrop;  “far  too  much 
of  one.  You  are  as  universal  as  a Uni- 
versal Geography.  Come  back  to  us— in 
as  many  details  and  fragments  as  you 
please;  only  come  back.” 

“By  no  means.  I have  still  the  beach 
to  do,  and  the  sky.”  And  slowly  she 
turned  the  same  wide,  absorbed  gaze  from 
the  sea  to  the  white  shore. 

The  beach  was  worth  looking  at;  broad, 
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smooth,  gleaming,  it  stretched  southward 
as  far  as  eye  could  follow  it.  Even  there 
it  did  not  end,  it  became  a silver  haze 
which  mixed  softly  with  the  sea.  On  the 
land  side  it  was  bounded  by  the  sand  cliff 
which  formed  the  edge  of  Patricio.  This 
little  cliff,  though  but  twelve  or  fourteen 
feet  ill  height,  was  perpendicular;  it  cut 
off,  therefore,  the  view  of  the  flat  ground 
above  as  completely  as  though  it  had  been 
flve  hundred.  Great  pink-mouthed  shells 
dotted  the  beach's  white  floor;  at  its  edge 
myriads  of  minute  disks  of  rose  and  pearl 
lay  heaped  amid  little  stones,  smooth  and 
white,  all  of  them  wet  and  glistening. 
Heaps  of  bleached  gray  drift-wood  lay 
where  high  tides  left  them.  Little 
beach-birds  ran  along  at  the  water's  edge 
with  their  peculiar  gait — many  pauses,  in- 
termixed with  half  a dozen  light  fleet  little 
steps  as  though  running  away — the  gait, 
if  ever  there  was  one,  of  invitation  to  pur- 
sue. There  were  no  ships  on  the  sea ; the 
track  of  vessels  bound  for  Cuba  or  the 
Windward  and  Leeward  islands  lay  out 
of  sight  from  this  low  shore.  And  gentle 
as  the  water  was,  and  soft  and  warm  the 
air,  the  silence  and  the  absence  of  all 
signs  of  human  life  made  it  a very  wild 
scene.  Wild  but  not  savage ; the  soft  wild 
I’emoteness  of  an  uninhabited  Southern 
shore.  For  no  one  lived  on  Patricio,  save 
where,  opposite  East  Angels,  the  old  Ruiz 
liouse  stood  on  its  lapsed  land — lapsed  from 
the  better  tilling  of  the  century  before. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore  had  come  gam- 
bolling back,  striking  actively  hither  and 
thither  with  his  net,  still  pursuing  the 
.same  butterfly.  The  butterfly — at  his 
leisure — flew  inland.  And  then  Mr.  Moore 
gave  up  the  chase,  and  joined  Margaret 
Harold  calmly,  seeming  not  in  the  least 
out  of  breath,  his  face,  indeed,  so  serious 
that  she  received  the  impression  that  while 
his  legs  might  have  been  gambolling,  his 
thoughts  had  probably  been  employed 
with  his  next  Sunday's  sermon.  He  had 
an  introspective,  mildly  controversial  air 
that  indicated  ^Mieads." 

Garda  and  Winthrop  walked  on  in  ad- 
vance. The  beach  waved  in  and  out  in 
long  scallops,  and  when  they  had  entered 
the  second  they  found  themselves  alone, 
the  point  behind  intervening  between 
them  and  their  companions. 

“What  a dreadfully  lonely  place  this 
beach  is,  after  all !"  said  Garda,  pausing 
and  looking  about  her  with  a half-appre- 
ciative, half-disturbed  little  shudder. 


“Not  Ion  ely ; primeval,  ” answered  W in- 
throp.  “Don’t  you  like  it?”  he  added. 
“ I am  sure  you  do;  take  time  to  think.” 

“Oh,  I don't  want  any  time.  Yes,  I like 
it  in  one  way ; in  one  way  it’s  beautiful. 
One  could  be  perfectly  lazy  here  forever, 
and  I should  like  that.  As  for  the  loneli- 
ness, I suppose  we  should  not  mind  it  after 
a while— so  long  as  we  had  each  other.” 

Before  Winthrop  could  reply  to  this, 
“Suppose  we  race,”  she  went  on,  looking 
at  him  with  sudden  animation.  And  she 
began  to  sway  herself  slightly  to  and  fro 
as  she  walked  as  though  keeping  time  to 
music  he  could  not  hear. 

“ 1 think  you  mean  suppose  we  dance,” 
he  answered.  She  had  soon  deserted  the 
mood  that  chimed  in  with  his  own.  Still, 
he  had  not  misjudged  her;  she  had  it  in 
her  to  comprehend  the  charm  of  an  exist- 
ence which  should  be  primitive,  untram- 
melled, far  from  the  world,  that  simple  free 
life  toward  w^hich  the  thoughts  of  imagi- 
native men  turn  sometimes  with  such  in- 
expressible longing,  but  to  whose  attrac- 
tions feminine  minds  in  general  are  said 
to  be  inexorably  closed.  The  men  of  im- 
agination seldom  carry,  are  seldom  able  to 
carry,  their  aspirations  to  a practical  real- 
ity. That  makes  no  difference  in  their 
appreciation  of  the  woman  who  can  com- 
prehend and  sympathize  with  their  dream. 
Here  was  a girl  who,  under  the  proper  in- 
fluences, would  yield  to  such  a life,  would 
enjoy  it  richly.  But  the  vast  majority  of 
educated  women,  no  matter  what  influ- 
ences they  should  be  subjected  to,  would 
never  be  able  to  do  this  in  the  least;  they 
would  want — china  and  rugs! 

“Racing  or  dancing,”  Garda  had  re- 
plied, “I  don't  believe  you  can  do  either 
one  or  the  other;  you  are  too  slow.” 

“And  you  too  indolent,”  he  rejoined. 

He  had  scarcely  spoken  the  words  when 
she  was  off.  Down  the  beach  she  sped, 
and  with  such  unex{)ected  swiftness  that 
he  stood  gazing  instead  of  following.  The 
line  of  her  flight  was  as  straight  as  that  of 
an  arrow.  He  was  surprised ; ho  had  not 
thought  that  she  would  take  the  treuble  to 
run ; he  had  not  thought  her  fond  of  any 
kind  of  exertion.  But  this  did  not  seem 
like  exertion,  she  ran  as  easily  as  a slim  lad 
runs.  Her  figure  looked  very  light  and 
slender,  outlined  against  the  beach  and 
sky.  As  he  still  stood  watching  her,  she 
reached  the  end  of  the  scallop,  passed 
round  its  point,  and  disappeared. 

He  looked  back.  There  was  no  one  in 
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gight.  If  he  had  a mind  to  revive  his 
school-boy  feats,  he  could  do  so  without 
being  observed.  It  was  a beautiful  day. 
But  running  might  make  it  warmer.  At 
thirty -five  one  does  not  run  for  the 
pure  pleasure  of  it,  &s  at  sixteen ; if  one  is 
not  an  acrobat,  it  seems  a useless  waste 
of  energy.  Garda  was  probably  waiting 
for  him  beyond  the  next  point;  even  her 
desire  to  surprise  him  would  not  take  her 
further  than  that.  Ho  walked  onward  at 
a good  pace.  But  he  did  not  run.  He 
reached  the  point,  turned  it,  and  entered 
the  next  scallop.  She  was  not  there. 

It  was  not  a very  long  scallop;  she  had 
crossed  it,  probably,  while  he  was  crossing 
the  last.  He  went  on  and  entered  the  next. 
Again  she  was  not  there.  But  this  scal- 
lop was  a mile  long;  she  had  certainly  not 
had  time  to  cross  it.  Where,  then,  could 
she  be  ? There  was  nothing  moving  on 
the  white  beach;  the  perpendicular  sand 
cliff  afforded  no  footing;  he  walked  on, 
thinking  that  there  must  be  some  niche 
that  he  could  not  see  from  where  he  stood, 
in  which  she  had  hidden  herself.  But 
though  he  went  further  than  she  could 
possibly  have  gone  in  the  time  she  had  had, 
he  found  nothing,  and  reti*aced  his  steps, 
puzzled.  The  firm  white  sand  showed  no 
trace  of  her  little  feet;  even  his  own  hea- 
vier tread  was  barely  visible. 

Not  far  from  the  entrance  of  the  scallop 
across  which  he  was  now  returning  there 
was  a pile  of  drift-wood  higlier  than  the 
other  chance  heaps,  its  base  liaving  been 
more  solidly  formed  by  portions  of  an  old 
wreck  which  had  been  washed  ashore  there. 
Upon  this  foundation  of  water -logged 
timbers  the  white  branches  and  nonde- 
script fragments,  the  fiotsam  and  jetsam 
of  a Southern  ocean,  had  been  flung  by 
high  tides,  and  had  caught  there  one  upon 
the  other,  until  now  the  jagged  summit 
was  on  a level  with  the  top  of  the  sand 
cliff,  though  an  open  space,  several  feet  in 
width,  lay  l>etween  them.  Could  it  be  that 
Garda  had  climbed  up  this  insecure  heap, 
and  then  sprung  across  to  the  firm  ground 
of  Patricio  beyond  ? It  seemeil  impossible ; 
and  yet,  unleas  she  had  an  enchanted 
chariot  to  come  at  her  call,  she  must  have 
done  so,  for  there  was  no  other  way  by 
which  she  could  have  escaped.  Winthrop 
now  essayed  to  follow  her.  But  it  was 
not  without  difficulty  that  he  succeeded  in 
reaching  the  top.  For  it  was  not  so  much 
a question  of  strength  (of  which  he  had  an 
abundance)  as  of  lightness;  it  was  not  so 


much  a question  of  a good  hold,  as  of  no 
hold  at  all  and  a good  deal  of  luck:  the 
very  place,  he  said  to  himself,  for  feminine 
climbing,  which  is  generally  hap  hazard 
clutches  diversified  by  little  screams.  At 
length,  not  without  much  fear  of  bringing 
the  whole  pile  toppling  down  upon  him- 
.self,  he  reached  the  summit,  and  from  an 
insecure  foot -hold  lookecl  across  to  the 
firm  land.  Patricio  at  this  point  was  cov- 
ered, at  a short  distance  back  from  the 
hy  a grove  of  wild -myrtle  trees. 
There  was  no  path,  but  the  grove  was  not 
dense;  Garda  could  have  passed  through 
it  anywhere.  There  was  no  sign  of  her 
visible.  But  he  could  not  see  far.  He 
sprang  across,  and  went  inland  through 
the  myrtles,  his  course  defined  in  a mea- 
sure by  the  thick  chaparral  which  border- 
ed the  grove  on  each  side.  Suddenly  he 
heard  the  sound  of  voices.  He  pushed  on, 
and  came  to  a little  open  space,  thickly 
dotted  with  large  bright  flowers.  On  the 
further  side  of  this  space  an  easel  had  been 
set  up,  and  a young  man  was  at  work 
sketching.  Behind  this  young  man,  look- 
ing over  his  shoulder,  sto^  Garda  Thome. 

As  Winthrop  came  out  from  the  myr- 
tles, “How  long  you  have  been!”  she 
said.  Then,  without  any  further  comment, 
“Come  and  see  this  sketch,”  she  went  on, 
her  eyes  returning  to  the  picture.  “IVe 
never  seen  anything  so  pretty  in  my  life.” 

As  Winthrop,  after  a moment’s  survey 
of  the  scene,  came  toward  her  over  the 
flowers,  “Oh,”shesaid,  “I  forget  that  you 
don't  know  each  other.  Mr.  Winthrop, 
Mr.  Lucian  Spenser,  civil  engineer,  from 
Washington,  the  District  of  Columbia. 
Mr.  Spenser,  Mr.  Evert  Winthrop — he  is 
nothing  in  particular  now,  I believe — fmm 
the  city  of  New  York.” 

“ It’s  an  occupation  in  itself,  isn’t  it  ? to 
be  from  New  York,”  said  the  artist,  going 
on  with  his  sketching,  after  the  little  mo- 
tion, half  nod,  half  wave  of  the  hand,  with 
which  he  had  acknowledged  Garda’s  in- 
troduction. Winthrop  in  the  mean  while 
had  neither  spoken  nor  bowled;  he  had 
only,  as  slightly  as  possible,  raised  his  hat. 

“Why  do  you  stop  there  ?”  said  Garda. 
She  came  to  him,  took  his  arm,  and  led 
him  behind  the  easel.  “ The  picture — tlie 
picture's  the  thing  to  look  at!” 

The  sketch  — it  was  in  water -colors — 
represented  the  little  arena,  which  was  in 
itself  a brilliant  picture,  done  by  Nature’s 
hand.  It  was  an  open  oval  space  about 
fifteen  feet  in  diameter,  entirely  bare  of 
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trees  or  bushes,  and  covered  with  low 
green  through  which  rose  lightly  slender 
leafless  stalks,  each  holding  up,  several 
inches  above  the  herbage,  a single  large 
bright-faced  flower.  The  flowers  did  not 
touch  each  other;  they  were  innumerable 
spots  of  gold  and  bright  lavender,  which 
did  not  blend.  On  three  sides  the  thick, 
dark  cliaparral,  on  the  fourth  the  dark 
myrtles,  inclosed  this  gayly  decked  nook, 
and  seemed  to  have  kept  it  safely  from  all 
the  world  until  now.  The  artist  was 
making  a very  good  sketch,  good,  that  is, 
in  the  manner  of  the  new  foreign  school. 

“Isn’t  it  beautiful — wonderful  ?”  insist- 
ed Garda. 

“Ah,  yes — very  clever,”  Winthrop  an- 
swered. 

The  artist  laughed.  “You  hate  the 
manner,”  he  said.  “ Many  people  do.  *1 
think  I hate  it  a little  myself,  now  and 
then.”  And  he  began  to  sing  softly  to 
himself  as  lie  worked : 

^Oli,  de  sun  shines  bnglit  in  my  ole  Kentucky 
heme, 

Tis  summah,  de  darkies  are  gay — ** 

“ ’Twas  his  singing,  you  know,  that  at- 
tracted my  attention,”  said  Garda  to  Win- 
throp, under  cover  of  the  song.  She  did 
not  seem  to  be  explaining  so  much  as  re- 
peating a narrative  that  pleased  herself. 
“1  had  climbed  up  here  to  hide  myself 
from  you,  when  I heard  singing;  I fol- 
lowed the  sound,  and — here  he  was!” 

“You  have  met  him  before,  of  course  ?” 
was  Winthrop’s  reply. 

“Never  in  the  world— that  is  the  beau- 
ty of  it.  IVs  so  delightful  to  meet  people 
you  have  never  met  before.  And  then 
to  find  him  here  in  the  woods,  where  I 
didn’t  expect  to  see  anybody,  save  perhaps 
you,  later,  coming  slowly  along.  And 
isn’t  it  nice,  too,  that  we’re  going  to  have 
a new  person  to  add  to  our  little  excur- 
sions and  parties  ? For  they  were  getting 
to  be  a little  dull;  don’t  you  think  so? 
Always  the  same  people.  He  is  a cousin 
of  Mr.  Moore’s,”  she  added,  “ or  rather  his 
mother  was;  he  has  just  been  telling  me 
about  it.”  She  did  not  bring  out  this  last 
fact  as  though  it  were  the  most  important. 
Important?  The  only  important  point 
was  that  she  should  be  pleased.  She  had 
kept  Winthrop’s  arm  all  this  time.  Now 
she  relinquished  it,  and  turned  back  to  the 
easel. 

**  De  corn-tops  ripe,  an'  de  meddars  all  abloom, 

In  my  ole  Kentucky  home  far  away," 

sang  the  stranger;  and  this  time  he  let 


out  his  voice,  and  sang  aloud.  It  was  a 
very  good  voice.  But  Winthrop  did  not 
admire  it. 

“The  others  have  probably  no  idea 
what  has  become  of  us,”  he  said  to  Gar- 
da. “Shall  we  go  and  look  for  them  ?” 

“ Yes,  ” said  Garda ; “ of  course  they  must 
be  wondering.  You  go;  I will  wait  here. 
Go  and  bring  Mr.  Moore  to  see  his  cousin.” 

“It  will  be  quite  easy  for  Mr.— for  this 
gentleman — ” 

“ Spenser,”  said  the  artist,  good-humor- 
edly, as  he  painted  on. 

“ — to  see  Mr.  Moore  at  any  time  in  Gra- 
cias,” continued  Winthrop,  without  ac- 
cepting the  name.  For  the  life  of  him  he 
could  not  put  full  confidence  in  this  im- 
promptu relationship  which  Garda  had 
discovered,  any  more  than  be  could  in 
this,  as  one  might  say,  impromptu  man, 
whom  she  had  also  unearthed,  miles  from 
any  inhabited  point,  on  a wild  shore.  If 
the  stranger  were  indeed  a cousin  of  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Moore’s,  why  had  he  not 
made  himself  known  to  him  before  this  ? 
He  must  have  come  through  Gracias; 
Gracias  was  not  so  large  a place  that  there 
could  have  been  any  difficulty  in  finding 
the  rector  of  St.  Philip  and  St.  James;  nor 
was  it  so  busy  a place  that  one  could  have 
been  pressed  for  time  there. 

“The  truth  is,”  answered  Spenser,  aft- 
er he  had  completed  a bit  of  work  which 
seemed  much  to  his  mind — “the  truth  is,” 
he  repeated,  looking  at  it  critically,  with 
his  head  on  one  side,  “that  I have,  so  far 
at  least,  rather  shirked  my  good  cousin;  I 
am  ashamed  to  say  it,  but  it  is  true.  You 
see,  I only  faintly  remember  him.  But  he 
will  very  clearly  remember  me.  He  will 
have  reminiscences.  He  will  be  sure  to 
tell  me  that  he  knew  me  when  I was  a 
dear  little  baby.  Now  I maintain  that  no 
man  can  really  welcome  that  statement; 
it  betokens  recollections  into  which  he 
can  not  possibly  enter.  All  he  can  do  is 
to  murmur  inanely  that  he  fears  lie  must 
have  Jieen  a very  bad  little  boy.” 

“I  know  Mr.  Moore  will  say  it,”  said 
Garda,  gleefully;  “I  know  he  will.  Do 
go  and  call  him,”  she  said  to  Winthrop. 
“He  will  walk  down  to  Jupiter  Inlet  if 
you  don’t  stop  him.” 

But  Winthrop  stood  his  ground.  Mr. 
Moore's  cousin  or  not  Mr.  Moore’s  cousin, 
he  did  not  intend  to  leave  Garda  Thorne 
with  this  chance,  this  particularly  chance 
acquaintance  again.  True,  this  was  a very 
remote,  secluded  place,  to  which  city  rules 
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did  not  extend.  But  the  very  seclusion 
liad  been  like  a wall;  pi*obably  the  girl 
had  never  made  a chance  acquaintance  in 
her  life  before. 

“I  will  go  myself,  then,”  said  Garda, 
seeing  that  he  did  not  move.  She  did  not 
seem  annoyed;  she  was,  in  truth,  very  sel- 
dom ill-tempered.  On  the  present  occa- 
sion Winthrop  might  have  been  better 
pleased  if  she  had  showed  some  little  signs 
of  irritation;  for  she  was  simply  not  think- 
ing of  him  at  all;  she  was  thinking  only 
of  Mr.  Moore’s  cousin. 

She  crossed  the  flower -decked  space 
quickly,  and  entered  the  myrtle  grove. 
Winthrop  followed  her.  When  they 
reached  the  verge,  “There  they  are,”  she 
said,  looking  southward. 

“I  don’t  know  how  I am  to  get  you 
down,”  said  Winthrop.  “ We  could  jump 
across  from  the  drift-wood,  but  we  can  not 
jump  back  upon  it;  it’s  not  steady.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  go  down  now,”  said 
Garda.  “They  must  come  up.”  And 
she  called,  in  a long  note,  “Mar — ^garetl” 
“Mar — garetl” 

Mrs.  Harold  heard,  and  turned. 

“ There  I I’ve  called  her  Margaret  to  her 
face !”  exclaimed  the  girl. 

“ To  her  back,  you  mean,” 

“ I never  did  it  before.  But  I was  sure 
to  do  it  some  time.  We  always  call  her 
Margaret  when  we  talk  about  her,  mam- 
ma and  I ; and  we  talk  about  her  by  the 
hour.” 

“Mr.  Moore  and  I together  can,  per- 
haps, get  you  down,”  said  Winthrop,  try- 
ing the  edge  of  the  sand  cliff  to  see  if  a 
niche  could  be  trodden  out. 

“How  odd  you  arel  When  I tell  you 
I’m  not  going  down  ? Of  course  the  oth- 
ers are  to  come  up.  Mr.  Moore  will  be 
enchanted  to  see  his  cousin.  I am  sure  I 
was— though  he  isn’t  mine.” 

Winthrop  asked  himself  whether  he 
should  take  this  opportunity  to  give  this 
beautiful  Florida  girl  a first  lesson  in 
worldly  wisdom.  Then  he  reflected  that 
what  he  had  admired  the  most  in  her  had 
been  her  frank  naturalness,  the  innocent 
freedom  with  which  she  had  followed  all 
her  impulses,  witliout  pausing  to  think 
where  they  would  lead  her.  So  far,  her 
impulses  had  all  been  child-like,  charm- 
ing. As  regarded  this  present  one,  though 
it  was  child-like  also,  he  would  have  liked, 
with  it,  a little  more  discrimination.  But 
discrimination  is  eminently  a trait  de- 
veloped by  time,  and  time,  of  course,  had 


not  yet  had  a chance  to  do  much  for  Ekl- 
garda  Thorne. 

He  decided  to  leave  her  to  herself,  and 
to  return  for  the  moment  to  his  old  posi- 
tion (from  which  he  had  rather  departed 
of  late),  the  position  of  looking  on,  with- 
out comment,  to  see  what  she  would  do 
or  say  next.  What  she  did  was  simple 
enough.  She  directed,  with  much  mer- 
riment, the  efforts  of  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Moore,  as  in  response  to  her  request  he 
climbed  up  the  jagged  pile  of  drift-wood 
first,  in  order  to  show  Mrs.  Harold  the  best 
foot-holds,  his  butterfly  pole  much  in  bis 
way,  but  not  relinquished  by  any  means; 
for  had  not  that  butterfly  flown  inland  ? 
Perhaps  he  should  encounter  him  again. 
When  he  w'as  safely  landed  on  Patricio, 
Margaret  Harold  followed  him.  Win- 
throp, in  spite  of  the  difficulties  of  de- 
scent, wished  to  come  down  and  assist 
her.  But  this  she  would  not  allow';  and 
assistance,  indeed,  was  plainly  worse  than 
useless  in  such  a place.  Nor  did  she  be- 
tray any  need  of  it;  she  climbed  with  an 
ease  w hich  showed  a light  foot  and  accu- 
rate balance,  and  was  soon  standing  by 
Garda’s  side. 

When  they  reached  the  little  flower 
cove  it  was  immediately  made  evident 
that  the  mother  of  the  singing,  painting 
stranger  bad  really  been  (she  had  been 
dead  many  years)  a cousin  of  Middleton 
Moore’s,  Winthrop  himself,  unless  he  was 
prapared  to  believe  in  an  amount  of  plot- 
ting for  which  there  seepied  no  sufficient 
motive,  being  forced  to  acknowledge  the 
truth  of  the  story.  The  convei-sation  be- 
tween the  clergyman  and  Spenser  went 
on  with  much  animation.  Mr.  Mooie 
was  greatly  interested;  he  was  even  ex- 
cited; and  they  talked  of  many  things. 
At  last  he  said,  with  feeling,  “I  remem- 
ber you  80  well,  Lucian,  as  a baby;  I was 
in  the  same  house  with  you  once  for  a 
whole  week  when  you  were  just  able  to 
walk  alone.” 

“Ah,  yes!  I am  afraid  I was  rather  a 
bad  little  boy,”  Spenser  answered. 

“You  were  rather— rather  animated,” 
the  clergyman  admitted,  mildly. 

Garda,  who,  as  usual,  had  her  arm  in 
Margaret’s,  leaned  lier  head  on  Margaret's 
shoulder  and  gave  way  to  soft  laughter. 

Middleton  Moore  talked,  enjoying  his 
adventure  greatly.  But  though  he  talk- 
ed, he  did  not  question;  he  was  too  com- 
plete a Southerner  for  that.  He  leaned 
on  his  butterfly  pole,  and  regarded  Lu- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


EAST  ANGELS. 


889 


cian  with  the  utmost  friendliness,  not 
thinking,  apparently,  of  the  fact  that  he 
had  come  upon  this  interesting  young  rel- 
ative quite  by  chance,  and  that  this  same 
young  relative  must  have  passed  through 
Gracias  (if  indeed  he  were  not  staying 
there)  without  paying  him  a visit,  though 
he  knew  that  his  cousin  was  rector  of 
St.  Philip  and  St.  James;  he  had  confess- 
ed as  much.  Lucian,  who  had  left  his  ea- 
sel, now  moved  toward  it  again,  and  stood 
scanning  his  work  with  the  painter's 
suddenly  absorbed  gaze  — as  though  he 
had  forgotten,  for  the  moment,  every- 
thing else  in  the  world  but  that.  Then 
he  sat  down,  os  if  unable  to  resist  it,  and 
began  to  add  a touch  or  two,  while  (with 
his  disengaged  faculties)  he  was  good 
enough  to  give  to  his  cousin,  of  his  own 
accord,  a brief  account  of  himself  in  the 
present  and  in  the  past.  It  seemed  that 
he  was  by  profession  a civil  engineer  (as 
he  bad  already  told  Garda),  and  that  the 
party  of  which  he  was  chief  were  engaged 
in  surveying  for  a propose<l  railway, 
which  would  reach  Gracias- a- Dios  (he 
thought)  in  about  seventy-five  years. 
However,  that  was  nothing  to  him ; there 
was  undoubtedly  a company  (they  had 
got  an  Engli.sh  lord  in  it),  and  he,  Lucian, 
was  quite  willing  to  survey  for  them,  if  it 
amused  them  to  have  surveying  done; 
that  part  of  the  scheme,  at  least,  was  paid 
for,  if  nothing  else  was.  His  party  were 
now  some  distance  north  of  Gracias ; they 
had  reached  one  of  the  swamps;  it  had  oc- 
curred to  him  that  it  was  a good  time  to 
take  a day  or  two,  and  come  down  and  see 
the  little  old  town  on  the  coast.  And  as 
he  was  a dabbler  in  water-colors,  he  had 
not  been  able  to  resist  doing  some  of  the 
little  “ bits”  he  had  found  under  his  hand. 
“I  was  coming  to  see  you,  sir,  to-mor- 
row, ” he  concluded.  * ‘ The  truth  is,  I had 
only  these  rough  clothes  with  me;  I have 
sent  back  for  more.” 

“To  the  swamp said  Garda. 

‘ ‘ To  the  swamp — precisely.  I keep  them 
there  very  carefully  in  a dry  canoe.” 

“You  must  not  only  come  and  see  us, 
Lucian ; you  must  come  and  stay  vrith  us,” 
said  the  clergyman,  gravely.  He  consider- 
ed hospitality  one  of  the  graver  pleasures. 
“Penelope  will  hear  of  nothing  else,” he 
added,  bending  in  his  near-sighted  way  to 
look  at  the  picture,  and  putting  his  nose 
close  to  Lucian’s  pinks  and  blues.  “Isn’t 
it  rather — rather  bright  ?”  he  asked,  blink- 
ing a little  as  he  drew  back.  Mr.  Moore’s 
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idea  of  a picture  was  a landscape  with  a 
hill  in  the  background,  a brook  and  wil- 
lows in  front,  a chui'ch  spire  peeping  out 
somewhere  in  the  middle  distance,  and  a 
cow  or  two  at  the  brook’s  edge,  all  x^tint- 
ed  in  a dark  and  melancholy — what  he 
himself  would  have  called  a chaste — 
green,  even  the  cow  partaking  in  some  de- 
gree of  that  thoroughly  decorous  hue. 

“It’s  not  brighter  than  the  reality,  is 
it  ?”  said  Lucian. 

“I  — don’t — know,  ” answered  Mr. 
Moore,  straightehing  himself,  and  looking 
about  him  as  if  to  observe  the  reality, 
which  he  evidently  was  now  noting  for 
the  first  time.  “ You  have  put  in  a butter- 
fiy ; that  is,  I don’t  think  it's  a bird,”  he 
added,  returning  to  his  inspection.  “I 
haven’t  seen  any.  Was  there  one  here  ?” 

“There  should  have  been,  then ; it's  the 
very  place  for  them,”  Lucian  declared. 

“I  don’t  think,  Lucian,  that  we  are  ca- 
pable of  saying  where  they  should  have 
been,”  answered  the  clergyman.  “ I have 
been  through  all  that  myself;  they  are 
very  seldom  there.” 

Garda  again  gave  way  to  merriment, 
hiding  it  and  her  face  on  Margaret’s 
shoulder. 

“Hasn’t  your  sky  rather  too  vivid  a 
blue,  Lucian?”  Mr.  Moore  went  on,  his 
face  again  close  to  the  picture. 

“Well,  sir,  that’s  as  we  see  it.  I see 
that  color  in  the  sky,  you  know.” 

“How  can  you  see  it  if  it  is  not  there  ?” 
demanded  his  relative,  with  his  temperate 
dwelling  upon  his  point.  And  he  trans- 
ferred his  gaze  from  the  sketch  to  the 
young  man. 

“But  it  is  there  for  me.  It’s  the  old 
question,  sir,  of  the  two  kinds  of  truth.” 

“There  are  not  two  kinds,  I think,  Lu- 
cian,” responded  the  clergyman,  and  this 
time  he  spoke  with  decision. 

“There  are  two  ways  of  seeing  it,  then. 
We  state  or  believe  a thing  as  we  see  it, 
and  we  do  not  all  see  alike.  You  see  the 
hues  of  a sunset  in  one  way.  Turner  saw 
them  in  another.  He  painted  certain  skies, 
and  people  said  there  were  no  such  skies; 
but  Turner  saw  them.” 

“The  fault  was  still  there,  Lucian;  it 
was  in  his  vision.” 

“Or  take  another  instance,” continued 
Spenser.  “A  man  has  a wife  whom  \ie 
loves.  She  has  grown  old  and  faded ; there 
is  no  trace  of  beauty  left,  but  he  still  sees 
her  as  she  was.  To  him  she  does  not  mere- 
ly seem  beautiful,  she  is  beautiful.” 
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The  eyes  of  Garda  and  Margaret  met, 
one  of  those  rapid  exchanges  of  a mutual 
comprehension  which  are  always  passing 
between  women  unless  they  liappen  to  be 
open  enemies.  Even  then  they  are  some- 
times forced  to  suspend  hostilities  long 
enough  for  one  of  these  quick  pass-words 
of  intelligence.  Men  are  so  slow.  The 
mutual  thought  of  the  two  women  now 
was — Mrs.  Penelope.  Certainly  she  was 
old  and  faded,  and  very  certainly  also  her 
husband  regarded  her  as  as  much  of  a Ve- 
nus as  it  was  proper  for  a clerical  house- 
hold to  possess.  Their  entertainment  con- 
tinued as  they  saw  that  the  clergyman 
made  no  personal  application  of  Spenser’s 
comparison,  but  merely  considered  the  il- 
lustration rather  an  immoral  one. 

As  if  to  change  the  subject,  the  good 
man  now  demanded,  in  his  equable,  un- 
resonant voice,  “How  do  you  return  to 
Gracias,  Lucian  ?” 

“There’s  a contraband  with  a dug-out 
waiting  for  me  over  on  the  Espiritu  side,” 
answered  Spenser.  “ I walk^  across.” 

“Ah I we  are  sailing,”  remarked  the 
clergyman,  in  a gently  superior  tone. 
Little  as  he  himself  enjoyed  maritime  ex- 
cursions, he  felt  that  this  was  the  proper 
tone  to  take  in  the  presence  of  his  host, 
the  Emperadord*8  owner.  “We  shall 
reach  home,  probably,  much  sooner  than 
you  will,”  he  went  on,  looking  off  at  the 
chaparral  with  an  abstracted  air. 

Winthrop,  smiling  at  this  innocent  lit- 
tle manoeuvre,  invited  Spenser  to  return 
to  Gracias  with  them.  He  could  send  one 
of  the  men  across  to  tell  the  negro  of  the 
change  of  plan.  Spenser  accepted  the 
offer  promptly.  He  packed  his  scattered 
belongings  into  small  compass,  and  slung 
them  across  his  shoulder;  his  easel,  under 
his  manipulation,  became  a stout  walking- 
stick. 

“That  is  a very  convenient  arrange- 
ment,” said  the  clergyman. 

“ Yes;  I am  rather  proud  of  it.  I in- 
vented it  myself.” 

“Ah,  that’s  your  father  in  you,”  said 
Mr.  Moore,  unconsciously  betraying  some- 
th ing  that  was  almost  disapproval.  ‘ ‘ Your 
father  was  a Northern  man.  But  your 
mother,  Lucian,  was  a thorough  Southern- 
er; she  had  no  taste  for  invention.” 

’“She  wouldn’t  have  had  it  even  if  she 
had  been  a Northern  woman,  I fancy,” 
responded  Spenser.  ‘ ‘ Women  are  not  in- 
ventors. I don’t  mind  saying  it  before 
Mrs.  Harold  and  Miss  Thorne,  because  they 


haven’t  the  air  of  wishing  to  be.  It’s  a 
particular  sort  of  air,  you  know.” 

“Is  your  invention  strong?”  asked 
Winthrop.  “I  don’t  know  how  we  are 
going  to  get  the  ladies  down  to  the  beach, 
unless  we  make  a perch  for  them  by  driv- 
ing that  stick  of  yours  and  Mr.  Moore’s 
butterfly  pole  into  the  sand  drift  half-way 
down.  From  there,  with  our  help,  they 
might  perhaps  jump  the  rest  of  the  dis- 
tance. We  should  have  to  tread  out  some 
sort  of  footing  for  ourselves.” 

Mr.  Moore  involuntarily  glanced  at  his 
green  pole,  and  then  at  Margaret  and  Gar- 
da, as  if  estimating  their  w^eight. 

“We  shall  certainly  snap  it  in  two,”  ex- 
claimed Garda,  gay ly.  ‘ ‘ Snip,  snap,  gone !” 

“But  there’s  a descent  not  so  very  far 
above  here,”  said  Spenser.  “I’ve  found 
it  once,  and  I think,  if  you  will  trust  me, 
I can  find  it  again.”  He  led  the  way  into 
the  chaparral,  and  the  others  followed. 

The  chaparral,  a thicket  of  little  ever- 
green oaks,  rose  round  the  flower  cove  to 
a height  of  ten  feet.  But  soon  it  grew 
lower,  and  they  came  out  upon  a broad 
stretch  of  it  not  much  over  four  or  four 
and  a half  feet  in  height,  very  even  on 
the  top,  extending  unbroken  to  the  south 
as  far  as  they  could  see,  and  rising  gently 
on  the  west,  in  the  same  even  sweep,  over 
the  small  ridge  that  formed  Patricio’s 
backbone.  Their  heads  were  now  all  well 
above  the  surface  of  this  leafy  sea. 

“ There’s  my  track,”  said  Spenser. 

It  was  a line  which  had  been  made 
across  the  foliage  by  his  passage  through 
it;  the  leaves  had  been  rippled  back  a lit- 
tle, so  that  there  was  a trail  visible  on  the 
green  surface  like  that  left  by  a boat  which 
has  passed  over  a smooth  pond.  They 
made  tlieir  way  toward  the  trail. 

The  little  oaks  were  not  thorny,  but 
their  small  stubborn  branches  grew  as 
closely  at  the  bottom  as  at  the  top,  so  that 
it  was  necessary  to  push  with  the  ankles 
as  well  as  with  the  shoulders  in  order  to 
get  through. 

“Deep  wading,”  said  Lucian,  who  led 
the  way.  “I  hope  you’re  not  discour- 
aged.” 

“ Wading  ?”  said  Gktrda.  “Drowning! 
These  thick  leaves  are  like  imves.  And 
I’m  sure  that  fishes  are  biting  my  ankles. 
And  snakes!  I shall  sink  soon;  you’ll 
hear  a gurgle,  and  I shall  have  gone.” 

Spenser,  laughing,  turned  and  made  his 
way  back  to  her  from  the  front  at  the 
same  moment* that  Winthrop,  who  was 
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last,  pushed  his  way  forward  from  be- 
hind ; they  reached  her,  and  placed  them- 
selves, one  on  each  side,  so  that  they  could 
make  her  progress  easier. 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Moore,  who  had  been 
calling  back  a long,  careful  explanation 
that  the  Florida  snakes,  the  dangerous 
ones,  were  never  found  in  chaparral, 
was  now  left  at  the  head  of  the  party,  to 
keep  the  course  for  them  by  the  line  of 
rippled  leaves.  This  duty  he  performed 
with  much  circumspection,  lifting  his  arm 
with  the  long  butterfly  pole  high  in  the 
air  every  now  and  then,  and  stretching  it 
forward  gently  as  far  as  he  could  to  tap 
the  line  of  rippled  leaves,  as  much  as  to 
say,  “There  you  are;  quite  safe.”  He 
had  the  air  of  a magician  with  his  wand. 

“ I think  I shall  have  to  stop  for  a mo- 
ment,” said  Margaret  Harold,  after  a 
while,  speaking  for  the  first  time  since 
their  entrance  into  the  chaparral.  She 
was  next  to  Mr.  Moore  in  their  little  pro- 
cession, but  a distance  of  ten  or  fifteen  feet 
separated  them,  while  Garda,  with  Spenser 
and  Winthrop,  was  at  a still  greater  dis- 
tance behind.  Winthrop  waited  only  an 
instant  after  she  had  spoken  (long  enough, 
however,  to  give  Spenser  and  the  clergy- 
man the  opportunity,  in  case  they  should 
desire  it) ; he  then  made  his  way  forward 
and  joined  her. 

“ Here;  lean  on  me,” he  said,  quickly, 
as  soon  as  he  saw  her  face.  He  thought 
she  was  going  to  faint. 

Margaret,  though  she  looked  pale, 
smiled,  and  declined  his  help;  she  only 
wished  to  rest  for  a moment;  the  chap- 
arral had  tired  her.  She  stood  still,  em- 
bosomed in  the  foliage,  her  eyes  closed, 
the  long  dark  lashes  lying  on  her  cheeks. 
Winthrop  could  see  now  more  clearly  how 
delicate  her  face  was ; he  remembered,  too, 
that  though  she  was  tall,  she  was  a slender 
woman,  with  very  slender  little  hands  and 
feet.  Her  grace  of  step,  though  remark- 
able, had  probably  not  been  of  much  use 
in  forcing  a way  through  chaparral.  But 
her  cheeks  were  growing  whiter;  he  was 
afraid  she  would  fall  forward  among  the 
bristling  little  branches;  he  pushed  his 
way  nearer  and  supported  her  with  his 
arm.  Garda  meanwhile,  her  fatigue  for- 
gotten, had  started  to  come  to  her  friend, 
Spenser  helping  her,  while  Mr.  Moore,  his 
pole  carefully  held  out  over  the  trail  (as 
though  otherwise  it  would  disappear), 
watched  them  with  anxiety  from  the  front. 

But  now  Margaret  was  recovering.  The 


color  came  back  to  her  face,  she  opened  her 
eyes,  and  immediately  began  to  push  her 
way  forward  again,  as  if  she  wished  to 
show  Winthrop  that  he  need  have  no  fur- 
ther fears.  He  staid  to  aid  her,  never- 
theless. 

“ Why  didn't  you  go  to  her  ?”  said  Gar- 
da^ to  Lucian  Spenser,  as  they  resumed 
their  former  pace  after  Margaret's  recov- 
ery. “I  mean  why  didn't  you  start  be- 
fore Mr.  Winthrop  did  ? There  was  time.  ” 

“He  had  the  better  right;  he  knows 
her;  I don’t.” 

* ‘ It  wasn’t  a question  of  knowing,  but  of 
helping.  As  to  knowing — ^you  don’t  know 
me.” 

“Oh  yes,  Ido!”  answered  Spenser. 

“But  you  have  never  seen  me  until  to- 
day. Now  please  don’t  tell  me  that  I am 
so  much  like  some  one  else  that  you  feel  as 
if  you  had  known  me  for  ages.” 

‘ ‘ You  are  like  no  one  else ; your  type,  as 
a general  thing,  exists  only  in  dreams,  the 
dreams  of  artists  mad  on  color.  And  it’s 
in  my  dreams  that  I have  seen  you,”  he 
went  on,  surveying  her  with  the  frankest 
and  most  enjoying  admiration.  “ Aren't 
you  glad  you’re  so  beautiful  ?” 

“Yes,”  responded  Garda,  with  much 
seriousness,  as  though  it  were  not  at  all  a 
matter  to  jest  about;  “ I am  very  glad  in- 
deed.” 

They  came  before  long  to  the  descent  of 
which  he  had  spoken.  It  was  a miniature 
gorge,  which  descended  to  the  beach  in  the 
scallop  where  Garda  had  begun  her  race. 
As  soon  as  they  reached  the  lower  level, 
Ghtrda  went  to  Margaret  and  took  her 
hands.  “ Do  you  really  feel  better  ?”  she 
said.  “We'll  stay  here  awhile  and  rest.” 

Margaret  refused,  saying  that  the  feel- 
ing of  fatigue  had  quite  passed  away. 

“ You  have  got  more  color  than  usual,” 
said  Garda,  scanning  her  face. 

“A  sure  sign  that  I am  perfectly  well 
again,” answered  Margaret,  smiling. 

“A  sure  sign  that  you  are  very  tired,” 
said  Evert  Winthrop. 

Margaret  made  no  reply.  She  began  to 
walk  northward  with  Garda  up  the  beach. 
Spenser  kept  his  place  on  the  other  side  of 
Garda,  and  Winthrop  joined  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Moore,  who  was  alone.  These  two 
walked  faster  than  the  others,  and  were 
soon  some  distance  in  advance.  The  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Moore  improved  the  occasion  by 
relating  the  entire  history  of  the  Spenser, 
or  rather  the  Byrd,  family,  the  mother’s 
side  of  the  house  (connections  of  the  cele- 
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brated  Colonel  Byrd),  which  he  seemed  to 
consider  very  interesting.  That  is,  their 
history  in  the  past.  As  to  the  present  and 
its  representative,  he  seemed  quite  without 
definite  information. 

The  present  representative  spent  several 
days  at  the  rectory,  and  probably  imparted 
the  information  which  was  lacking.  Dur- 
ing his  visit  he  formed  one,  as  Garda  had 
anticipated,  of  the  various  little  parties 
which  Betty  still  continued  to  arrange  and 
carry  out  for  the  entertainment  of  her 
dearest  Katrina.  Then  he  took  leave  of 
the  rector  and  his  wife,  and  returned  to  the 
camp  at  the  swamp.  # 

Three  days  later  he  came  back  to  remain 
some  time.  He  took  a room  at  the  Semi- 
nole, saying  that  his  hours  were  quite  too 
uncertain  for  a well-regulated  household 
like  that  of  the  Moores. 

His  hours  proved  to  be  uncertain  in- 
deed, save  that  a certain  number  of  them 
were  sure  to  be  spent  with  Garda  Thorne. 
A few  also  were  spent  in  bringing  De  Tor- 
rez out  of  his  seclusion.  For  Lucian  took 
a fancy  to  the  young  Cuban.  “I  don’t 
think  you  half  appreciate  him,”  he  said,  in 
his  easy,  unattached  way — unattached  to 
any  local  view.  “He’s  a perfect  mine  of 
gold  in  the  way  of  peculiarities  and  pre- 
cious oddities ; he  repays  you  every  time.” 

“ I was  not  aware  that  oddities  had  so 
much  value  in  the  market,”  remarked  Dr. 
Kirby,  dryly. 

“My  dear  sir,  the  greatest!”  said  Lu- 
cian, still  in  his  detached  tone. 

The  Doctor  was  not  very  fond  of  Lu- 
cian. The  truth  was,  the  Doctor  did  not 
like  to  be  called  ‘ ‘ my  dear  sir.  ” The  pos- 
sessive pronoun  and  the  adjective  made  a 
different  thing  of  it  from  his  own  John- 
sonian monosyllabic  mode  of  address. 

“/  appreciate  Mr.  De  Torrez,”  Garda 
had  answered ; “I  always  have  appreciated 
him.  He’s  like  a thunder -cloud  on  the 
edge  of  the  sky.  You  feel  that  he  could 
give  out  some  tremendous  flashes  if  he 
pleased.  Some  day  he  will  please.” 

“I’ll  tell  him  that, ’’said  Spenser,  who, 
among  his  other  accomplishments,  had 
that  of  speaking  Spanish. 

Whether  he  told  or  not,  the  young  Cu- 
ban at  any  rate  appeared  among  them 
again.  He  was  tired,  possibly,  of  the  con- 
sumption of  his  soul.  But  there  was  this 
advantage  about  De  Torrez,  that  though 
he  might  consume  his  own,  he  had  no  de- 
sire to  consume  the  soul  (or  body  either) 
of  any  one  else;  whereas  Manuel  appeared 


to  cherish  this  wish  to  an  almost  sangui- 
nary degree.  The  dislike  he  had  for  Evert 
Winthrop  was  nothing  compared  with  the 
dislike  he  now  nourished  for  Lucian  Spen- 
ser. For  Lucian  trespassed  upon  his  own 
ground,  where  he  had  hitherto  reigned 
supreme : if  Manuel  was  handsome,  Lucian 
was  handsomer  still. 

“ A finer-looking  young  man  than  Lu- 
cian Spencer,”  Mrs.  Rutherford  had  more 
than  once  remarked,  “is  very— seldom — 
seen.” 

Lucian  having  no  horse,  as  Winthrop 
had,  could  not,  as  Garda  expressed  it,  ride 
over  the  pine-barrens  in  every  direction 
and  stop  at  East  Angels.  But  be  had  a 
fisherman’s  black  boat,  with  ragged  sail, 
and  though  it  was  not  an  Emperadora,  it 
could  still  float  down  the  Espiritu  with 
swiftness  enough,  giving  its  occupant  the 
opportunity  to  stop  at  the  same  Spanish 
residence,  where  there  was  a water  land- 
ing as  well  as  an  entrance  from  the  bar- 
rens. The  occu  pant  stopped  so  often,  and 
his  manner  when  he  did  stop  was  so  dif- 
ferent from  that  of  their  other  visitors, 
that  Mrs.  Thorne  felt  at  last  that  duty 
demanded  that  she  should  “ make  inquir- 
ies.” This  duty  had  never  been  esteemed 
one  of  the  prominent  ones  of  life  at  Gracias- 
4-Dios.  Mrs.Thorne’s  determination, there- 
fore, showed  that  her  original  New  Eng- 
land principles  were  alive  somewheredown 
in  her  composition  still  (as  Betty  Carew 
had  always  declared  that  they  were),  in 
spite  of  the  layer  upon  layer  of  Thorne 
and  Duero  traditions  with  which  she  had 
so  carefully  overlaid  them.  She  was 
aware  that  it  was  a great  inconsistency  on 
her  part  to  revert,  at  this  late  day,  to  the 
old  methods  of  her  youth ; but  what 
could  she  do  ? The  Thornes  and  Dueros 
were  all  dead,  and  had  left  no  precedents 
for  a case  like  this,  an  essentially  mod- 
em one;  and  Lucian  Spenser  was  alive 
(particularly  so),  and  with  Garda  almost 
all  the  time. 

“ She  asked  me,”  said  the  Reverend  Mr. 
Moore  to  his  wife,  “what  I ‘really  knew’ 
about  Lucian,  which  seemed  to  me,  Penel- 
ope, a very  singular  question,  Lucian  be- 
ing so  near  and  dear  a relative  of  ours.  I 
did  not,  however,  comment  upon  this;  I 
simply  gave  her  a full  account  of  the 
Spenser  family,  or  rather  of  the  Byrds, 
his  mother’s  side  of  the  house,  going  back 
(in  order  to  be  explicit)  through  three  gen- 
erations. Strange  to  say,  this  did  not  ap- 
pear to  satisfy  her.  I will  not  say  that 
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she  interrupted  me,  for  she  did  not.  But 
she  had  nevertheless,  in  some  ways,  an  ap- 
pearance of — of  being  perhaps  somewhat 
inwardly  impatient.” 

“Oh,  I know  I”  said  Mrs.  Moore,  nod- 
ding her  head.  “She  coughed  behind 
her  hand.  And  she  shook  out  her  hand- 
kerchief, holding  it  by  the  exact  middle 
between  her  forefinger  and  thumb.  And 
she  tapped  on  the  floor  with  the  point  of 
her  slipper.  And  she  settled  her  cuffs. 
And  then  she  coughed  again.” 

“That  is  exactly  what  she  did!  You 
have  a wonderful  insight,  Penelope,”  said 
her  husband,  admiringly. 

“Give  me  a woman,  and  I’ll  unravel 
her  for  you  in  no  time — in  no  time  at  all,” 
answered  Penelope.  “But  men  are  dif- 
ferent; 80  much  deeper.  You  yourself 
are  very  deep,  Middleton.” 

The  clergyman  stroked  his  chin  medi- 
tatively. His  eyes  wandered,  and  after 
a while  rested  peacefully  on  the  floor. 

“ There  1 1 know  just  what  you’re  think- 
ing of  now,”  resumed  his  wife  from  her 
sofa;  “I  can  tell  you  every  word.” 

Her  husband,  who  at  that  moment  was 
thinking  of  nothing  at  all,  unless  it  might 
have  been  of  a worn  place  which  he  had  de- 
tected in  the  red  and  white  matting  at  his 
feet,  raised  his  eyes  and  looked  at  her  with 
amiable  expectancy.  He  had  long  ago 
learned  to  acquiesce  in  all  the  discoveries 
respecting  himself  made  by  his  clever 
Penelope ; he  even  believed  in  them  after 
a vague  fashion,  and  was  always  much  in- 
terested in  hearing  the  latest.  But  he  was 
so  unmitigatedly  modest,  he  took  such  im- 
personal view's  of  everything,  including 
himself,  that  he  could  listen  to  her  eulo- 
gistic divinations  by  the  hour  without  the 
least  real  appropriation  of  them,  as  though 
they  had  been  spoken  of  some  one  else. 
He  thought  them  very  wonderful,  and  he 
thought  her  almost  a sibyl  as  she  breught 
them  forth.  But  no  glow  of  self -apprecia- 
tion followed:  this  frugal  man  was  not 
easily  made  to  glow.  At  present,  when 
his  wife  had  unrolled  before  him  the  in- 
teresting thoughts  which  she  knew  he  was 
thinking  (and  the  rector  himself  was  al- 
ways of  the  opinion  that  he  must  be  think- 
ing them  somewhere,  in  some  remote  part 
of  his  mind  which  for  the  moment  he  had 
forgotten),  she  concluded,  triumphantly, 
as  follows:  “I  can  always  tell  what  you 
are  thinking  of  from  the  expression  of 
your  face,  Middleton ; it's  not  in  the  least 
necessary  for  you  to  speak.”  Which  %vas 


on  the  whole,  perhaps,  fortunate  for  Mid- 
dleton. 

Mrs.  Thome,  not  having  succeeded  in 
obtaining  “definite”  information  from  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Moore,  addressed  heraelf,  at 
length,  to  Evert  Winthrop.  Something 
that  was  almost  like  a friendship  had  es- 
tablished itself  between  these  two.  Mrs. 
Thorne  found  Winthrop  very  satisfying. 
She  mentioned  that  she  found  him  so.  She 
mentioned  it  to  Margaret  Harold,  with 
whom,  also,  she  now  had  an  acquaintance 
which  was  almost  intimate,  though  in  this 
case  the  intimacy  had  been  formed  and 
kept  up  principally  by  herself.  “ Yes,  ex- 
tremely satisfying,”  she  repeated.  “On 
every  subject  of  importance  he  has  definite 
infomiation,or  a definite  opinion,  and  these 
he  gives  you — when  you  ask  for  them — 
with  the  utmost  clearness.  Touch  him  any- 
where,” continued  the  lady,  tapping  her 
delicately  starched  handkerchief  (which 
she  held  up  for  the  purpose)  with  her  little 
knuckle,  “anywhere,  I say,”  she  contin- 
ued, still  tapping,  “and— he  resounds.'' 

“Dear  me,  mamma!  is  he  hollow?” 
said  Garda,  while  Margaret  gave  way  to 
laughter.  But  Mrs.  Thorne  liked  even 
Margaret’s  laughs.  Margaret  too  she 
found  “ very  satisfying,”  she  said. 

When  she  spoke  to  Winthrop  about 
Lucian  Spenser,  however,  she  found  him 
perhaps  not  so  satisfying  as  usual. 

“I  know  nothing  whatever  about  Mr. 
Spenser,”  he  answered. 

“We  are  seeing  a good  deal  of  him  at 
present,”  remarked  the  little  mother,  in  a 
conversational  tone,  ignoring  his  reply. 
“It’s  rather  better — don’t  you  think  so ? — 
to  know  soniething — definite — of  those  one 
is  seeing  a good  deal  of  ?” 

“ That  is  the  way  to  learn,  isn’t  it— see- 
ing a good  deal  of  them  ?”  Winthrop  an- 
swered. 

Mrs.  Thome  coughed  in  her  most  dis- 
creet manner,  and  looked  about  the  room 
for  a moment  or  two.  Then,  “Do  you 
like  him,  Mr.  Winthrop?”  she  said,  her 
eyes  on  the  opposite  wall. 

“ My  dear  lady,  what  has  that  got  to  do 
with  it  ?” 

“Much, ’’responded  Mrs.  Thorne,  mod- 
estly dropping  her  eyes  to  the  carpet.  ‘ ‘ A 
man’s  opinion  of  a man,  you  know,  may 
be  quite  different  from  a woman’s.” 

“There  is  his  cousin,  Mr.  Moore.” 

‘ ‘ I have  already  asked  Mr.  Moore.  He 
knows  only  Mr.  Spenser's  grandfather,” 
replied  Mrs.  Thorne,  dismissing  the  cler- 
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gyman,  as  informant,  with  a wave  of  her 
dry  little  hand. 

“Dr.  Kirby,  then  ?” 

“ Dr.  Ktrhy,”  said  the  lady,  with  an  es- 
pecial emphasis  on  the  name,  as  though 
there  were  a dozen  other  doctors  in  Gra- 
cias— “Dr.  Kirby  admires  Mr.  Spenser. 
But  we  should  not  count  too  much  upon 
that,  for  Dr.  Kirby  looks  upon  him,  as  I 
may  say,  medically.” 

‘ ‘ Good  heavens ! does  he  want  to  dissect 
him  ?”  said  Winthrop. 

Mrs.  Thome  gave  her  guarded  little 
laugh.  " ' No ; but  he  says  that  he  is  such  a 
I)erfect  specimen, physically, of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  at  his  best.  He  may  be.  I am 
sure  I am  willing.  But  we  are  not  all 
ethnologists,  I suppose;  and  something 
more  definite  in  the  way  of  a background 
than  ancient  Saxony  or  Gaul  would  be,  I 
think,  desirable,  when,  as  I remarked  be- 
fore, one  is  seeing  so  much  of  a person.” 

There  was  a short  silence,  which  Win- 
throp did  not  break.  Then  he  rose,  and 
took  up  his  hat  and  whip;  he  had  been 
paying  one  of  his  afternoon  visits  at  the 
old  house.  ‘ ‘ Don’t  be  uneasy,  ” he  said,  in 
the  half-protecting  tone  which  he  often 
adopted  now  when  speaking  to  the  little 
mistress  of  East  Angels.  “If  you  are 
seeing  much  of  this  Mr.  Spenser,  you 
and  your  daughter,  you  must  remember 
that  you  are  also  seeing  much  of  others 
as  well;  of  Manuel  Ruiz,  of  young  De 
Torrez,  even  of  myself.  There’s  safety  in 
numbers,  you  know.” 

“Mr.  Spenser  is  not  in  the  least  like 
any  of  you;  that  is  my  trouble,”  Mrs. 
Thorne  declared,  with  emphasis.  “I  do 
not  mean,”  she  added,  with  her  anxious 
particularity,  “that  you  are  in  the  least 
like  Manuel  or  De  Torrez,  Mr.  Winthrop; 
of  course  not.” 

Winthrop  did  not  reply  to  this  beyond  a 
smile.  He  took  leave,  and  went  toward 
the  door. 

Mrs.  Thorne’s  eyes  followed  him.  Then 
with  her  quick  little  step  she  crossed  the 
room,  and  stopped  him  on  the  threshold. 
“Mr.  Winthrop,”  she  said,  repeating  his 
name  as  if  she  wished  to  impress  herself 
and  her  words  upon  him,  “ do  you  like  to 
see  Oarda  showing  such  an  interest  in 
Lucian  Spenser  ?”  Her  voice  was  almost 
a whisper,  but  her  bright  eyes  met  his 
bravely. 

For  a moment  he  returned  her  gaze. 
Then,  “ I like  it  immensely,”  he  said,  and 
went  down  the  stairs. 


Soon  after  this,  however,  there  was 
what  Mrs.  Thorne  called  “ definite”  infor- 
mation about  Lucian  Spenser  in  circula- 
tion in  Gracias ; it  was  even  very  definite. 
He  might  have  the  background  of  honor- 
able grandfathers  which  Mr.  Moore  at- 
tributed to  him,  but  for  the  foreground 
there  was  only  himself,  himself  without 
the  adjuncts  of  wealth  or  any  fixed  in- 
come, even  the  smallest.  He  was  a civil 
engineer  (apparently  not  a very  indus- 
trious one).  He  had  whatever  emolu- 
ments that  profession  could  bring  in  to  a 
man  who  painted  a great  many  pictures  in 
water-colors  for  his  own  entertainment; 
and  he  had  nothing  more.  This  he  told 
himself,  and  with  the  utmost  frankness. 

“Nothing  more?”  commented  Mrs. 
Rutherford.  “But  he  has  always  his 
wonderful  good  looks ; that  in  itself  is  a 
handsome  fortune.” 

“ His  good  looks,  I confess,  I have  nev- 
er seen,”  answered  Mrs.  Thorne,  who  was 
paying  a morning  visit  at  the  eyrie.  Gar- 
da was  at  that  moment  on  the  eyrie’s 
east  piazza  with  Lucian,  and  the  mother 
knew  it.  True,  Itfargaret  Harold,  Dr. 
Kirby,  and  De  Torrez  were  there  also; 
but  Mrs.  Thorne  had  no  diflSculty  in  pic- 
turing to  herself  perfectly  the  success 
with  which  Lucian  was  engrossing  Gar- 
da’s attention. 

“You’ve  never  seen  them  ? You  must 
be  a little  blind,  aren’t  you  ?”  said  Mrs. 
Rutherford,  pleasantly.  Mrs.  Rutherford 
was  not  fond  of  Mrs.  Thorne. 

“I  am  blind  to  the  mere  sensuous  de- 
lights of  the  eye,”  responded  the  little 
mother,  the  old  Puritan  fire  sparkling  for 
a brief  moment  in  her  own  blue  ones. 
Then  she  controlled  herself.  “ I can  not 
admire  his  expression,”  she  explained. 
“His  nature  is  a very  superficial  one;  I 
am  surprised  that  Mrs.  Harold  should  list- 
en to  him  as  she  does.” 

“Oh,  as  to  that,”  remarked  Mrs.  Ruth- 
erford, “he  amuses  her,  you  know;  Mar- 
garet and  I are  both  very  fond  of  being 
amused.  However,  we  do  not  complain ; 
we  find  a vast  deal  of  amusement  in  Gra- 
cias. It’s  a very  funny  little  place,”  add- 
ed the  Northern  lady,  with  much  tranquil 
entertainment  in  her  tone,  paying  back 
with  her  “funny”  her  visitor’s  “sensu- 
ous.” (Mrs.  Rutherford  could  always  be 
trusted  to  pay  back.) 

That  evening  she  announced  to  her 
niece,  “Little  Madam  Thorne  has  designs 
upon  Evert.” 
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Margaret  looked  up  from  her  book, 
she  too  old  for  that  sort  of  thing 

“ That  sort  of  thing?  Do  you  mean 
designs  ? Or  attraction  ? Attraction  is 
not  in  the  least  a matter  of  age/’  answer- 
ed Mrs.  Rutherford,  with  dignity.  She 
disposed  her  statuesque  hands  upon  her 
well-rounded  arms,  and  looked  about  the 
room  as  though  Margaret  were  not  there. 

“I  meant  feeling,”  replied  Margaret, 
smiling.  “There’s  such  a thing  as  age 
in  feelings,  you  know.” 

“Yes;  and  in  manner  and  dress,” said 
Mrs.  Rutherford,  accepting  this  compro- 
mise; “certainly  Mrs.  Thorne  is  a marked 
example  of  all  three.  I don’t  think  any 
one  of  our  family  ever  looked  so  old  as  she 
does  now,  even  at  ninety  I But  how  could 
you  suppose  I meant  that  she  had  designs 
upon  Evert  for  herself  ? For  Garda,  of 
course.” 

“ Garda  is  very  young.” 

“Why  don’t  you  say  she’s  a child? 
That  is  what  they  are  all  saying  here;  I 
think  they  have  said  it  too  much.  To  be 
sure,  she  is  only  sixteen,  barely  that,  I be- 
lieve; and,  with  us,  girls  of  that  age  are 
immature.  But  Garda  Thorne  isn’t  im- 
mature. She  talks  as  maturely  as  I do.” 

“She  does — in  some  ways,”  admitted 
Margaret. 

“She  talks  remarkably  well,  if  you 
mean  that,”  responded  Mrs.  Rutherford, 
who  always  felt  called  upon  to  diflPer  more 
or  less  from  her  niece.  “ And  she  is  cer- 
tainly quite  pretty.” 

“ She  is  more  than  pretty;  she  is  strik- 
ingly beautiful.” 

“ Oh  no,  she  isn’t,”  replied  Mrs.  Ruther- 
ford, veering  again;  “you  exaggerate. 
It’s  only  because  you  see  her  here  in  this 
dull  little  place.” 

“I  think  it  would  be  the  same  any- 
where, Aunt  Katrina.” 

“Well,  we  shall  not  have  to  compare, 
fortunately.  She  will  stay  here,  of  course, 
where  she  belongs ; she  will  probably  mar- 
ry that  young  De  Torrez.  But  that  little 
ill-bred  mother’s  designs  upon  Evert — that 
is  too  amusing!  Evert,  indeed!  Evert 
has  more  coolness  and  more  discrimina- 
tion than  any  man  I have  ever  known.” 

The  man  of  discrimination  was  at  that 
moment  strolling  slowly  through  the  St. 
Luz  quarter,  on  his  way  to  the  Benito.  He 
reached  it,  and  walked  out  its  silver  floor. 
The  tide  was  coming  in.  On  that  low 
coast  there  were  no  rocks ; the  waves  reach- 
ed the  shore  in  long,  low,  unbroken  swells, 


like  quiet  breathing.  They  had  come  even- 
ly in  from  deep  water  outside,  and  now 
flowed  softly  up  the  beach  a little  way,  and 
then  back  again,  with  a rippling  murmur- 
ous sound  that  was  peace  itself.  Warm 
as  was  the  land,  still  dreaming  of  the  sun, 
the  ocean  was  warmer  still;  the  Gulf 
Stream  flowed  by  not  far  from  shore,  and 
the  air  that  came  from  the  water  was  soft 
on  the  cheek  like  a caress.  As  the  stroll- 
er neared  the  end  of  the  point,  the  many 
little  islets  which  lay  clustered  together  in 
reedy  shallows  just  within  the  harbor’s 
mouth  came  into  view  in  the  moonlight. 
They  seemed  asleep,  but  were  not.  They 
were  waiting,  waiting  to  feel  the  deepen- 
ing sea  flood  all  their  miniature  channels, 
come  higher  and  higher  round  their  low 
margins,  until  they  should  lie,  they  too, 
in  all  the  full-wrapped  glory  of  high  tide. 
From  the  many  orange  groves  of  the  town 
dense  perfume  came  to  him.  He  walked 
through  belts  of  it.  At  last,  at  the  point’s 
end,  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  it, 
bathed  in  it.  He  threw  the  light  over- 
coat he  had  been  carrying  down  upon  the 
sand,  and  stretched  himself  upon  it,  with 
his  back  against  an  old  boat.  Lying  there, 
he  could  look  down  the  harbor  and  out  to 
sea. 

He  was  thinking  a little  of  the  scene 
before  him,  but  more  of  Garda  Thorne; 
her  liking  for  the  new-comer.  For  she  had 
confessed  it  to  him  herself.  Confessed, 
however,  was  hardly  the  term ; she  had  no 
wish  apparently  to  conceal  anything:  she 
had  simply  told  him,  in  so  many  words, 
that  she  had  never  met  or  known  any  one 
so  delightful  as  Lucian  Spenser.  This 
was  innocent  enough.  Garda  was,  in  re- 
ality, very  child-like.  True,  she  was  not 
shy;  she  was  very  sure  of  herself:  she 
talked  to  him  and  to  everybody  with  un- 
troubled ease.  Her  frankness,  indeed,  was 
the  great  thing;  it  had  an  endless  at- 
traction for  Evert  Winthrop.  His  idea 
had  been  (and  a very  fixed  belief  it  had 
grown  to  be)  that  no  girl  was  frank  after 
the  age  of  long  clothes;  that  the  pretty 
little  creatures,  while  still  toddling  about, 
developed  the  instinct  to  be  “good”  rather 
than  outspoken ; and  that  the  “better”  they 
were,  the  moi-e  obedient  and  docile,  the 
less  outspoken  they  became.  He  could 
not  say  that  he  did  not  admire  obedience. 
But  the  flower  of  frankness  had  come  to 
seem  to  him  the  most  fragrant  of  the  whole 
bouquet  of  feminine  virtues,  as  it  certainly 
was  the  rarest.  He  had  told  Mrs.  Thorne 
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that  he  liked  to  see  Garda  show  her  prefer- 
ence for  Spenser,  and  this  had  been  true, 
to  a certain  extent ; he  knew  that  he  had 
felt  a distinct  pleasure  in  the  swiftness  and 
completeness  with  which  she  had  turned 
from  him  to  the  younger  man  as  soon  as 
she  found  that  the  younger  man  pleased 
her  more.  For  it  was  known  now  in 
Gracias  that  he  (Winthrop)  was  endowed 
with  an  unusual  number  of  what  are  call- 
ed “advantages.”  The  salient  points  of 
his  history  had  by  this  time  been  narrated 
(in  strict  confidence,  of  course)  by  Katri- 
na to  Betty,  and  immediately  re-narrated 
by  Betty  (in  the  strictest  confidence  also, 
and  the  very  smallest  bits)  to  all  her 
friends.  The  good  lady  confided  to  one 
the  beautiful  country  place  on  the  Hud- 
son which  he  had  just  bought,  and  no- 
thing else ; to  a second,  his  attainments  in 
science  by  themselves ; to  a third,  his  iron 
mine,  and  that  alone ; to  a fourth,  his  trav- 
els; to  a fifth,  his  flawless  moral  charac- 
ter ; to  a sixth,  his  kindness  to  his  poor  rel- 
atives ; to  a seventh,  simply  the  amount  of 
his  income,  grandly  but  baldly  stated,  and 
nothing  more ; and  so  on  through  the  list, 
priding  herself,  meanwhile,  on  the  strict 
care  with  which  she  had  abstained  from 
telling  the  whole.  That  with  this  know- 
ledge of  his  attributes  (and  trust  Aunt  Ka- 
trina for  a rich  description !)  Garda  Thome 
should  unceremoniously  push  him  aside, 
as  one  might  say,  to  bestow  all  her  atten- 
tion upon  a new-comer  who  had  openly 
confessed  that  he  possessed  none  of  them, 
this  had  given  Winthrop  a good  deal  of 
satisfaction  of  a certain  sort.  For  it  proved 
that  the  girl  was  not  touched  by  ambition, 
nor  tempted  by  wealth,  by  a desire  for  per- 
sonal luxury  ; and  Winthrop  held  (he  knew 
that  many  people  would  not  agree  with 
him)  that  young  girls  are  far  more  apt  to 


be  influenced  by  wealth,  more  apt  to  be 
dazzled  by  it,  to  covet  it,  than  older  wo- 
men are.  The  older  women  know  that  it 
does  not  bring  happiness  in  its  train ; that 
it  may  bring  great  unhappiness.  The 
young  girls  do  not  know;  and,  from  their 
ignorance,  they  do  not  care,  because 
they  have  not  learned  as  yet  what  a cruel, 
torturing  pain  unhappiness  may  be.  Gar- 
da Thorne  was  poor,  and  even  very  poor; 
she  had  a natural  taste  for  luxury.  Yet 
her  passing  amusement  was  evidently  far 
more  to  her  than  anything  else  in  the 
world;  she  simply  did  not  give  a thought 
to  the  fortune  that  lay  near.  And  even 
her  amusement  was  founded  upon  nothing 
stable.  Lucian,  though  she  considered 
him  so  delightful,  was  by  no  means  de- 
voted to  her.  He  openly  admired  her  beau- 
ty (Winthrop  thought  far  too  openly),  he 
preferred  her  society  to  that  of  any  one 
in  Gracias;  but  all  could  see  that  Gracias 
was  probably  the  limit;  that  in  other  and 
larger  places  he  would  find  others  to  ad- 
mire; that  he  was,  in  short,  a votary  of 
variety.  In  spite  of  this,  Garda  found 
him  supremely  entertaining,  and  that  was 
enough  for  her.  She  followed  him  about, 
always,  however,  in  her  indolent  way,  in 
which  there  was  never  any  trace  of  eager- 
ness. But  if  she  were  not  eager,  she  seem- 
ed to  consider  him  her  own  property ; she 
always  wished  to  be  near  him,  so  that  she 
could  hear  all  he  was  saying;  she  laughed 
far  oftener  when  with  him  than  she  did 
when  with  any  one  else.  Winthi*op  was 
always  attracted  by  Garda’s  laugh.  He 
seemed  to  hear  it  again  as  he  lay  there 
in  the  moonlight,  breathing  the  dense  per- 
fume, and  looking  over  the  warm  low  sea. 

“There  isn’t  a particle  of  worldliness 
about  her,”  he  said  to  himself. 

It  was  midnight  and  high  tide. 


ADMONITION. 

WELL  mayst  thou  halt,  and  gaze  with  brightening  eye! 

The  lovely  Cottage  in  the  guardian  nook 
Hath  stirred  thee  deeply;  with  its  own  dear  brook. 

Its  own  small  pasture,  almost  its  own  sky! 

But  covet  not  the  Abode;  forbear  to  sigh. 

As  many  do,  repining  while  they  look; 

Intruder,  who  would  tear  from  Nature’s  book 
This  precious  leaf,  with  liarsb  impiety. 

Think  what  the  Home  must  be  if  it  were  thine, 

Even  thine,  though  few  thy  w-ants! — Roof,  window,  door, 
The  very  flowei-s  are  sacred  to  the  Poor, 

The  roses  to  the  porch  which  they  entwine: 

Yea,  all,  that  now  enchants  thee,  from  the  day 
On  which  it  should  he  touched,  would  melt  away. 
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^ " ^ MViiiuoil,  in  fe  $<;oj(je 

8.  )§l4aiitKburg.  tte 

]^\AVv^Ot"»trfe  Aiul  a f^Ay  wUie^rn.  ' GtoU  rntiv  of  iUein  >a-^  vouched  for  % liicnVif  ^diiir* 

Bod  etceJliOit  juil^Ti^  iictjer  iViiiV 

the  jstflectmii  Ihem  un».  tu  itietn  leredeucv^/  TTft^i^  fAr-, 

fiof teuhH<5.  ^jjd  hvrcen  vcrv^  M^wet  ridrculedand  ioad’es^^^ 

of  hi  Ametri<\a0i4  dii^  fiir  t|jr<?itr 

duu  to  tluK  isMlI  Of  raiikjkj  iriCH^a^^isd  cti 

wijpu  wtuincfci’il'ttm^fc^  -'■''■■/  '~:l:  ''Ai'  l^^ilgfth  Uu^ac/^  hcf^o  Id 

:^:  :1-h4i!i%  i|  th<t  biraiu«  of  bh^^wi  th?it  iiad  jo-o- 

^hc0^i  du4!^il  for  w\Ci^\\  j^  W^ro 

i^lmtucd;  and  idfic^rs*  wl^  did  iK>t 

H bicUcy^  alki  r^ai^- 

ihl^t  thorn  AV<mld  ii4?  dqpe&  ahd  i^pecula- 
loarkei.^'  fkOfi^}^er 

tha^  priOt»  fdr  f irix*  tld^i  point  T^i>hOd  tlutia  ^ 

pof^MioiTS  y (Hi  h>  fiiiij;  ilHy  of 

^V  bidit  hp^xoltmv^-  iial  ‘ THCO^iiitiOn  0 

.1  y pf  iti^Te  Utomi  far :«y ill  dHirjf  quah  and  tlie  ^ fnth  - 

tlu/  i]y  l>ocHihe  airinvjkirfahi 

fife  hxh!  tu  special;  ..  Jl'hW  adjitiohal 

•: ;: , .;1i(it y^hihx-tho, ■oy*?^l|}encO'.0f  ti^’e : /rufuiy^’o^'thy/V^M^r^  h 
Vbos  Ofirlx  ''h>  thi#'  cuholry , ■ 

E‘  VvTd,::ffh^:';^t^’  to,:’fhe  pres>cnV'-5iV^^^^  ■ 

r^i^;  i?i;  ‘thi^  h : i\h)te  ricf:i,;  tte  n).ri{ w I h Vi  0 hpi  e won^l  to:;  hat^  famt^ 

a^tiV>AV  Of  lliO  hf^h  f)nees  iilifH  r^r  ih^ 

canm  Ht  a iHt<?r  dHfi?  ixi  the  >dmpc  lyi2e-wh>Hing‘ ai  been 


JERSEY  OATTL^  m 

the  hi^i^he^i  thepwelres  tii 

Tim  liccompljshed  w3io11j^  )\ij^fji,  prtc^j‘hat  w^r»> 

exlernul  appeamn*''*^  <vf  llw  ia;?  butt^^  tertifey  Ui^  rttai n taiji. 

ed.  A of  .iet  ip 

t)i<^  Awierieaii  der^^yy0aitie;:i^ 

\v^^‘is  sUpjKwicd  to  dpe  ‘ ' ; ..  . r \ 

and  ail  feattipe«.  tiiark^ 
atpribiood  tb^ii^iinaxibHdtb 

pcrf^i  itnipbiU  ■ TTlu^  otpoiii^ 

ppr^y  .ha5i<Stf  that  jt^qnld  b<^ 

Ip:  adtli^ijrn;^-  the  ;?t’ate-^.,|H>in1^,^i4»^ip'>’:byIbai^i!^  : 

■ iv^ntor)#’’^^aii  ng\tp  lao^; 

itobirj  ai>jwne]i-v  of  iy)iii<>,  etbiy  entinj^  lablldieil  ord^y  4t  lii^t  tl)^  ‘ jmi  ' 

iy  upoii  if^thbMb  gw  rif1j:cuU*d  ^n)Iy  In  a 

i^lbv'uoe^  to  theiiaefulii^^f  v^iib 

bail.  cd>taii m< wt  br]>ittkry  boUF  bpiHi  / . gty.a {3y  i nflpeiiiibjer: 

brmlbig  ffiusl.iioivs.  ; ing-  pt^yiomiJy 

fa^ddmiH  iu^  tluit  b aod  . 

gilt>d  naiiieffd  v!^  b>  tlirit; ' 

Sidendibtr;,  W offering  Oieir  stook  for  tya3  uiibfbnp  . 

«iil^;;  The  apiH^dma^ie  tliftt  lyoidd  CKly  o . 

itra^iuiV  upofi  tbp  )a\vii  of  a itOiOitby  m : >bi{  expre^ivsed  the  be,0ef  fbut  ihi^'  ' 

denee  VVA’^  a ;aiwdiiDd  ftaiuir^y  aiiil  Values  ijarp^t  ip  their  i^qovM 

wem  muoli  bnhaiieWd  b^V  ^npi>I(ior  qmdtih  hot'  \vtp’(f  by  their 

^ catiijias  iil  tU/if  ilirecttoU/  U TiVattbt>co\WMid<iHit^ 

eumstanees  the  pmgre-s^ed  remark-  claini^  foe  (behr.m  , 

ubly  in  Ijeauty  of  fpi^ui  und  in  the  iievel  for.  a motneoL  • • ••;  >* . ' : 


^ y : ,/:  ytrayii. ,; 

F>bm  'onJ I'Mli*.U*l{»li'iii. 


opmmt  of  that'  Wrtihiitnti^^^  of  Of  ptoitw/  thiK  h H«ta^.ott%o> 

outwmrd  S^nd  ^efjth^OenS^  h t^ati  .V  iui  d odV  /dF  tft^> . ^ , 

itx  Oie  ^ybt*age^  ^uba^s^foiiy  imuew;  astunishod  ibe 

g«u«(J  ieow  adioi*g  p«x»e  ou<^4  lnd.  width  to 

fi'^lbpiiit [y  faib  timysupcH^to  t1h>,  tlirv^ti 41^  of  tho vAmerah n ‘^}iifr^y  ‘\ :' 

ly  herd  d and  sertd  40  hi*^> 

Npr  have  Udv^iuftue^^d  pfarcli ay^pnmht-ryr  tt>  wiifiteH5  and  guard  ix 

tier  the  n€.s^  Tt^fifUa,  VVhiJe  the,y  w^rre  ix^ml  of  the  peH^id  of  ...  ' 


HAIiFK^’S' 


0i>e>  w^kv  A inajc^rity  ' ^u*.feiw3^i;it^  to^allit^t^il>  of 

wei^x  jsk«>pUt?s  or  ^tvowed  <3.iB!t>i#0v  wU I jo>t^  But  iOe  mns^pf 

<>f  tlie<?1iaims  i*egai*diiig:  tiiis  vaiujL’fjs  aa 

aiid  tbe  poU)iuitky>  was  soDti  1!Jie 

^ pn^viomlj" 

<vtotO(?d  itporp^  iiiati  beek  :Tl^cp  la<k,  bt^i 

4ai<krb^e<lforab2f  tbkt^lite 

feaclifid  her  ^i^iabriU  niil  Tlie  a 

|w>ini  wa^5  that  0^  wditib^.  for  tbe 

for  t.U€»  we^!^  k^t^ibb4:  ai 

«i>utiee^6f tlubvii^  biictr  But  it  may  be  tb  a® 

f^mblfetl^  f 11  ie«  clme  bail  jei  gi-e^tly  anl«^i^  W 

fb^r  t^ilbg:  b(?w^  t|icv  highest  A depif^e^ioa  huM  tf:yr 

b^cihtebhmViltePs  1^  b(:Hljr.  suaie  raoiiUi^  prevuiled  in 

/fhe  verUicatioa^^^^^b^^^  : liraneJi  of  U'aae^ 

another  poweVfvU'  hitpetus  to  pripi^  of  tur^,  anti  Jerseys  hate  not  only 
dai  atrama  of  buUe/^  blood;  in  sympathy*  but:  ih  additi«»n  have  Ita^^ 

vdosb  alliance  itb  thiy  paBto^  bear  the  etfecis  kf  an  ohO>r€^ 

ats(i  io  which  girestt  yfeW  pneuman la  1 n the  W eat  whieh  ^^oktidetely 

dairnediipbhptidhhihjte^Anthbi^tyi;^^:;  interest  there,  and  witje 
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1'ANbKt.lON  AND  «UI.K. 

Tfi'in  |•it>J^licr9l«h  Ity  P«Hi,  MS  Broatiwfy,  >»<w  York, 


to  the  female  niiiid  Avhere  suitable  ojipor-  tlie  famous  cows  Alphea,  171.  and  Eurotas. 
tuniiy  occurs  for  its  indul^-ence.  2454.  Even  the  excessive  demands  of  hi.sr 

The  dairy,  which  is  aiv  almost  insepara-  great  busines.s  could  not  altogether  over- 
ble  companion  to  the  breeding  Imrd  if  any  come  his  love  of  uhimals.  and  **  Bright- 
considerable  number  of  cows  are  kept^  is  a .side,’’  bis  little  farm  alK)ve  Ilarlern  Riv^er, 
feature  of  no  little  irn|)ortance,  and  one  will  remain  Instorical  long  after  it  lias 
thati  to  be  successful.  riMpiires  a peculiar  disiippeai^csl  l>eneatb  tbo  brick  and  mortar 
care  that  is  seldom  dmasswvated  from  a and  pavements  of  an  advancing  city.  It 
gn^ater  degi^ee  of  intelligence  ione  may  at  was  tljerc  that  he  bred  Alphea,  an  incoin- 
most  say  rcTinementV  tlian  is  often  found  parable  cow;  whose  blood  i$  still  potent  in 
among  liired  help.  Where  it  is  conduct-  many  a valuable  herd.  Her  unfort*e<l 
ed  on  a larg»^  scale  it  necessitates  the  en^  tests  at  the  rale  of  ov^ei*  twenty - nine 
ploynicnt  of  expert  help;  hut  many  an  jiounds  of  butter  a w<^-k.  with  only  six 
owner  of  Jerse\'s  ill  a small  way  ha.s  failed  quarts  of  ground  feed  a day  in  iuhlition 
to  get  his  buUf?r  to  suit  him  until  his  wife  to  pasture,  and  her  retK?atcd  trials  on 
hccame  suflicienily  intoresied  to  study  the  grass  alone  at  the  rate  of  tweiity-thn»c  to 
subject  that  wtis  once  her  grandmother's  twenty-four  and  a half  |x>nnds  of  butter  a 
pride  and  special  accoinplishineiit,  and  take  week,  mark  her  as  a marvellous  animal, 
the  matter  in  hand.  From  her  he  bred  ICuropu,  and  from  Eu- 

Some  of  the  most  successful  breeding,  ropa  cHiiie  Eurofri^  that  in  the  herd  of 
judged  by  modern  staridards,  lias  licen  ac-  Mr.  A.  B.  Darling  made  778  pounds  1 ounce 
cornplmhed  hy  men  who  are  prominent  in  of  bultcr  in  eleven  months  and  five  days, 
other  tiolds.  Uokmel  Richard  M-  Hoe,  ami  dmpped  a calf  witliin  u year  from 
whose  inveniiouH  and  improvements  in  the  l>eguining  of  the  test,  llei't^w^assu- 
printing-presses  have  revolutionixed  tlie  fierlative  merit  for  tliree  generations  in 
bu.sincss  of  printing*  and  i^ndcred  hi.s  the  blood  ; and  it  did  not  end  with  Euro- 
name  familiar  thoughout  the  Avorld,  is  fas,  for  alibough  she  had  no  daughters 
almost  as  wddely  known  as  the  hmsler  of  tliat  lived  to  come  into  milk,  Mr.  Darling 
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MOmBhY  MAiSAZma 


;y>f  feu  fef  i);U;Jui^^ ' ; OomUetiotii.  airfeUA^Ui  re- 

I itiarkabfe?  ^ ^ .Sir ' & 

Uv  i^mUkr 
the--  one  0 tijf 

tifni^^;  : . ' Ibading  VuYjtOtt^rS  ;A>f 

ward  k<?bps:.‘hik  m j}^- 

Ui|a^  p#t  to  felotMl  fieri vffd  from  CVd-  i|:oiiab 

*pJVoi  4ko  H iiiau  iff  prohji-  ai|r  J 


'JKHHf,Y  HKt.JLE  or  ■5ii;lTrATK.  . 

I'  rvdnipJvul'^^Hib  b>  tfc  Kttib«»T  riiiliLiii^^iftiU). 


ill  <>t}ier  feikifi€«  from  cttie^'  and  tlicjii*  pi^- 

Itjv  opening  Senior  proU'Utor^  apd  tur-e  of 

raapaget  «}f  the  Fifth  Avc^avie  HoWv^^HT:  tfeo  turmoil Xrf  wliioh  feU  oWii  businb;?^ 

Yo^k;^^1ViQfe,  o<rybrhi|^^^^  o/  liaw  .pJajdfe  W Iiod- 

fiveyekra^  ^^umlvle:  Y<U\*f^r:-ifehh^ 

itben  the 

bv  the  # tli^e  iin 

^eu  G^iui|:y,.^tA%y  will  lo7m  be  re-,  no!  of  ff^irtforS^  Conn^UtnjftM  i*t 

ineaihei^jl  A ifeAgmit  ihn^fe 

^reat  of  J C?}i»rf«^  L.  Sha^plbjS^^ 

‘Ikprefekul:  ■;:^  Mr.^^ 

iviU  A-^ifekiUd  j^v0t  )\(4xx0  ATlifen  ^ SW^ht--  ik  <^ix^|<mfeu4yi:C  fibctTeuA,:^ 
,?^idev'rkfeh;'’th^'f0rimie^  wbrfel^rj^A';!^ 

;}feh^n<?fets^  • ^ Weit : ’ Ifei’kx^ ; ' tor ; ffe] A i>f. 

to  oilier  mucli  iV>r  1^:  k^b^to 

tfid  com ii( ton  l^he  ;wto^  t:h«>  ptortto  jtoto  D^todelto^h  A 

acco:tH.tofl  fe^^h^U  iu  Holijr- 

Aiitoito  to  k;  ptoikhto^toi^to  wtotoli^  boB 

-.fntobyv:d>b^' 

ff b uh^  1 n vaetouk  1 fe  b ^ AS^  to?  tof5fto«  lhi*<;>agh  tfe  tow  I 

toaintoi  Af r'  Witoifeur  B*  ftototo^^ IQhtotoito^^  bf  ife  Mtotoi  bf  tlto 

toiUittou?  toiU^  But  )nkto^  that  wfelk  ^'’A 

af tohto^'to^ikpxMiehto'^^b  0»iny  bra j£e . g iialilj^'  • ‘ b;^  j:  •; incti^tse^h' 

iJi5  fiirin  U ItoXto 

• fetobi'tol.' to.ktto ■ ^ ■ ■■^ki V’ ; ' . .ili k ■ i t • ’toay;'/.- ,t hhi'e-;,  i^A  1,1  • ' 

•'i^yitohtotoVhto'  ;;k  all' fentoUto/toto^^^ 

blocto,  uoihto  todth  tliatof  Pan^>%S*  was  dento.  /;  . };  • . < : , ■ 


jEswjBv  cA'fttiK  IN  mmiCK 


. ^cir^  if  jrift  wd  Vhi  ap^  JHvii  <l/iysr^  official 

in^  ib  Arnc^cim  thy  3f?prt|ii>Hfe  thy  AT»cri> 

gytiiH  ol  tim  parbi)  If.  n (U  Mr^;  8.^  cwn  Gh^i  1 C i ik(h  gh  phimilK  VZ 

tostsi 

thuh  Ciimhj^ssicv^  hatypyris^  that  hyi* 

V f 4 « K>o^  ii  hi  ti\al  y y f*V  J?  ^sKtemiyd  ;i}u4>h"|i  4 oubJo 

yhy  :ii$IiVii;4 i V %Vf  I Rioter  m 

H ticscrcini aut^^ Ifv^y  ^oht  Ep ino^h  of V 5ir<h»;  j^iotyi*  Sd^ 
ihiy^vrt  'iiiih^if  aud  jitra 

sifu4y  Iri  1851  >trv  Tlohhii^ 

h^iryti  hyrd  Li iicfy  in  h^  £itfr  AIav«^sachusctl«.^^  ifirtporU^d  ihe^ 

>V)fvLliL"l^  : il*i  ihat,  dt^pik*  of  ar/yli  * 

aitra#:-  s^iou  for  I.ifm  ^ HI} 

tlam;-.^:-";;'\\^.^:-:'^^^  . i,  ‘ ^ vpbahdiji;3 

Biij^jiih  ilimttis*  of  lersny  cattle  Mab  j 4p^  ^ttc^^^ynda;n^^^^ 

uprtii  fo  iiiiprovc*  and 

mie  ^cas  lii tnlUncrd  er  waiih  ; d 
fttfo.  ^ Hr.  8bel'  ls<S^4iny  irr  ite^,  W 

of  Mo^iitreah  9^ 

felted  hiittci*  in  of  the 

lafor  \S|ie  >1^^  ■ 

iiih  n^fo  oti^haUy  ^*0  hy  ih)e  h e^f  ■ 

of  i*h|Iip  iiry  Jlas^cl^u^Ctt^i  vylny^b  at 

porte>tl  to  tliO  X»riit<KVHtatCiK  by  Mr.  Pefor 

L»>  WfoOosfei;  Yytfoohh  fi^^An  iriWife^^C^  Scitn* 

w I lOni  r.  $t  etihehii  pr->'urtft;l  the  hh  H al^> 1 ^l>9u  bils  rif  bu t forln  «y y C h days, 

Bfoky-’Pe^gi^s  'Sd,  ^ ;foau|y -of  = forts  Ihat'HUf^undt; 

hutlev  c^ws  vr^  thy  recall  ah^  w^caU  not 

bination,  thy  n4>#n9fo*J  9f  Which  Xlfe  Hfo  Of  » dhrscy 

Aphe  of  St>  X^mbertN  tJiO  jprtrhihly:  YhU  Bclfer  nh  Alp^  A a 

«itp?Cy  E,  Fnlfert  E^  y^XXlhpiilfohv^  0 NVonid  hU  k book;  JSt^^ 

CIO,  tihe  #hrpu^j»rd  thn  yyaP41c^  m hfo;  and 

taijij,  tn  jffT%  i)ajrting^  hyVd.  giyfoicr.^l^'?  X;tili  thrff  Jbouiaty{  Uiougli 

poandit  111*  oTmcHs^  \}^^^^^:  ixv/^  twtrhipif  to  the  fond  ofahtMiovya* 


I 


, ktoowiv 

It  is  the  Hani<im4Ui^  v:iri^ip.i<;<f;,y^.^^^^  .j^tv^ii^'  m>’s^hvantl  Htlrtbjates^: 

its  trifvle  bud^,  ih?  fl'Uiivits  twiii 

bark.v  I know  its  haMnts  ckf  <51*  uplw^  r^ 

hh d 1'  al'e  j>alhfei'0  wriJii  blosJ^oms— 1 bno^  ri^  ;ateu  i :i t ‘ v I^jiit:^J it  hri>» 

siliw  tbi^h  tuk»;?h  nte  to  . 

i^centJtr,  \Th}fe;,vidn}e  tliktet 

wbitlieivi  had  atid  archly  eu{hft^hp«rb^^thatihi’m^^ 

chewink^  I tvih^  sivtid^tily  ^brpvisod  by  a bojiihk^theht  o^  5i(bh^  ^tthb^ 

t|imug^  th^h«?ighh<>rjlig  t-lm  dried 

was  tv^  chiise  i>i  tlajs 

I^{x  ^ecinieu  ol  h I 

hmd^  mitvy 


’tr^ejuiv 


, , . ...„,  . ^.,  , . ...  ^ ,......,  . ..  ..  . . .,  . 

irt  thd  hrid  pt^  la^ 

fe  iibr^r.  ih  a phosjii^iii^^cferti^^^ 

feng  had  hem  Uiif^ 

wh»  ^ Wik; dfcih^i^  inisrhhi t >h  its  av iiohing  mtltdi 

|fcu«?e  Ihiil  M TTiie  i T^ty:  tiif  h^iej  31  :r^po»^ for  13  ie  epunhdt 

ttultcy'ih  ^*IJo\v  ns  jvvhj^^  t^V  hovy^’ I half  I <:T^ 

ambn^  the  jdihiiy  & ®h?  tun^wr  S0aii  eamtv  iiy 

toil  I sto>d  a oaveUsped  tiv.a 

]iijphhjbu54  Ahht^sk  eve^^y^  t in  hhtmy  iiiflpre^<^iica?>  a^id 

where  ann?u^v0ey|3i^UVi»lhnfe|Kte|?tdfci'i^^^^^ 

atihtf^  as  th^^  the  preVJtaai^^^aj^v^^  iai  theif'  ftdl 

IriiiMpHi  iVheumiuihiieaW  ve^i«4>d: 

tUekh^lves  ifiid  w laces,' huk  m b^ 

thiif  ^reilfhina?y^^ifi?r  di^|irc»feh  utto  to 

,'^^g,like:Iwu;^ih^deivdlih.^^  ;h(h;bfk'  i;hr!!\t)n|;ht..‘lA^I^  wihrli^^; 

hux^d^Uivh  at  Ih  fe  id  dhe  .f hU  ito  Mipd hc^t?^  df  i Is  wrih 

merht^i  wk^her  jiie  hehuldf/l^  tn 

htiaritiy  at  hisS  e4-?iaaelA?f^  himsfe^^  the  feeiis  at  s 

ibt^u?iar>jd  rif  ka^lt5y  ^ 

of  •iriv.wur’hery^' ’ ';”  ...'s,/l>,  .,  * . ‘ ‘.  ^ 

• vihll  Ihhek  tiiisi 

tlit’ic  hei pg  av  mere  hotaiii aal  pod.  The  iissui'e’  is  litre  ^ieeii  kii  be  wide] y exUrnded , tbe 
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Wattle  . 

, '^  ' ■ 1R0  - 

- ^Fxlfvvx^ 

Jh:h  tt> r- 

^^j.T:<x»k  H?:  t«y»:v  y<^M 

wrrV- 

i>  ^Ajihit 

ih4^''<^:  T1^\cy  jyh^ifi 

'pmrx  silViHl- 

* .‘  -'t 
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HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE 


A lUCNT  OF  THK  Wm'il-UAZKL. 


every  leaf.  The  insult  is  ati  airy  pale  yel  external  epulermis  of  a j>pongy;  fell  like 
low  frijige^  possessing  singular  luminous  nature,  surrounding  a vcHf*y  haiti,  contraet- 
quaiity^  \vhich  lights  up  the  faded  autumn  ile  shell,  so  construcled  ^titlun  as  to  form 
thickets,  and  lingers  in  the  distant  copse  two  distinct  oval  cavities  closely  envelop- 
like  a diffused  w'ill-o'  the-wisp.  ing  the  twin  seeds.  Thus  it  appears  iu  a 

Here,  then,  came  the  first  tidings  of  the  disseetioii  of  the  \in ripe  pod.  On  Uie  dp- 
true  sigiiifieanee  of  lho.se  queer  witch-  prouch  of  main rity  both  these  textures  b»> 
Juizel  iiuts  which  I jiflsurned  to  liave  known  come  highly  hygron)etric,  until  on  an  »u 
for  Iwenty  five  3u?ars,  and  whose  I spicious  day,  usually  iu  early  Octol>er,  but 

had  eaten  with  tlie  dornih  e and  the  squir-  eommonly  not  until  the  denuded  branches 
rels.  They  now  proved  to  be  genuine  cot-  of  the.  .shrub  permit  the  full  intliix  of  the 
apults,  and  tl»eir  hard  and  polished  stones  sun  to  hasten  tlie  ripeiiing  process,  thf^ 
were  tlie  ndssiles  which  no\v  smot-e  me  on  sympatlielic  textures  yield  up  their  moiJit- 
the  cheek,  in  eciJSiire  for  that  questionable  line 

atFection  of  the  past  which  had  brought  The  very  liearl  of  the  fruit  feels  the 
rny  teeth  to  l^car  on  ihern  instead  of  uiy  quickening^  utitil  at  length,  with  a sharp 
heart  arid  inward  eye.  detonation,  the  cre^st  of  the  capsule  spills 

Tiie  povver  exerted  by  this  shell  is  quite  . apart.  A fine  fissure  is  all  tJiat  first  a p- 
surprising,  and  its  curious  expel  lent  mcch-  pear.s,  but  this  gradually  extends  down- 
anistfi  is  easily  undei*stood  upon  cai-eful  ward  im  both  sides  of  the  pod,  xvhich  Iw 
inspection,  IT  veal  ing  im  evident  design  in  clegiTcs  opens,  as  already  desc^ribed.  As 
its  im}M.duoiis  proclivities.  We  find  the  this  piwess  advance.s,  the  horny  interior 
pod  to  consist  of  two  distinct  texture's,  an  walls  of  the  cells  containing  the  .seeds 
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also  split  correspondingly  with  the  outer 
coat,  and  their  smooth,  hard,  outward 
edges  turn  inward  and  forcibly  compress 
the  resisting  seed,  which  is  very  hai*d  and 
polished,  and  oval  in  shape.  It  will  read- 
ily be  seen,  therefore,  that  so  long  as  this 
pressure  is  brought  to  bear  upon  the  up- 
per conical  slope  of  the  seed,  the  force 
becomes  retentive^  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  when  the  gt'adual  progress  of  the 
fissure  has  carried  it  below  the  middle,  and 
against  the  receding  base  of  the  seed,  the 
force  becomes  expulsive,  and  the  project- 
ile is  released  with  almost  incredible  force. 

And  now  December  comes  with  biting 
breath ; not  even  the  clinging  beech  leaves 
can  brace  themselves  against  the  bitter 
wind.  They  release  their  hold  upon  the 
outer  limbs,  and  fiee  for  shelter.  The 
.bramble  stems  are  livid  with  the  cold, 
and  even  the  close-wrapped  hopple  bud 
shivers  within  its  downy  snuggery.  The 
torpid  roots,  and  all  manner  of  life  beneath 
the  ground,  are  locked  in  an  icy  prison. 
The  earth's  cold  face  is  furrow^,  and 
frowns  with  hard,  relentless  wrinkles. 
The  pulses  of  the  woods  have  ceased  to 
beat,  and  nature,  dormant  and  quiescent, 
has  retired  within  her  burrow.  Now  8h^^ll 
you  see  the  fulfillment  of  the  mission  of 
our  fair  witch-hazel.  Look  I The  under- 
woods are  dressed  as  for  a holiday.  The 
sombre  landscape  is  illumined.  It  is  the 
hour  of  jubilee  among  the  wild  witch-ha- 
zels, and  the  air  is  pungent  with  their  grate- 
ful incense.  What,  then,  is  the  deeper 
correspondence  of  this  mystic  flower,  if 
not  a paean  '^syllabled  to  shape  and  hue," 
the  visible  symbol  of  nature's  welcome  to 
the  season  of  her  repose  ? 

Yonder,  like  a floating  phantom  in  the 
heavens,  descends  the  gentle  spirit  of  her 
slumber.  It  broods  over  the  landscape 
like  a pure  celestial  dream.  The  peaceful 
benediction  of  the  snow  now  hovere,  the 
soft- winged  herald  of  the  white  advancing 
legions,  and  now,  whirling  in  a mazy  dance 
and  tinkling  in  joyous  rhythm,  they  in- 
vade the  distance  in  their  gentle  conquest. 

How  this  soft  touch  takes  the  temper 
from  the  edge  of  the  cutting  winds  I The 
face  of  nature  is  subdued,  and  the  hard 
wrinkles  are  smoothed,  and  melt  away 
from  her  countenance.  We  have  heard 
the  hazel's  cannonade  saluting  the  frost- 
king's  coming.  See  now  the  beckoning 
pennants  unfurled  from  every  twig  in  wel- 
come to  the  friendly  hosts,  as  the  fervent 
meteor,  like  a downy  coverlet,  enwraps  the 


landscape  in  its  fleecy  folds.  ‘‘  He  giveth 
snow  like  wool,"  says  the  Psalmist,  and  I 
always  fancy  a corresponding  sympathy 
beneath  the  sod  at  the  welcome  of  the  first 
warm  snow  — of  pallid  buds  and  aching 
roots  in  warm  congratulation,  and  all  the 
tribe  of  furry  folk  turning  in  its  burrow 
to  toast  its  benumbed  paws  at  the  grateful 
glow. 

If  you  could  see  the  witch-hazel  but 
once  in  a lifetime,  await  the  snowy  season. 
Elxquisite  in  flower  at  any  time,  it  now 
appears  almost  supernal  in  its  mystic  beau- 
ty. Against  the  background  of  the  snow 
these  delicate  petals  give  no  token  of  their 
materiality.  The  individual  forms  are  lost 
in  a spectral  glimmer,  which  envelops  the 
gray  twiggage  in  a fantastic  floating  au- 
reole. 

Well  may  our  beautiful  Hamamelis 
now  claim  the  first  place  among  the  syl- 
van company  of  our  woods,  as  bequeath- 
ing the  rarest  and  most  bewitching  specta- 
cle within  all  nature's  calendar.  W ell  may 
it  glory  in  its  bright  heritage,  for  who,  in- 
deed, shall  dare  affirm  that  this  glowing 
radiance  is  lost  to  those  myriads  of  shin- 
ing eyes,  and  who  shall  deny  that  there 
comes  with  this  beautiful  vision  an  ecstatic 
consciousness,  or  that  this  resounding  note 
of  the  exuberant  pod  is  but  the  lifting  of 
an  exultant  voice  too  fine  for  outward  ear : 
“Gk>  forth,  my  precious  nurslings,  and 
good  speed!  Nestle  in  the  lap  of  Mother 
Earth.  Live  and  perpetuate  thy  kind,  that 
all  the  woods  may  know  thee,  and  be  fill- 
ed with  the  light  of  thy  countenance!" 

All  nature  loves  the  brooding  snow,  and 
it  has  been  the  rare  prerogative  of  our 
witch-hazel  flower  to  have  become  the  vis- 
ible symbol  of  that  love ; else  why  these 
outstretched  petals  catching  the  falling 
flakes?  why  this  sensitive  coiling  clasp 
which  draws  the  precious  burden  close  in 
its  soft  embrace  ? 

"There  is  something  witch-like,"  says 
Thoreau, " in  the  appearance  of  the  witch- 
hazel,  whicli  blossoms  late  in  October  and 
in  November,  with  its  irregular  angular 
spray,  and  petals  like  furies’  hair  or  small 
ribbon  streamers.  Its  blossoming,  too,  at 
this  irregular  period,  when  other  .shrubs 
have  lost  their  leaves  as  well  as  blossoms, 
looks  like  witches’  craft.  Certainly  it 
blooms  in  no  garden  of  man's." 

There  is,  indeed,  much  else  that  might 
be  told  which  "looks  like  witches'  craft" 
in  wild  witch-hazel.  Botanical  writers,so 
far  as  I remember,  have  never  fully  traced 
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the  origin  of  its  well-merited  name.  But 
it  is  safe  to  assume  that  the  crafty,  disrep- 
utable, petticoated  guild  of  traditional 
notoriety  suggested  by  its  name  were  quick 
to  recognize  its  apt  affinity  and  claim  it  as 
its  own,  and  thus  had  a hand  in  the  chris- 
tening. These  gaping  nuts  have  doubtless 
often  fallen  from  uncanny  fingers  to  the 
tune  of  weird  incantations  to  mingle  their 
essence  in  “the  seething  caldron”  with 
“eye  of  newt  and  toe  of  frog.” 

I doubt  not  that  many  a poor  decrepit 
dame  has  hobbled  to  the  gallows  sustained 
alone  by  her  witch-hazel  staff,  and  that  the 
handle  of  the  veritable  broom  which 
“brushed  the  cobwebs  from  the  sky,” and 
bore  aloft  athwart  the  moon  that  screech- 
ing, wild-eyed,  fiapping  crone  which  fig- 
ured in  the  credulous  page  of  childhood, 
was  a well-meaning,  though  bedeviled, 
member  of  the  mystic  Hamamelis. 

But  to  return  from  our  sky-scraping 
fiights  to  the  more  substantial  realm  of 
fact.  History  has  also  accused  our  witch- 
hazel  of  complicity  with  the  ancient  and 
abominable  deeds  of  superstition  and 
witchcraft.  Its  use  as  a divining-rod  is 
proverbial,  and  dates  back  to  the  earliest 
colonial  days,  and  in  spite  of  the  mod- 
ifying infiuence  of  a more  wide-spread 
intelligence,  a belief  in  its  peculiar  effica- 
cy has  by  no  means  ceased  even  at  the 
present  time.  The  forked  witch-hazel 
twig  is  still  an  all-important  factor  in  the 
detection  and  location  of  hidden  springs 
and  veins  of  precious  ore,  not  a few  of  the 
well-known  subterranean  bonanzas  hav- 
ing owed  their  discovery  to  its  alleged 
manifestations.  The  Central  Pacific  Rail- 
road Company  is  said  to  have  located  a 
number  of  Artesian  wells  by  its  aid. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  revert  to  the 
strange  deeds  of  Jacques  Aymar  and  B16- 
ton,  the  famous  diviners  of  history.  We 
find  many  almost  equally  inexplicable 
phenomena,  though  happily  of  a less  hor- 
rifying nature,  at  the  present  day.  Al- 
most every  State,  and  indeed  I might  ven- 
ture to  say  every  county  in  every  State  of 
the  Union,  has  its  professional  adept  at 
divination,  at  least  so  far  as  the  discovery 
of  hidden  well-springs  is  concerned,  and 
our  mining  districts  of  the  West  are  pro- 
lific in  these  modern  soothsayers,  who 
claim  to  be  in  familiar  communication 
with  subterranean  stores  of  wealth,  wheth- 
er in  the  form  of  silver,  gold,  petroleum, 
or  coal,  and  stand  ready  to  betray  the 
confidence  for  a consideration 


The  indulgent  reader  will  pardon  me  if 
I recur  once  more  to  a figure  perhaps  al- 
ready sufficiently  familiar,  but  the  picture 
of  my  witch-hazel  copse  would  be  incom- 
plete without  the  complement  of  a cer- 
tain scarlet  hood  and  cape  which  I so 
well  remember.  Moreover,  a brief  word 
touching  upon  the  significance  of  this 
presence  among  the  hazels  may  serve  to 
throw  a little  light  or  afford  a hint  to- 
ward a possible  theory  of  the  art  of  divi- 
nation by  the  forked  twig,  a theory  which 
is  now  making  many  converts,  and  which 
to  the  writer  is  the  only  one  which  would 
seem  consistent  with  reason  and  educated 
common-sense. 

The  witch-hazel  thicket  was  a frequent 
haunt  of  old  Aunt  Huldy.  What,  then, 
was  her  mission,  for  neither  the  mount- 
ain wilds  nor  blossoming  meadows  ever 
knew  her  idle  footstep?  To  be  sure,  the 
Hamamelis  bark  is  one  of  her  annual  crops, 
for  on  occasion  she  will  disclose  to  you, 
stowed  away  in  some  corner  of  her  dress,  a 
small  crumpled  paper,  the  tattered  gift  of 
an  old  sachem  of  the  Shanapaug  Indians. 
She  will  have  you  believe  that  these 
strange  hieroglyphs  represent  a priceless 
recipe  for  a magic  x)otion  which  is  a balm 
for  a host  of  human  ills— doubtless  the 
same  priceless  boon  which  has  since  been 
spread  abroad  for  the  general  benefit  of 
the  race,  duly  advertised  and  labelled. 

But  her  present  errand  is  evidently  of 
a different  nature  as  she  pulls  and  pries 
among  the  drooping  branch -tops.  Pre- 
sently she  emerges,  holding  in  her  hands 
a single  forked  branch,  with  which  she  con- 
tinues her  way  along  the  path,  stripping 
the  leaves  with  evident  care  as  she  pro- 
gresses. If  you  were  to  follow  her  hob- 
bling gait  through  yonder  wood  and  out 
upon  the  stumpy  pasture,  you  might  dis- 
cover the  little  gray  slant-roofed  house 
beyond  the  bridge  whither  she  is  bound; 
and  if  by-and  by  you  were  to  draw  stiU 
closer,  and  peep  in  at  the  window  after 
the  door  has  closed  behind  her,  you  might 
obtain  a glimpse  of  as  quaint  a curiosity 
shop  as  it  will  ever  be  your  fortune  to  dis- 
cover. But  the  first  thing,  perhaps,  to  ar- 
rest the  eye,  because  nearest  the  window 
and  full  in  its  light,  is  a large  horseshoe 
hung  by  its  ends  to  the  side  of  the  jut- 
ting chimney-corner,  and  holding  between 
its  arms  a number  of  branching  twigs. 
If  you  knew  that  horseshoe  as  well  as  I, 
you  would  have  discovered  that  it  is  well 
worn,  and  hangs  from  the  nail  by  a sin- 
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g-Ie  and  that  the  inclosed  twigs  a$  A.  nifckl^^  .As  to.  tl](e 

^liyhder  bi^aiichcs  the  witcb-ha-  of  the&e  bh|t^l8  Die 

zfii,  which  thm  recent  cutting  has  slightest 

ilouhCl)i^  just  iiow  fb^tid  its  plai?e,  of  a ha?l^eHt?ht^stlttu  wrinkled*  and 

oiie  of  these  be  it  observedy  is  fork-  vcrjr  ti^Ugh,  Tjieic  geneVal  asim‘t  led;  to 

war  th^  eeuiw  aiidr  Avhat  is  still  morti  the  belief  weri?  a fruit  oi*  vegt^ 

pecn.r^r^^  you  lait  >ice  rnb3t^  j?l^ariy  . tahin  gpovvih^^  o kind,  but  no  one 

tbri^^igh  thi>se  had  h*^6>va*^  w^re 

3i;r<nigiivknQ|)by^g^  of  b 

^ Tb^ft  :U  htihllv 

the  >)aiur^t  jVUt  of  lUe  wifch-hnxtEd|^  fid  ^tl!f^ 

ivUifiidt^h  iHickiy  burp,  n rtf  f he  w prit^^ 

ibcnn^ry  fruit 

which  (liei'e  is  nlsd  ah<h  m siwiilac  eeaUHl^^or  it 

nutufe  dftett  td  l>e  se^if  tqkui^  ^ ledv^Ns.  tliat  ;Auiit 
If.  nuiitcfs  nut  lliat  tlfei  ad peffieial  co 

If  he  eye  tec  ts  a ; ni  ere  ff  fri  ondy  h^sp  eaib^  id  J ^ am  told , 

fantaj^tic  cell  of  ii  iO  Kef  object  toy-: 

aphis.  Audi:  Hjddy  il  would  seem  to  csrt^ 

have  i»r^>n  ^kuii  to  this  kbrUb  Kwbaps  tO'U^ 

eian V own  trU Ity  ilie  oun  albpofe^nl.d^^^^^  of  Uils  ue.tt  of  kiii  * tt  bore  scfxmv  gejiftfel; 

ifig  chana  of  tbe  wiletcJmet  a nugget— who  kur^#^ 

cmt  wei'c  UdUy  bpwcvie^  1 unicTenii^- ft  was  |mt  in  wuternnd  w^ 

uiug  schcnie  >tbi% iihh^wd  a aO  tlu^y  say,  wheii  In ! ii  t^ieued  and  ^fjii^ad 

iio)»,  and  tlial  with  ijik  taUsni^n  nl^T^  n star.  Its  ideixiity>ivM^^ 

nutny  af  Ibose  ^/rhbderlul  of  fflxauge  Object  which  haxl  noinposed  the 

luddrtt  Springs  with  w*htyh  her  dri  had  ah  niy^ic  patlicvd^ly 

waya  boeii  a^^oelated,  tJi^  jK^renmaJ  wells  jmiuts  clDsed  iPr' 

which  tore  Iter  name  i^en  in  tnaiiy  « dis"  wai^h  nhddhc^^^w  liaelf  itito  a 


in  tnany  a dis" 
tantife’iyhHbt^y  had  it^  hgliL 

3’ib‘^i^'  wks:  onfe; 

niAruen,y!S^.:,-Whirh' ' f : 

hiivft  been  nbsjexr^d  uo4*,'i*>nM^  Wpon 

with  much  mystery  h^  lb 

try  fblkv  uaniely^^ltk^  up, 

somoUiing  from  the  giy.c^^ 

where  the  md  had  is«id  Vc 

was,  a toad,;atlier^' & 

no  otie  durmg  hen  ^ 

oi^t^d  comer  a . 

' The  0otla  werfi  f Urs*’;'  ‘ • ■.  - :' ' 'y  ■ ■ *'  • ■• 

hi>»hril;  it  It  a liKjp . • , ’ ; . ‘ j ..>? 

diuf  hook,  liiid  ir  V ' ^ , 

]iadcc]deiitly^>H»u  , ^itKT 


^it;>|T  f<^u»v  nsnisd  iHF  witch  bcrk- 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


912 

compact  ball.  It  was  kept  as  a great  curios- 
ity, and  shown  to  hundreds  of  eager  towns- 
people, who  need  have  looked  no  further 
than  their  own  door-yard  perhaps  to  have 
seen  its  exact  counterpart  opening  in  the 
dewy  morning,  closing  at  noon,  and  again 
at  night  simulating  in  comic  mockery  the 
stars  which  looked  down  upon  them. 

Til  is  object  will  be  recognized  by  most 
of  my  readers  as  the  well-known  fungous 
called  the  earth-star,  Oeaater  hygrometri- 
cm,  a plant  of  the  puflp-ball  tribe,  the  puflp 
case  here  being  in  the  centre,  and  the 
pointed  arms  of  an  outer  envelope  open- 
ing or  closing  according  to  the  varying 
conditions  of  the  atmosphere. 

Herein  doubtless  lay  the  revelation  of 
Aunt  Huldy’s  remarkable  secret.  It  was 
well  known  that  she  preferred  to  make  her 
exploits  at  the  hour  of  noon,  and  general- 
ly on  a sunny  day.  Under  such  circum- 
stances the  earth-star  would  generally  be 
found  to  be  tightly  closed,  when  under 
the  same  general  conditions,  therefore,  a 
single  open  star  was  discerned,  the  nat- 
ural presumption,  of  coui*se,  would  be  the 
existence  of  an  increased  amount  of  moist- 
ure either  in  the  adjacent  air  or  in  the 
earth  at  its  root.  There  were  many  other 
similar  natural  relics  among  this  aged 
dame’s  worldly  effects,  which  doubtless, 
could  their  signihcance  be  known,  would 
furnish  an  equally  simple  solution  to  many 
of  the  sti*ange  deeds  with  which  her  mem- 
ory is  associated,  and  which  are  now 
shrouded  in  mystery. 

Indeed,  it  would  seem  as  though  we 
need  look  no  further  than  this  and  many 
other  hints  from  Aunt  Huldy  for  an 
adequate  insight  to  the  whole  range  of 
marvellous  deeds  of  divination  which  have 
set  the  world  agog  for  ages.  A twinge  of 
rheumatism  is  often  a true  prophet,  albe- 
it best  honored  when  abroad.  “’Twill 
rain  to-morrow;  I feel  it  in  my  bones,”  I 
have  often  heal'd  Aunt  Huldy  say.  “That 
is  a sightly  place  for  gold-thread,”  says 
the  simpler,  and  forthwith  steps  into  the 
dark  wood  and  uproots  a basketful. 

“Goethe  in  one  of  his  novels  describes 
a lady  seized  with  a sudden  chill  upon  a 
spot  where  subsequently  the  outcrop  of  a 
coal  bed  is  discovered.  The  incident  is 
introduced  without  attempt  at  scientific 
explanation,  and  apparently  to  convey  to 
the  reader  a vivid  conception  of  the  lady’s 
extreme  delicacy  of  temperament.  I in- 
fer from  it  that  such  cases  were  known  to 
the  great  philosopher,  and  that  he  believed 
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such  supersensitiveness  to  be  in  some  way 
connected  with  the  performances  of  di- 
viners.” 

Instances  of  this  nature  might  be  mul- 
tiplied, and  are  by  no  means  rare  in  actual 
experience.  An  extreme  sympathetic  sen- 
sitiveness of  the  nervous  system  such  as 
is  here  suggested,  or  an  extensive  and 
intimate  knowledge  of  material  nature 
through  the  sense  of  sight  alone— in  either 
or  both  these  conditions  we  may  find  am- 
ple explanation  of  many  strange  phenom- 
ena in  connection  with  divination.  Many 
diviners  dispense  with  the  rod  altogether, 
and  profess  to  be  equally  successful  in 
their  discoveries,  and  lay  great  stress  upon 
their  fortunate  possession  of  a certain 
mysterious  “ sixth  sense,”  which,  after  all, 
is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a process  of 
unconscious  mental  deduction,  analogous 
to  the  well-known  feeling  of  anticipation 
which  is  common  to  almost  every  habitual 
sauntei'er  and  nature  student,  by  which 
through  some  subtle  involuntary  reason- 
ing from  cause  to  effect  he  receives  a 
premonition  of  the  discovery  of  some  rare 
plant  or  bird,  and  shortly  finds  it  before 
him. 

As  bearing  on  this  phase  of  the  subject, 
it  is  interesting  to  note,  among  the  re- 
searches of  Dr.  Rossiter  Raymond,  in  his 
recent  comprehensive  treatise  on  the  di- 
vining-rod, the  following  expression  from 
the  wise  Agricola  of  old,  as  showing  forth 
a gleam  of  sterling  common -sense  amid  the 
almost  universal  superstition  of  the  Mid- 
dle Ages  with  reference  to  the  divining- 
rod: 

The  curious  engraving  alluded  to  we 
reproduce  herewith  through  the  courtesy 
of  Mr.  Raymond. 

“ A brief,  interesting,  and  impartial  discus- 
sion of  tbe  divining-rod  from  the  stand-point  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  together  with  a curious  en- 
graving illustrating  its  use,  will  be  found  in 
the  well-known  work  of  Agricola  {De  He  Me- 
tallica,  Basle,  1546),  published  in  the  sixteenth 
century,  both  in  Latin  and  in  Grernian,  copies 
of  which,  though  not  very  common,  are  still  to 
bo  met  with  in  the  antiquarian  book-stores  of 
Europe.  I believe  the  library  of  the  School  of 
Mines  of  Columbia  College  contains  a German 
copy.  In  the  preparation  of  this  paper  I have 
mmle  use  of  the  Latin  edition,  which  is  the 
only  one  in  my  possession 

“The  great  Agricola,  a keen  observer  and 
wise  reasoner,  after  saying  that  the  alleged  vir- 
tues of  the  divining-rod  are  subject  to  much 
dispute,  and  stating  both  sides  of  the  dispute 
with  admirable  clearness,  demolishes  in  a few 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


FINDING  TflK  SPRING. 


Digitized  by  Go^  Sfle 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


HARPER^S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


words  the  supposed  analogies  of  inagnetisni 
and  electricity,  hut  declares  that  if  thediviii- 
ing-rod  derives  auy  power  from  spel  baud  incati- 
tations,  that  is  a tiiatter  neither  pcrmissihle 
uor  agreeable  for  Ii  iui  to  discuss.  He  proceeds^ 
Djoreover,  to  a.s»ert  as  the  general  result  of  ex- 
X»erience  in  his  time  that  the  professors  of  the 
divining-rod,  though  they  sometimes  succeed 
in  discovering  veins,  quite  as  frequently  fail, 


The  antiquity  of  the  (Uviniiig*rod  is  va- 
riously estinriated  by  historical  writers. 
Professor  Fiske  has  trace<l  its  ori|rin  to  a 
wide-spread  Aryan  myth  associated  with 
forked  lightning;  but  its  earliest  employ- 
rneut  relating  to  the  discovery  of  subter- 
ranean treasure  of  whatever  nature  is 
generally  placed  at  the  i>eriod  of  the  iif- 
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She  looked  again  into  the  water,  and 
spoke  in  a low  voice. 

“ I beg  your  pardon he  turned  to  her 
so  that  their  faces  were  hidden  from  their 
companions.  “I  was  thinking  that  we 
never  get  what  we  wish.  It  seems  as  if 
there  were  always  a check  on  the  will; 
even  this  water  leaps  up  against  the  shore, 
and  then  is  called  back he  sighed ; his 
eyes  were  still  fixed  on  the  water : he  was 
uttering  his  thoughts  aloud. 

To  Madame  Carouge  it  seemed  that  the 
barrier  that  had  held  them  apart  was  sud- 
denly swept  away;  her  eyes  grew  dark- 
er and  more  liquid,  and  her  rich  complex- 
ion glowed  more  deeply  as  she  earnestly 
looked  at  him.  She  answered,  in  a low 
and  tremulous  voice,  ‘ ‘ But  is  not  this  check, 
as  you  call  it,  sometimes  self-imposed  ? do 
we  not  deceive  ourselves  ? You  are  wiser 
than  I am,  monsieur;  but  I fancy  self-dis- 
trust has  before  now  come  between  a man 
and  that  which  may  make  his  happiness.” 

The  tender,  pathetic  tone  touched  him, 
but  it  roused  him  too.  He  felt  that  some- 
thing lay  hidden  in  her  words. 

“What  does  she  mean  ?”  he  wondered, 
and  he  felt  dazed.  ‘ ‘ Does  she  mean  that  I 
have  neglected  my  chance  of  pleasing  her  ? 
How  handsome  she  looks  I Yes,  I ought 
not  to  be  so  silent. — On  the  contrary, 
madame,”  he  said,  “it  is  you  who  are 
wise  and  kind;  and  this  is  a truly  delight- 
ful day  you  are  giving  us ; I am  so  greatly 
enjoying  it  that  I fear  I have  been  selfish- 
ly silent;  but  I always  am  silent  on  the 
water.” 

Madame  Carouge  turned  away  abruptly. 

‘ ‘ J ust  the  same  as  ever,  ” she  thought ; “ he 
always  slips  out  of  any  personal  talk  and 
drifts  into  commonplace.”  Then,  aloud, 
“ Monsieur  Riesen,  shall  we  go  back  now, 
or  on  as  far  as  Gunten  ?” 

The  clock  maker  looked  toward  the  far- 
ther side  of  the  lake  and  shook  his  head 
sagaciously.  A bank  of  clouds  showed 
black  behind  the  Stockhorn  and  its  range 
of  followers,  and  the  upper  part  of  the 
Niesen  was  invisible.  “What  do  you 
think  of  the  weather?”  the  clockmaker 
said  to  the  boatwoman. 

At  this  she  looked  sideways,  and  also 
shook  her  head.  “There  is  no  telling, 
monsieur ; it  may  come  soon,  or  it  may  not 
come  before  night;  but  there  is  rain  up 
there.” 

“It  will  be  better  to  return,  will  it  not, 
madame  ?”  Riesen  looked  at  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. 


“I  suppose  so.” 

It  seemed  as  if  the  clouds  had  settled  on 
her  also.  And,  indeed,  she  felt  that  the 
happiness  she  had  so  burningly  looked  for 
had  been  mirage.  She  had  been  all  day 
with  Rudolf  Engemann,  and  yet  they 
would  probably  part  at  the  end  of  it  only 
good  friends. 

“You  have  enjoyed  the  day,  I hope?” 
Rudolf  said. 

She  looked  bright  and  happy  as  she  an- 
swered, “I — I have  found  it  only  too 
short.” 

“ I think  so  too,”  he  said ; and  then  she 
saw  him  smile  as  he  looked  across  the 
boat.  Madame  Riesen  was  struggling  into 
an  enormous  cloak,  and  as  her  husband 
had  begun  to  put  it  on  her  wrong  side 
out,  this  had  provoked  a fretful  dispute 
which  completely  occupied  the  pair. 

The  widow  turned  again  to  Rudolf.  “A 
holiday  seldom  comes  into  my  life,”  she 
said,  “and  I have  considered  a holiday 
with  a sympathetic  friend  one  of  the  blue 
roses  of  existence.  To-day  I have  learned 
that  almost  perfect  happiness  is  possible.” 

A puzzled  look  came  into  the  young  fel- 
low’s eyes — novels  had  not  been  in  his 
way,  and  he  wondered  what  w’as  meant 
by  “blue  roses,”  but  the  pathos  of  the  last 
words  reached  his  heart.  “Surely,”  he 
said,  “your  life  has  not  been,  is  not,  un- 
happy ?” 

Madame  Carouge’s  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
“Ah,”  she  sighed,  “I  thought  I had  at 
last  found  a friend  who  had  learned  to 
read  my  feelings,  but  sorrow  makes  one 
exacting.  Do  you  not  think  it  is  more 
dreary  to  live  alone  among  others  than  to 
live  actually  in  solitude  ?” 

Engemann  was  much  moved  and  puz- 
zled by  her  words  and  manner.  Some- 
how or  other  he  had  grieved  this  deeply 
interesting  woman.  He  sat  in  perplexed 
silence  while  the  boat  was  rapidly  rowed 
toward  Thun.  He  felt  that  Madame  Rie- 
sen was  looking  at  him,  now  that  she  was 
cloaked  and  at  rest,  and  he  could  not  car- 
ry on  the  conversation  which  had  aroused 
his  curiosity  as  well  as  his  sympathy. 

Heavy,  scattered  drops  began  to  fall  on 
the  awning  of  the  boat ; the  smoothness  of 
the  water  was  ruffled,  and  the  golden  glow 
left  it  as  the  sunshine  was  hidden  by  fast- 
moving  clouds. 

“ We  had  better  go  right  on  to  the  land- 
ing-place near  the  Freienhof,”  Riesen  udi 
to  the  boatwoman;  the  storm  will  biutl 
almost  directly.” 
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“ May  I not  wrap  you  in  this  ?”  Rudolf 
said  to  the  widow,  taking  up  a cloak.  He 
spoke  so  gently,  with  so  much  tender  sym- 
pathy, that  once  more  joy  and  hope  came 
back  to  her. 

But  now  the  rain  beat  down  so  heavi- 
ly that  talk  was  impossible,  and  by  the 
time  they  reached  the  landing-place  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river  was  only 
visible  through  the  sheets  of  rain  which 
poured  down  into  the  troubled,  turbid 
water. 

“Take  my  arm,”  Rudolf  said,  and  then 
he  hurried  Madame  Carouge  along  the 
narrow  covered  bridge  over  the  weir,  and 
through  the  little  garden  and  the  coffee- 
room  of  the  hotel,  the  shortest  way  to  the 
upper  floor  of  the  quaint  old  house. 

The  rain  was  pouring  down  in  a torrent 
into  the  open  court-yard,  and  the  leaves  of 
the  plants  climbing  up  the  pillars  of  the 
surrounding  galleries  were  already  soak- 
ed with  water. 

The  landlord’s  daughter,  a kind-looking 
graceful  girl,  and  a tall  handsome  maid  in 
Swiss  costume  begged  the  two  ladies  to 
come  into  the  kitchen  and  take  off  their 
wraps  before  the  glowing  fire  there.  Ma- 
dame Carouge  had  escaped  the  rain  better 
than  her  companion  had,  and  she  soon 
found  her  way  to  the  salUj  leaving  Ma- 
dame Riesen  in  full  talk. 

Rudolf  Engemann  was  there  alone, 
looking  out  of  one  of  the  broad  low  win- 
dows. The  dark  hill  opposite,  across  the 
river,  was  almost  hidden  by  long  cloud 
wreaths  moving  so  rapidly  from  one  point 
to  another  that  it  seemed  as  if  some  battle 
were  being  fought  there.  But  the  young 
fellow  hardly  noticed  the  strange  effect,  he 
was  suffering  a kind  of  remorse  for  the  in- 
difference he  had  shown  in  return  for  the 
widow’s  kindness.  He  looked  round  when 
the  door  opened,  and  turning  away  from 
the  window,  he  came  up  to  Madame  Ca- 
rouge. 

“I  am  afraid  we  shall  not  get  our  walk 
in  the  pine- wood,”  he  said. 

“ Should  you  have  liked  it  ? I thought,” 
she  said,  timidly,  “ you  had,  perhaps,  found 
the  day  long  enough.  I feared  I had  bored 
you  with  my  confidences.” 

Engemann  reddened.  “ On  the  contra- 
ry, I liave  been  greatly  interested ; but — ” 
he  hesitated,  and  looked  simply  into  the 
beautiful  eyes  fixed  on  him — “I  am  not 
much  used  to  talking  in  company,  but 
what  you  have  said  about  your  sadness 
troubles  me  deeply.” 


“Then  I wish  I had  not  spoken  of  it; 
you  must  forget  it,  my  kind  friend.” 

Rudolf  shook  his  head,  and  as  she  seat- 
ed herself  in  one  of  the  window  recesses 
he  placed  himself  beside  her.  “It  has 
come  upon  you  since  your  husband  died,” 
he  said,  tenderly.  “You  were  very  young 
to  have  such  a sorrow  laid  on  you.” 

She  drew  herself  a little  away,  and  the 
glow  vanished  from  her  eyes.  * ‘ No,  mon- 
sieur, I must  tell  you  the  truth,  even  it  1 lose 
your  precious  sympathy.  I never  loved 
my  husband.  I married  for  a home— not 
for  love — I was  a mere  girl — my  husband 
was  middle-aged ; I — well,  I tried  to  do  my 
duty;  but  when  he  died  I could  not  sor- 
row; I could  only  feel  that  I was  free.” 

Engemann  hardly  knew  what  to  say, 
but  her  eyes  asked  him  to  speak.  “In 
that  case,”  he  said,  “I  wonder  that  you, 
so  young  and  beautiful  as  you  are,  should 
not  have  married  again.” 

Madame  Carouge  sat  very  erect  and 
looked  at  him  with  a slight  smile.  * ‘ I will 
tell  you,  my  friend,  for  I may  call  you  so 
now.  When  I married,  I knew  nothing 
of  love ; I was  an  ignorant  child ; my  hus- 
band gave  me  luxuries  which  were  all 
new  to  me;  but  I soon  tired  of  them,  as 
children  tire  of  toys,  you  know.  One  day 
he  brought  me  home  some  romances,  and 
then,  monsieur,  I learned  how  two  souls 
in  perfect  unison  can  make  for  each  other  a 
heaven  on  earth ; then  I learned  that  I had 
myself  destroyed  my  chance  of  happiness.” 

Her  voice  had  sunk  lower ; her  eyes  were 
fixed  on  her  hands,  clasped  in  Her  lap. 
She  was  looking  sadly  at  her  wedding 
ring. 

Rudolf,  deeply  stirred,  bent  over  her, 
eager  to  hear  the  end  of  this,  the  first  ro- 
mance that  had  been  confided  to  him  by 
a woman ; and  as  he  gazed  into  her  beau- 
tiful face  his  pulses  quickened.  “Sure- 
ly,” he  said,  “ a heart  like  yours  can  never 
be  in  need  of  love ; there  must  have  been 
many  before  now  who  have  striven  to  win 
you.” 

“Yes,  it  is  true;”  she  gave  him  a sud- 
den glance;  “but  I resolved  to  wait  till  I 
met  one  who  loved  me  for  myself.  One 
knows  when  one  is  truly  loved.” 

“You  must  know,”  he  said, earnestly . 

She  raised  her  eyes  suddenly,  and  met 
his  glance  full  of  warm  light;  her  own 
fell  at  once. 

“I  know  nothing,”,  she  murmured. 
“What  does  a woman  know?  She  only 
feels  and — loves.” 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


ITAKPKRV^  NEW  MONTHLY  MAaAZTNE 


■>Av;/Y>‘ 


SuV  'f/ri.i{^ 


s «wi  j.(H»fiK«>  vi; 


<;,., , ' ; CfLVFTER,  ^KX-VIy-.  ' 

tiin  riirr*i^ his"  i p TffK;  fjli’iV^ia  full o vvh^^ 

?f>f  4^n  i>>  r^afilted  ji  thui  ^he  t-^ulil  u/>i‘j5ud’ 

TifiUn  jjtofui-  m tli*?  rm'thj  40  lurnod  f*sidi>  »p 
whMr  : : down  Ufefore  llie  of  one  of  1 


AT  THE  RED  GLOVE. 


921 


chapels.  The  poor  girl  was  so  absorbed 
in  sorrow  that  she  gave  little  attention  to 
the  service.  She  covered  her  face  with 
her  hands,  and  soon  tears  streamed  be- 
tween her  hngers. 

After  a while  she  looked  up  and  saw 
dimly  that  the  chapel  was  dedicated  to 
“ Our  Lady  of  Sorrows.”  She  took  com- 
fort at  this;  it  seemed  as  if  she  had  been 
led  directly  to  sympathy;  but  she  drew  a 
long  quivering  breath  as  she  accepted  the 
omen.  The  deep  stillness  that  stole  over 
her  spirits  made  the  voices  at  the  high  altar 
sound  far  off  and  indistinct;  but  this  still- 
ness was  not  mute  to  Marie.  It  told  her  to 
submit,  it  warned  her  that  a young  girl 
could  not  venture  on  a life  of  struggle  and 
issue  from  it  unscathed ; it  told  her,  too, 
that  she  would  serve  God  better  and  more 
easily  in  peace  than  in  strife;  but  still  the 
means  of  obtaining  this  peace  in  her  out- 
ward life  was  as  distasteful  to  her  as  ever. 
Once  more  she  hid  her  face  between  her 
hands  and  bent  her  head  in  prayer. 

“I  am  stubborn  and  rebellious,”  she 
sobbed,  as  she  knelt  on  in  troubled  si- 
lence. 

All  at  once  she  began  to  wonder  what 
the  Superior  of  St.  Esprit  would  have 
counselled.  Well,  what  had  she  to  ask  ? 
Whether  she  should  obey  Madame  Bobi- 
neau.  And  then  Marie  remembered  the 
way  in  which  the  kind  Mother  used  to 
question  her  on  her  mental  troubles  till 
they  set  themselves  straight;  she  knew 
that  in  this  case  the  question  would  have 
been  asked,  *'Has  Madame  Bobineau  a 
claim  on  your  obedience  ?”  And  mechan- 
ically she  supplied  the  answer,  *'She  is 
my  employer,  and  also  my  near  relative.” 

Marie  knew  that  the  Superior  would 
tell  her  disobedience  was  a sin,  and  at  the 
thought  her  motive  for  this  disobedience 
obtruded  itself.  disobey  because  I 

covet  the  love  of  a man  who  has  none  for 
me,  who  loves  some  one  else.  ” The  words 
seemed  to  be  whispered  by  a serpent. 
This  was  worse  than  the  quietude  of  her 
sorrow,  for  the  serpent  stung  sharply  and 
the  pain  felt  like  poison ; but  she  knelt  on 
still  in  mental  struggle. 

An  old  man,  not  far  off,  wondered  at  the 
absorbed  piety  of  the  young  girl  who  never 
once  stood  or  sat  as  others  did,  but  knelt 
on  like  some  old  devotee.  He  noted  too 
that  though  she  seemed  to  be  praying,  she 
did  not  say  her  ix}sary  or  open  the  book  she 
had  placed  on  the  ground  beside  her. 

The  sermon  was  over;  the  most  solemn 
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part  of  the  service  began,  but  Marie  took 
no  heed.  All  at  once  the  bell  rang,  and 
she  started.  It  rang  again,  three  times, 
and  every  one  in  the  church  knelt  rever- 
ently. Marie  bent  lower  still  and  tried  to 
worship.  Now  at  last  she  was  able  to 
fling  away  every  thought  of  self  and  to 
remember  where  she  was. 

The  mass  was  ended.  Marie  rose  from 
her  knees  and  looked  round.  People  were 
already  moving,  and  near  her — so  near  in 
the  crowd  that  filled  this  southern  aisle 
that  Marie  wondered  she  had  not  seen  her 
before — was  Madame  Bobineau ; and  close 
by  the  old  woman,  in  the  act  of  rising  from 
a chair,  was  Captain  Loigerot.  He  did  not 
see  Marie,  but  the  girl  was  impressed  by 
the  look  of  goodness  on  his  face— it  was 
full  of  happy  peace.  She  gave  a little 
gasp:  was  this  an  answer  to  her  prayer  ? 
If  she  consented  to  marry  this  kind,  ami- 
able man,  should  she  indeed  go  back  to 
the  happy,  calm  life  she  bad  so  little  prized 
at  St.  Esprit,  but  which  she  had  learned  to 
regret  so  lovingly  ? But  then  a flood  of 
unwelcome  thoughts  rushed  in.  Marie’s 
lips  quivered  and  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  “ But  if  it  brings  i)eace,”  she  mur- 
mured, and  she  turned  to  follow  the  crowd 
out  of  the  church. 

Sharp-eyed  Madame  Bobineau  had  seen 
Marie,  and  she  waited  near  the  door  till 
tlie  girl  approached.  As  Marie  dipped  her 
fingers  in  the  holy-water  stoup  the  captain 
stepped  forward  and  did  likewise,  giving 
her  a silent  smiling  glance. 

‘‘H’m  1” 

A sudden  clearing  «of  the  throat  made 
Marie  look  up  and  b^me  aware  that  Ma- 
dame Webern,  the  confectioner,  was  sur- 
veying her  with  significant  eyes. 

Presently  they  all  stood  together  on  the 
pavement  outside,  while  the  scorching  sun 
poured  down  a fierce  greeting  on  the  un- 
covered head  of  the  captain  as  he  bowed 
low  to  Marie  before  offering  her  his  arm. 
She  looked  at  him  a moment,  then  she  put 
her  fingers  within  the  close  clasp  of  his 
coat  sleeve,  and  Madame  Bobineau  took 
his  other  arm,  and  they  started.  In  that 
mute  action  the  girl  knew  that  she  had 
surrendered  herself;  a thought,  divine  in 
its  unselfish  truth,  had  urged  on  her  deci- 
sion. Her  prayers  had  cleared  away  the 
mist  of  anger  which  Madame  Bobineau 
had  awakened.  Marie  felt  sure  that  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  wished  her  well,  and  it 
seemed  to  her  that  it  must  make  him  hap- 
pier to  see  her  married  than  left  to  drudge 
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on  at  the  Red  GIotc,  pining  for  the  lore 
he  could  not  give  her. 

The  mental  struggle  she  had  gone 
through  had  exhausted  her,  and  she  did 
not  know  what  the  captain  talked  about 
till  they  were  near  home.  Then  she  be- 
gan to  listen. 

‘ ‘ Tut,  tut  I Do  you  see  it,  mademoiselle ; 
the  day  is  clouding  over:  it  will  be  vexing 
if  our  evening  at  the  Schanzli  is  not  bright. 
You  would  like  to  see  the  Alp-Gluhen, 
would  you  not,  and  the  sky  must  be  bright 
for  that.  Ah  I”  Here  the  captain  man- 
aged to  rub  his  hands  together.  “That 
is,  let  me  tell  you,  mademoiselle,  a sight 
which  will  rejoice  your  heart.” 

‘ ‘ Yes,  ” Marie  said,  and  she  smiled.  Aft- 
er all,  what  did.  it  matter?  She  could 
never  be  happy  again,  but  she  could  be 
brave,  and  she  could  try  to  make  others 
happy,  she  thought,  in  the  exaltation  to 
which  she  had  brought  herself.  She  pre- 
ferred, however,  not  to  meet  the  captain's 
admiring  eyes,  and  the  street  was  so  full 
of  people  coming  and  going  that  she  had 
plenty  of  excuse  for  looking  about  her. 
At  last  they  stopped  at  the  door  of  the 
Red  Glove ; the  two  elders  stood  still,  and 
let  Marie  pass  in  before  them. 

“ I feel  like  a bird  going  in  at  the  door 
of  its  cage,”  the  girl  thought. 

But  she  went  on  to  the  kitchen  and  took 
oflF  her  hat;  then  she  put  the  hacks  of  her 
hands  against  her  cheeks  and  felt  how 
burning  hot  they  were;  she  could  not  see 
the  exquisite  rose-color  that  glowed  on  her 
face ; her  eyelids,  it  is  true,  were  heavy,  and 
her  eyes  were  languid,  but  Marie  had  rare- 
ly looked  so  attractive. 

Meantime  Monsieur  Loigerot  was  speak- 
ing to  his  landlady.  The  captain  had 
had  time  to  reflect,  and  although  he  still 
felt  rather  shy  of  the  young  girl  he  meant 
to  marry,  a certain  instinct  warned  him 
that  it  was  better  to  adopt  a masterful 
manner  with  Madame  Bobineau. 

“I  may  consider  the  affair  arranged, 
madame,”  he  said,  “and  I may  venture  to 
salute  mademoiselle.” 

His  little  eyes  twinkled  greedily. 

“ I am  sure  I don’t  know  about  that,”  she 
answered.  “ Marie  is  very  young,  and  full 
of  convent  prejudices.  She — ” 

The  captain  snapped  his  fingers. 

“Ta,  ta,  madame;  we  will  endeavor  to 
overcome  the  convent;  in  your  presence, 
however,  be  it  understood.” 

He  stood  aside  ceremoniously  to  allow 
her  to  pass  him  in  the  narrow  passage,  and 


Madame  Bobineau  went  into  her  little  sit^ 
ting-room.  She  looked  round,  and  then, 
not  choosing  to  expose  herself  to  another 
dispute  with  Marie,  she  went  to  the  door, 
when  she  had  offered  Captain  Loigerot  a 
chair. 

‘ * Marie,  Marie,  ” she  called  out ; she  was 
saying  to  herself,  “Will  he  expect  break- 
fa^  ? it  is  certain  that  he  has  not  yet  taken 
breakfast.” 

Her  face  lengthened  and  sadness  spread 
over  her  as  she  pictured  to  herself  the  trea- 
sured sweetbread  and  the  half  chicken 
now  lying  snugly  in  her  cupboard  being 
swallowed  by  the  captain  with  the  ap- 
preciation of  a man  who  dines  well  every 
day. 

“Surely  Marie  is  as  one  of  the  plagues 
of  Egypt  to  me,”  she  said  to  herself.  “ If 
will  indeed  be  a deliverance  when  the 
captain  takes  her  to  himself.  Marie,” 
she  called  again,  and  she  tried  to  make 
her  voice  pleasant — “Marie,  come  here, 
you  are  wanted.” 

But  Marie  did  not  come,  and  Madame 
Bobineau  felt  that  she  must  fill  up  the 
gap  of  silence,  lest  the  captain  should  take 
offense. 

‘ ‘ Monsieur  has  breakfasted  ?”  she  asked. 

“No,  madame;”  he  waved  his  hand 
pompously.  “On  so  important  an  occa- 
sion as  this,  one  must  even  derange  one's 
habits.  My  happiness  was  worth  such  a 
sacrifice.” 

He  looked  up  at  the  ceiling  and  cleared 
his  throat.  Though  he  was  in  love,  he 
felt  hungry,  and  he  wished  Marie  would 
appear. 

Madame  Bobineau’s  face  became  brown- 
er and  more  puckered  than  usual. 

“Will  Monsieur  permit  me  to  offer 
him  a humble  meal  ? I — ” Every  word 
seemed  to  drag  itself  out  of  her  with  pain. 

Captain  Loigerot  waved  his  hand  in  re- 
fusal, but  he  bowed  in  acknowledgment. 

“A  thousand  thanks,  madame,  but  my 
breakfast  is  waiting  for  me  at  the  hotel,”  he 
said,  in  his  bluffest  voice ; and  then  he 
rubbed  his  hands  in  self-congratulation. 
He  had  never  eaten  within  the  walls  of 
the  Red  Glove,  but  it  seemed  to  him  that 
in  accepting  Madame  Bobineau’s  hospitali’ 
ty,  even  in  Marie’s  company,  he  should 
make  a disastrous  exchange  for  bis  com- 
fortable and  ample  repast  at  the  Hotel 
Beauregard. 

Marie  came  in  shyly,  and  stood  still  in 
the  doorway. 

The  capt^n  got  up.  He  had  set  down 
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his  hat  beforehand,  and  now  he  gravely 
walked  up  to  the  girl,  and,  partly  standing 
on  tiptoe,  he  kicked  first  one  rosy  cheek 
and  then  the  other  with  infinite  satisfac- 
tion. 

“ Mademoiselle  Marie,”  he  said,  “ I will 
do  my  best  to  make  you  happy.” 

Madame  Bobineau  stood  open-mouthed 
with  wonder  and  curiosity,  but  wonder 
conquered,  for  Marie  did  not  resist  the 
captain's  salute,  or  run  away  afterward. 
She  was  quite  passive.  She  blushed  still 
more  deeply,  and  then  all  her  newly  gained 
color  loft  her,  and  she  looked  very  white 
as  she  sat  down  on  a cliair  near  the  door. 

The  captain  had  turned  rather  red,  but 
now  he  rubbed  his  hands  cheerfully. 

“Monsieur  must  be  very  hungry,”  Bo- 
bineau said;  she  was  human,  after  all,  and 
she  pitied  Marie  at  that  moment. 

“It  is  true,  madame,  I am  hungry,  but 
I had  forgotten  it.”  He  turned  from  his 
contemplation  of  Marie,  and  plunged  his 
hands  first  into  the  bottom  of  one  pocket, 
then  of  another.  ‘ * And — ^and — I have  also 
forgotten — DiableP'  hemuttered,  “ it  was 
not  a thing  to  forget.  Mademoiselle  Ma- 
rie”— he  bowed  stiffly — “ I wished  to  offer 
you  a token  of — of  friendship,  but  I have 
unfortunately  left  it  upstairs.  If  you  will 
permit  me,  I will  go  in  search  of  it.” 

Marie  looked  at  him  fixedly. 

“ Certainly,  monsieur,  as  you  please.” 
Her  tone  was  as  lifeless  as  her  attitude, 
but  the  captain  admired  what  seemed  to 
him  her  self-possession.  He  had  some 
misgivings  about  the  giddiness  natural  to 
girls,  but  Marie  appeared  to  him  to  have 
accepted  her  new  position  with  the  digni- 
ty which  would  have  been  natural  to  Ma- 
dame Carouge. 

As  he  left  the  room  to  go  upstairs,  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  bustled  out  after  him,  and 
Marie  was  left  alone. 

While  she  had  stood  in  the  kitchen  nerv- 
ously twisting  her  fingers  together  she  had 
felt  as  if  that  which  she  knew  lay  before 
her  were  impossible  to  undergo,  and  then, 
by  a sudden  wrench,  she  had  forced  her- 
self away  from  the  kitchen  door,  against 
which  she  bad  leaned,  a tall,  trembling  fig- 
ure clad  in  her  pale  gray  gown,  and  had 
come,  as  it  were,  recklessly  into  the  cap- 
tain's presence.  How  simple  an  act  this 
so  dreaded  kissing  had  been!  and  yet — 
For  an  instant  her  blushes  had  seemed  to 
bum  into  her  cheeks,  and  then  she  had 
grown  cold  as  a stone.  It  had  been  a mere 
formal  action,  and  yet  Marie  felt  that  she 


was  irrevocably  parted  from  Monsieur 
Engemann ; even  if  he  were  free  she  had 
put  a barrier  between  them ; through  that 
kiss  she  belonged  to  Captain  Loigerot. 

So  she  sat  in  a kind  of  stupor  of  despair, 
while  Madame  Bobineau  followed  the  cap- 
tain upstairs. 

“Excuse  me  for  intruding,  monsieur, 
but  have  the  goodness  to  listen  to  me,” 
she  said,  as  she  stood  at  the  open  door  of 
his  sitting-room. 

He  did  not  ask  her  to  enter.  A sort  of 
impatient  surprise  met  her  in  his  small 
eyes.  He  considered  that  she  was  imper- 
tinent to  have  followed  him. 

“At  your  service,  madame,  but  it  is  a 
pity  you  should  take  the  trouble  to  climb 
the  stairs  when  I intend  to  rejoin  you  be- 
low directly.  I,”  he  took  a small  parcel 
from  his  table,  and  puffed  out  his  words 
with  extra  effort — “ I only  came  to  seek  a 
gift  I wish  to  offer  to  mademoiselle.” 

He  waited  for  her  to  precede  him  down 
the  stairs,  but  as  she  did  not  move,  but 
stood  still  fully  relieved  against  the  white 
painted  door,  looking  even  more  like  a 
brown  toad  than  ever,  he  stepped  past  her, 
and  was  going  down-stairs,  when  he  felt  a 
pull  at  his  coat  tails. 

He  turned  round.  * ‘ Madame—” 

“ Chut !”  She  put  her  finger  to  her  lips. 
“Will  it  not  be  wise  if  monsieur  first  has 
his  breakfast  ? Marie  is  a little  confused ; 
it  is  all  so  new  to  the  child.  We  will  dine 
in  monsieur's  absence,  and  Marie  and  I 
shall  attend  vespers,  and  then  monsieur 
will  honor  us  with  a little  visit,  and  we 
shall  all  be  ready  to  walk  to  the  Schanzli.” 

The  captain  grew  very  red,  and  his  mus- 
tache bristled. 

“I — I — I,”  he  began  to  stammer,  with 
impatience — “ I have  not  yet  had  a word 
witli  the  dear  little  girl.  Ma  foi,  madame, 
I can  not  leave  her  yet.” 

He  turned  from  her  abruptly,  and  went 
down  the  stairs  as  fast  as  he  could. 

But  the  mistress  of  the  Bed  Glove  was 
a match  for  him. 

“ Wait  a moment,  monsieur,”  she  called 
out;  then,  as  he  stood  still,  she  hurried 
down  and  stood  beside  him  on  the  land- 
ing. * ^ I have  something  to  say,  monsieur” 
— she  meant  to  smile,  but  her  narrow  lips 
made  the  effort  more  like  a grin— “some- 
thing that  can  not  be  called  out  from  story 
to  story.  Monsieur  knows  perhaps  better 
than  me,  but  I fancy  he  does  not  make  the 
most  of  his  advantages.” 

“Eh?— what?  What  is  the  meaning 
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of  your  words  ?”  he  said,  with  an  abashed 
look  which  almost  upset  her  gravity. 

“ Well,  monsieur,  I can  explain  them,  I 
hope,  without  giving  you  offense.  If  I 
were  a handsome  oflBcer,  and  went  court- 
ing, I should  leave  the  girl  to  think  a lit- 
tle over  the  honor  I had  done  her  by  salut- 
ing her.”  Then,  unable  to  keep  in  her 
laughter  at  his  look  of  bewilderment: 
“ Well,  then,  if  monsieur  takes  my  advice — 
and  I know  something  about  girls — ^he  had 
better  leave  Marie  a bit  to  dream  over  that 
kiss,  till  she  begins  to  want  another.  Aha !” 

The  captain  was  not  convinced;  he  felt 
like  a dog  robbed  of  a bone.  “ I have  left 
my  hat  in  the  parlor,”  he  said. 

“ A hundred  pardons,  monsieur,  but  I 
took  the  liberty.  ” And  she  offered  him  his 
hat,  which  she  had  kept  hidden  behind  her. 

Loigerot  gulped  down  a strong  word. 
“I  shall  meet  you  as  you  come  from  ves- 
pers, madame,”  he  said,  stiffly.  “I  have 
the  pleasure  of  saying  au  revoir^ 

When  Madame  Bobineau  had  let  her 
lodger  out,  and  had  closed  the  door  after 
him,  she  unlocked  a side  door  that  led 
from  the  passage  into  the  shop,  and  cross- 
ing it  noiselessly,  she  peeped  over  the  top 
of  the  green  blind  into  the  parlor. 

Marie  sat  where  they  had  left  her,  pale 
and  still.  Her  arms  hung  down  straight 
beside  her,  but  there  was  absolutely  no  ex- 
pression on  her  face. 

Now  that  Madame  Bobineau  had  her 
own  way,  she  felt  some  compassion  for 
her  cousin. 

“Poor  child !”  she  said,  “ I do  not  won- 
der. He  is  fat  and  ugly,  and  he  has  no 
manners.  But  what  will  you  ? The  bit- 
terest of  medicines  is  sure  to  be  a tonic. 
Bah  I why  am  I so  silly  ? in  six  months’ 
time  she  will  have  grown  fond  of  her  little 
captain.” 

Then  she  stole  cautiously  back  to  the 
passage,  and  retreated  to  the  kitchen.  She 
resolved  to  leave  Marie  and  her  sorrow  in 
X>eace  tUl  dinner-time,  and  she  also  deter- 
mined that  the  dinner  should  be  an  abun- 
dant one,  even  if  her  own  supper  suffered 
in  consequence. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

AT  THE  SCHANZU. 

Sunday’s  storm  has  cleared  the  air,  and 
although  yesterday  was  gray  and  unde- 
cided, the  sun  has  asserted  himself  again 
on  this  Tuesday  morning,  and  gives  every 


promise  of  a fine  evening.  Rudolf  En- 
gemann  tells  himself  this  as  he  looks  at 
some  posters  pasted  on  the  piers  of  the 
arcades.  On  these  is  announced  a con- 
cert at  the  Schanzli  this  evening,  to  be  fol- 
lowed by  a show  of  fire-works.  Rudolf 
had  seen  this  announcement  last  night  on 
his  return  from  Bale,  where  he  had  to  go 
on  business  for  the  bank,  and  he  then  de- 
termined to  get  tickets  for  the  entertain- 
ment, and  to  offer  one  to  Madame  Carouge. 
Now  he  goes  into  the  shop  indicated  on 
the  poster,  and  purchases  two  tickets. 

Going  out  again  he  meets  the  captain 
bent  on  a similar  errand,  but  he  contents 
himself  with  a nod,  and  hurries  on  to 
breakfast  at  the  Hotel  Beauregard. 

The  captain  stands  on  the  door-step  and 
looks  after  him,  balancing  himself  alter- 
nately on  his  toes  and  lieels.  He  nods  his 
head  several  times,  then  he  shakes  it;  final- 
ly his  hands  explore  his  capacious  pockets 
and  stay  in  them. 

“ The  difference  of  age  is  on  the  wrong 
side;”  he  smiles;  “Madame  is  certainly 
a fine  woman,  but  the  poor  fellow  will  not 
enjoy  life  as  I shall  with  my  girl-wife. 
Aha  1 1 shall  have  my  little  duck  to  myself 
this  evening.  I’ve  not  seen  much  of  her 
yet.  I must  get  the  wedding  fixed  with- 
out delay.” 

He  looks  radiant — he  almost  smacks  bis 
lips,  as  he  turns  to  the  counter  and  asks 
for  three  tickets. 

“I  suppose  they  have  them  at  the  ho- 
tels ?”  he  says  as  he  takes  them. 

“ Yes,  monsieur.” 

“Engemann  has  wasted  his  money,” 
the  captain  thinks;  “but  still  he  is  on  the 
right  track.  Yes,  yes,  it  is  undoubtedly 
an  attention  he  should  pay  to  the  widow. 
I do  not  understand  his  absence  from  the 
dinner  table  yesterday;  it  did  not  look 
well.  One  can  not  be  too  attentive  under 
such  circumstances,  ma  foi;"'  he  gives  his 
pocket  a slap  as  he  places  the  tickets  inside 
it.  ‘ ‘ It  was  hard  work  at  first  with  Marie, 
but  I fancy  it  will  be  plain  sailing  now.” 

He  smacks  his  lips  this  time,  and  goes  off 
to  prosecute  the  morning  walk  which  gives 
him  such  a keen  appetite  for  breakfast.  He 
feels  impatient  for  the  evening.  The  storm 
upset  his  plans  on  Sunday,  and  the  thun- 
der gave  Marie  such  a headache  that  she 
went  home  to  bed  at  a very  early  hour. 
He  saw  her  yesterday,  but  Madame  We- 
bern bad  come  into  the  Red  Glove  for  a 
gossip,  and  he  could  only  get  a few  words 
with  his  shy,  sweet  betrothed.  It  seemed 
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to  him  that  this  evening  must  reward  him 
for  the  self-denial  he  had  been  forced  to  ex- 
ercise. 

The  day  seemed  long,  and  he  was  dis- 
appointed in  his  hope  of  a talk  with  Ma- 
dame Caron ge.  Yesterday  she  had  been 
absent  from  her  parlor,  and  to-day  she 
seemed  completely  absorbed  as  she  bent 
over  her  desk,  and  the  captain  found  it 
impossible  to  conquer  the  awe  with  which 
the  handsome  widow  inspired  him.  She 
seemed  to  him  a goddess  among  women, 
and  he  regatded  Rudolf  Eiigemann  witli 
increased  admiration  as  the  possessor  of 
this  beautiful  creature's  affections.  He 
dined  alone  to-day  so  as  to  start  in  good 
time  for  the  Schanzli,  and  he  did  not  see 
whether  Engemann  went  to  the  widow's 
parlor.  Dinner  over.  Monsieur  Loigerot 
set  his  hat  a little  on  one  side,  and  then 
rolled,  in  his  leisurely  fashion,  into  the 
street  which  called  itself  farther  on  the 
Spitalgasse. 

At  the  Red  Glove  Madame  Bobineau 
was  in  anxious  expectation;  both  she  and 
Marie  were  ready  to  start,  and  the  old  wo- 
man feared,  if  the  waiting  were  prolonged, 
Marie  would  break  down.  Just  now  she 
had  begun  to  sob.  Only  two  sobs  came, 
and  then  clasping  her  hands,  the  girl  forced 
herself  to  be  still. 

Madame  Bobineau's  unusual  kindness 
since  Sunday  had  unnerved  Marie.  She 
suspected  that  it  was  by  Madame  Bobi- 
neau's invitation  that  Madame  Webern 
had  come  in  yesterday  evening  just  be- 
fore the  captain  appeared,  so  that  there 
had  been  no  opportunity  for  private  con- 
versation, and  Marie  had  overheard  the 
old  woman  request  Monsieur  Loigei*ot  to 
keep  away  during  business  hours,  lest  he 
should  be  in  the  way  of  her  customers. 
Now  when  the  old  woman  came  up  to  her 
and  kissed  her  on  both  cheeks,  she  had  a 
hard  struggle  to  keep  in  her  tears. 

“ That's  a good  girl,”  said  Madame  Bobi- 
neau; “ a very  good  girl.  You  have  done 
very  well'’ — she  took  a huge  pinch  of  snuff 
and  patted  Marie's  shoulder — “and  you 
are  going  to  be  so  happy,  dear  child.  Be- 
have well  to  your  husband,  and  he'll  give 
you  rings  and  brooches  and  silk  gowns, 
and  I don't  know  what— perhaps  some 
Brussels  lace.  Mon  Dieu,  Marie,  think  of 
that!” 

“ Do  not,  madame,”  said  Marie,  quietly, 
for  they  were  waiting  in  the  shop,  and  ma- 
dame had  not  put  up  the  shutters  lest  she 
should  lose  the  chance  of  a late  customer. 


Just  then  the  captain  opened  the  door 
and  came  in  smiling  and  bowing  first  to 
Marie  and  then  to  the  old  woman. 

“Ah,  monsieur,  you  are  in  good  time.” 

The  captain  nodded,  and  going  up  to 
Marie,  he  took  her  hand,  bent  over  it,  and 
kissed  it. 

The  girl  twitched  her  hand  away  with 
an  involuntary  movement  of  disgust. 

“Marie,” said  Madame  Bobineau,  “run 
and  fetch  my  blue  shawl,  there's  a good 
girl — it  must  be  time  to  startj’ 

The  girl  hurried  away  upstairs,  and  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  patted  the  captain's  arm. 

“ Monsieur  does  not  mind  her  shy  ways, 
does  he?”  she  said,  in  her  oiliest  tones. 
“No,  no;  he  is  too  wise;  she's  only  shy; 
girls  are  all  a little  shy  with  their  lov- 
ers at  first;  but  believe  me,  monsieur,  it 
soon  goes  off.  Men  have  only  got  to 
be  patient.  Why,  when  first  I began  to 
take  snuff  I used  to  sneeze;”  she  stopped 
and  took  a huge  pinch.  “Take  no  notice, 
Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  and  she'll  soon  get 
used  to  you.” 

The  captain  fidgeted.  He  felt  that 
Madame  Bobineau's  simile  was  superflu- 
ous, but  his  good-nature  triumphed. 

“No  doubt  you  ai-e  right,  madame.  I 
must  restrai  n my — my  ardor.  She  is  shy, 
pretty  little  angel,  and  I like  her  for  it.” 

“Ah,  monsieur  can't  think  how  fond 
the  child  is  of  him.  What  a thing  it  is 
to  be  handsome  and  amiable  I Mon  Dieu  f 
monsieur  will  be  a happy  man.” 

Marie  came  in  with  the  shawl  before 
the  captain's  delight  had  uttered  itself. 
He  gave  the  girl  a loving  look  as  he  took 
the  shawl  from  her  and  put  it  over  his 
arm. 

“Now,  are  we  ready?”  he  said.  “ We 
shall  find  a carriage  round  the  corner,  la- 
dies;” and  offering  one  arm  to  Marie  and 
the  other  to  Madame  Bobineau,  they  start- 
ed for  the  Schanzli. 

Tlie  carriage  set  them  down  near  the 
top  of  the  steep  hill,  and  they  walked  up 
through  a plantation  till  they  reached  the 
terrace  of  the  Schanzli. 

There  were  many  gay  and  merry  groups 
already  on  the  terrace.  The  band  was 
playing  a waltz  of  Chopin's;  people  walk- 
ed up  and  down,  stopping  now  and  then 
to  chat  as  friends  met  one  another,  or  to 
gaze  at  the  picturesque  view  of  the  town, 
or  at  the  grand  snow  giants  now  scarce- 
ly veiled  by  the  clouds.  But  the  gazers 
were  not  so  numerous  as  the  proroenaders 
were,  and  some  of  them  were  evidently 
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strangers  to  Berne,  for  as  they  sat  at  little 
tables  sipping  lemonade  and  syrups  they 
were  diligently  studying  a huge  chart  of 
the  mountains,  which  was  pass^  from  one 
table  to  another. 

Some  of  these  travellers  did  not  care 
about  the  charts ; they  were  bent  on  drink- 
ing in  the  beauty  of  the  scene  as  they 
paced  slowly  up  and  down.  Up  the  side 
of  the  steep  hill  on  which  the  terrace  stood 
were  vine -clad  houses  bowered  among 
trees  and  glowing  flowers ; far  below  them 
the  swift  blue-gi*een  Aar  rushed  on  be- 
tween its  fringes  of  slender  poplars ; while 
above,  on  the  opposite  side  of  this  green 
valley,  lay  the  picturesque  houses  of 
Berne,  with  the  dark  minster  rising  from 
among  them  a^inst  a background  of 
green  and  purple  hills.  Far  away,  stretch- 
ing right  and  left  across  the  horizon,  was 
the  magnificent  range  of  snow-mountains. 

Marie  stood  still;  she  felt  spelled  with 
delight  as  she  gazed  on  the  lovely  scene. 
She  forgot  the  captain  and  her  sorrow — 
everything  but  the  picture  before  her.  A 
delicious  breeze  that  seemed  to  come  from 
the  snow -mountains  cooled  her  flushed 
cheeks  and  blew  her  fair  hair  into  her  soft 
gray  eyes.  As  she  looked  away  from  the 
view  to  the  wood  behind  the  terrace,  she 
saw  couples  seated  here  and  there  on 
benches  under  the  trees.  Two  figures 
seated  further  off  than  the  rest  were  in- 
distinct in  the  increasing  gloom.  Marie 
said  to  herself,  “Some  of  these  people 
are  perhaps  happy  lovers.”  And  then 
a strange  feeling  came  at  her  heart,  a sort 
of  strangling  sensation,  and  she  looked 
quickly  at  her  companions. 

“I  think  half  the  town  is  here,”  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  was  saying. 

“Yes,  yes;  I think  so.”  The  captain's 
legs  were  planted  very  wide  apart,  and 
his  chest  was  fully  expanded.  “Aha! 
madame,  they  have  come  here  to  see  my 
happiness.  Ha!  ha!  ha!”  Then  he  turn- 
ed to  Marie.  “ Is  it  not  all  pretty,  made- 
moiselle, and  the  mountains  just  in  the 
right  place?  I call  that  a coup  de  thi- 
6^e.  Eh,  Mademoiselle  Marie  ?” 

“It  is  very  beautiful,  monsieur,”  the 
girl  answered,  sadly.  To  herself  she  said : 
“The  mountains  will  soon  fade  out  of 
sight,  and  then  all  will  be  gloom,  like  my 
life;  I have  done  with  sunshine.” 

The  glamour  of  the  scene  around  her 
had  at  once  vanished  when  she  heard  the 
captain's  voice. 

J ust  then  some  one  came  running  across 


to  them  out  of  the  darkness  under  the 
trees.  It  was  Madame  Riesen. 

“ Good  - evening,  monsieur  and  ma- 
dame. Good-evening  to  you.  Mademoi- 
selle Marie.  Have  you  met  Eugt&ne,  I 
wonder  ?”  She  tried  to  smile,  but  she  was 
evidently  vexed.  As  she  looked  at  Marie, 
she  saw  that  her  hand  was  on  the  cap- 
tain's arm.  “ I want  you  to  tell  me  some- 
thing,” she  whispered  to  Madame  Bobi- 
neau. “ Can  you  spare  me  a moment  ?” 

Madame  Bobineau  took  her  hand  from 
Monsieur  Loigerot's  arm,  and  stood  still 
beside  her  friend. 

“ Is  it  true  that  your  lodger  is  going  to 
marry  the  little  Marie?”  she  said,  in  an 
unbelieving  voice,  and  she  nodded  toward 
the  captain  and  his  companion  as  they 
walked  on. 

“Why  should  it  not  be  true?”  Ma- 
dame Bobineau  was  so  indignant  at  her 
gossip's  tone  that  she  did  not  turn  to  see 
how  quickly  the  captain  had  moved  for- 
ward. 

Loigerot  seemed  to  himself  to  be  tread- 
ing on  air.  He  had  at  last  got  Marie 
alone  without  her  watchful  cousin,  and 
he  felt  triumphantly  happy.  As  he  walk- 
ed on  he  was  constantly  receiving  bows 
and  greetings  from  his  acquaintance,  and 
he  longed  to  announce  his  triumph,  to  say 
to  his  friends,  “This  charming  girl  has 
accepted  me  as  a husband.” 

“Is  mademoiselle  amused?”  he  puffed 
out. 

“Yes,  monsieur.”  To  herself  she  said, 
“ If  I could  only  get  rid  of  you,  it  w’ould 
be  delightful.” 

The  captain  stopped  to  speak  to  a fat 
old  gentleman,  whose  straw  hat  almost 
swept  the  ground  as  he  took  it  off  and 
bowed  to  Marie.  The  girl's  eyes  met  this 
old  fellow’s  leer  of  admiration,  and  she 
longed  to  run  away  from  her  companiou. 
Every  moment  seemed  to  be  adding  publi- 
city to  her  engagement,  and  to  be  making 
it  more  real  to  her.  She  looked  desper- 
ately behind  her;  she  saw  Madame  Bobi- 
neau whispering  up  into  the  ear  of  her 
tall  friend. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?”  she  was 
asking. 

“Ah!” — Madame  Riesen  drew  herself 
up— “ that  is  what  I ask  myself.  When 
I agreed  to  come  for  the  sake  of  pleasing 
our  gay  widow,  I imagined  she  would  be 
satisfied  with  Monsieur  Engemann's  at- 
tentions. I assure  you  I was  walking 
quietly  with  Eugdne,  enjoying  myself —we 
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had  left  the  pair  of  lovers  seated  under  a 
tree— and  all  at  once  I looked  round  to 
point  out  something  to  him,  and  he  was 
gone.” 

“Gone  back  to  the  widow,  no  doubt. 
Why  did  you  not  go  and  look  for  him 

lii^ame  Riesen  shrugged  her  shoul- 
ders for  answer.  She  pointed  to  the  cou- 
ple in  front.  “That  is  a settled  affair, 
then 

Madame  Bobineau  nodded  her  head  re- 
peatedly. “Yes,  yes,  my  good  friend. 
You  do  not  think,  do  you,  that  1 should 
permit  Marie  to  walk  arm  in  arm  with  a 
man  unless  he  had  engaged  to  marry  her 
— no.”  She  took  a huge  pinch  of  snuff. 
“Marie  is  lucky,  is  she  not?  Monsieur 
Loigerot  is  a man  of  property,  and  is  in 
every  way  a desirable  match.” 

“Yes,  yes,  ray  dear  friend,  that  may  be 
so ; but  he  is  far  too  old  for  the  girl.  ” J ust 
now  Madame  Riesen  felt  so  convinced  that 
her  husband  had  stolen  back  to  the  widow 
that  it  was  a relief  to  be  able  to  soften  her 
own  vexation  by  tormenting  her  old  gos- 
sip. “He  would  be  better  suited  to  me 
than  to  pretty  little  Marie.  Poor  child,  I 
pity  herl” 

“Poor  child,  indeed!  but  you  are  mis- 
taken, my  good  friend ; they  are  as  fond  as 
turtle-doves.  But  now  tell  me  something. 
Did  the  other  lovers  settle  the  matter  on 
Sunday?” 

This  was  a question  that  sorely  puzzled 
the  clockmaker  and  his  wife.  Madame 
Riesen  had  reproached  her  husband  for 
his  interference,  which  she  affirmed  had 
disturbed  the  natural  course  of  events, 
while  he  stoutly  maintained  that  the  wid- 
ow was  only  amusing  herself,  and  had  no 
real  affection  for  the  young  fellow.  But 
the  clockmaker  s wife  felt  that  she  must 
keep  up  with  Madame  Bobineau  her  rep- 
utation for  superior  information. 

“ I fancy  so ; but” — she  put  her  finger  to 
her  pale  lips— “ our  beautiful  friend  is  re- 
served, you  know.  Poor  thing,  I pitied  her ; 
Monsieur  Engemann  went  off  to  Bale  yes- 
terday. It  seemed  rather  unloverlike,  I 
must  say.” 

“Perhaps  he  had  to  go  on  business,” 
said  Madame  Bobineau.  ‘ “ By-the-way,  I 
expected  to  hear  you  had  all  been  caught 
in  the  storm  on  Sunday.” 

“ We  got  a little  of  it;  we  had  counted 
on  a walk  in  the  pine  wood,  and  of  course 
that  was  impossible,  so  we  staid  at  the  hotel 
till  the  storm  cleared  off,  and  this  rather 
spoiled  sport  for  the  lovers.” 


Madame  Bobineau  looked  slyly  out  of 
her  narrow  eyes. 

“I  dare  say  your  husband  put  in  a 
word  or  two  and  helped  the  storm,”  she 
said,  innocently. 

Madame  Riesen  tossed  her  head  like  an 
impatient  horse. 

‘ ‘ Not  at  all ; it  was  not  that.  Of  course 
Eugene  and  I too  had  words  to  say,  but 
the  storm  drove  every  one  under  shelter, 
and  very  soon  the  room  was  full  of  stran- 
gers, and  a became  impossible.” 

“ Ah  1”  said  Madame  Bobineau.  “Well, 
I suppose  there  will  soon  be  a gay  wed- 
ding at  the  Beauregard.”  Then  as  she  and 
Madame  Riesen  came  abreast  of  the  cap- 
tain and  Marie,  she  said  to  him  : 

“ Monsieur  will  be  glad  to  hear  it  is  all 
right  between  Monsieur  Engemann  and 
our  beautiful  widow.  Here  is  Madame 
Riesen,  who  wishes  to  offer  her  congratu- 
lations.” 

“ With  all  possible  pleasure,  monsieur, 
and  may  I say  monsieur  has  chosen  a 
charming  bride.  Mademoiselle  Marie, 
you  must  permit  me;”  she  bent  forward 
and  kissed  the  girl. 

Marie  was  taken  by  surprise;  she  blush- 
ed with  anger  and  shame.  It  had  been 
easier  than  she  expected  to  accept  the  cap- 
tain as  a lover,  but  she  had  not  guess^ 
that  she  should  suffer  this  public  exhi- 
bition, for  it  seemed  to  her  that  he  was 
showing  her  off  with  smiling  triumph  as 
his  property. 

“It  is  unbearable,”  she  said,  keeping 
back  her  tears  with  diflficulty.  “If  I 
could  only  get  home  and  be  by  myself!: 
Perhaps  if  I ask  him  he  will  take  me  away 
he  is  a kind  man,  I am  sure  of  it.” 

“Madame,”  the  captain  was  saying, 
pompously,  to  the  clockmaker’s  wife,  “I 
trust  that  the  enjoyment  of  Sunday  came 
up  to  your— your  expectations  t” 

“Yes — yes — certainly,  monsieur” — the 
poor  woman  would  not  confess  that  her 
husband  had  been  as  sulky  as  a bear,  and 
that  the  rain  had  damaged  the  new  man- 
tle she  had  put  on  for  the  excursion — 
“ though  the  storm  upset  our  evening,  as 
it  upset  monsieur’s,  I fancy.” 

“ Madame” — he  gave  what  he  meant  to- 
be  a most  loving  glance  at  Marie — “I  was 
in  such  bliss  last  Sunday  evening  that  the 
weather  was  indifferent  to  me — completely 
indifferent.  Ladies” — he  gave  a bow  which 
began  with  Marie  and  ended  with  Madame 
Bobineau — “you  will  permit  me  to  offer 
you  some  ices  ? Farther  on  we  shall  find  a 
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vacaut  table  near  the  music.  Mademoi- 
selle, I observe,  likes  music.”  He  pressed 
Marie’s  hand  with  his  arm,  and  looked  up 
in  her  face. 

Marie  bowed.  At  least  when  they  sat 
down  he  must  let  go  her  hand,  and  she 
thought  when  they  rose  again  it  would  be 
possible  to  avoid  this  dreadful  walking  up 
and  down  with  him. 

She  began  to  think  out  a means  of  es- 
cape. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

STILL  ON  THE  TERRACE. 

Monsieur  Lenoir,  the  hair-di*esser, 
came  bustling  up  to  the  very  spot  where 
Captain  Loigerot  and  his  companions 
had  been  standing.  He  had  seen  them, 
but  he  had  not  chosen  to  come  forward. 
He  considered  himself  ill  used.  Madame 
Bobineau  had  not  been  open  with  him. 
He  had  been  a good  friend  to  her — a 
friend  such  as  few  persons  possessed — he 
had  not  forgotten  some  trifling  civilities 
she  had  shown  him  when  he  was  a lad. 
He  had  written  to  tell  her  when  the  busi- 
ness at  the  Red  Glove  was  offered  for 
sale,  and  he  had  arranged  and  facilitated 
matters  for  her — he  had  certainly  accept- 
ed a commission  fi*om  the  outgoer  for 
having  procured  him  a tenant  — and  he 
considered  that  Madame  Bobineau  should 
have  taken  him  into  her  confldence  before 
she  chose  a husband  for  Marie,  or  at  least 
after  the  affair  was  arranged. 

“ There  has  been  something  more  in  it 
than  meets  the  eye,”  he  thought,  as  he 
looked  on  to  where  the  three  ladies  were 
seated  with  the  captain  at  one  of  the  little 
tables  near  the  edge  of  the  terrace.  “ I’ll 
wager  that  our  widow  had  a hand  in  it. 
Ah,  what  a woman  that  is  I’’  he  nodded  ap- 
provingly. Monsieur  Lenoir’s  father  had 
been  French,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that 
the  widow’s  tactics  in  this  affair  justified 
her  nationality,  supposing  that  she  had 
been  really  afraid  of  Marie’s  attractions  in 
respect  to  Monsieur  Engemann.  “ I can 
liai^ly  think  that  of  Engemann,” he  said; 
“no  man  would  choose  a plum, however 
blooming,  before  a luscious  peach.” 

He  looked  more  like  a tomtit  than  ever, 
as  he  walked  along,  his  head  set  perkily  on 
one  side, and  his  black  eyes  glittering  keen- 
ly in  large  dark  rings  that  circled  them. 
All  at  once  his  beaky  nose  and  his  thin 
pointed  chin  quivered  with  excitement. 


He  had  suddenly  remembered  the  encountr 
er  at  the  Bear  Pit. 

“Aha!”  he  said,  “and  I told  madame 
about  it,  and  I remember  that  she  was  ex- 
tra languid  and  indifferent.  My  friend  Le- 
noir, you  were  at  fault,  it  is  not  so  long  ago, 
and  now  Madame  Riesen  tells  me  that  the 
widow  is  certainly  going  to  marry  that 
fair-haired  giant,  wlio  had  his  hair  cut  the 
other  day  in  Fribourg,  a mere  passage 
place  between  Berne  and  other  cities. 
Pouf!  the  Goth ! as  if  fashion  of  any  kind 
could  be  found  there!” 

He  rubbed  his  hands  together  and  walk- 
ed on  the  toes  of  his  polished  boots,  for  his 
costume  this  evening  was  very  elaborate. 
“ It  seems  to  me  that  the  jolly  captain  is 
in  my  debt.  I may  have  been  the  means  of 
providing  the  little  Marie  with  a husband. 
Yes,  yes,  my  friend  Lenoir,  it  was  proba- 
bly your  news  that  you  had  seen  Marie 
and  young  Engemann  together  that  set 
the  widow  on  to  make  this  marriage.  The 
proof  will  be  to  see  the  two  couples  meet. 
Well,  that  must  happen  sooner  or  later, 
unless  Madame  Carouge  has  already  left 
the  gardens;  she  looked  tired  enough  just 
now.” 

He  had  met  Madame  Carouge  and  Ru- 
dolf Engemann  near  the  entrance,  but  he 
had  avoided  them.  Now  he  deteimiined  to 
go  in  search  of  the  lovers,  and  to  witness 
their  probable  meeting  with  the  captain 
and  Marie. 

“ If  they  are  all  on  the  terrace  together 
they  must  meet,”  he  thought,  and  he 
chuckled.  He  felt  sure  “the  young  giant,  ” 
as  he  called  Rudolf,  would  feel  awkward 
between  the  two  women.  Going  on  to- 
ward the  music  platform  he  overtook  the 
clockmaker. 

“Good-evening,  my  friend;  you  seem 
dull.  Are  you  looking  for  Madame  Rie- 
sen ? I can  tell  you  where  she  is.” 

“Thank  you,  Lenoir,  you  are  very 
kind.”  Riesen  was  anxious  to  get  rid  of 
the  little  hair-dresser.  “I  left  her  not 
long  ago.  I have  promised  to  seek  out  Ma- 
dame Carouge,” 

“Come  along  with  me,  then,”  Lenoir 
said;  “ I fancy  we  shall  find  them  on  be- 
yond there.” 

If  they  had  looked  into  the  gathering 
shadows  under  the  trees  they  would  have 
seen  the  widow  and  Rudolf  Engemann 
seated  on  a bench  at  this  end  of  the  ter- 
race. The  two  were  really  almost  in  a 
line  with  the  captain  and  his  party,  but 
the  tree  under  which  they  were  sitting 
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was  far  back— the  whole  width  of  the  ter- 
race lay  between  them  and  the  trio  round 
the  table.  Moreover,  Madame  Carouge 
and  her  companion  sat  with  their  backs  to 
the  promenade. 

Madame  Carouge  was  very  quiet  when 
she  first  met  Rudolf  Engemann  this  after- 
noon; the  delight  of  his  presence  over- 
powei'ed  every  other  feeling;  but  on  her 
way  to  the  gardens  with  him  and  with 
the  Riesens  she  had  time  to  reflect  that  he 
liad  made  no  apology  for  his  absence  on 
the  previous  day ; and  it  had  seemed  to  her 
when  they  parted  on  Sunday  that  only  a 
few  words  were  needed  to  make  them  all 
ill  all  to  each  other.  Why  had  he  not 
come  to  say  those  words?  To-day  he  was 
))olite,  devoted  even,  in  manner,  but  she 
felt  that  he  had  gone  back  in  warmth. 

“ It  is  my  fault,  perhaps,”  she  thought. 
‘*I  am  still  too  reserved  with  him,  poor 
dear  fellow.” 

She  roused  and  began  to  talk  with  much 
animation  of  their  Sunday's  journey,  till 
Rudolf  became  absorbed  in  listening  to 
her— she  brought  it  all  so  vividly  before 
him. 

“ It  was  indeed  a perfect  day,  madame; 
but  I regret  losing  that  walk  in  the  pine 
wood:  though  perhaps  it  is  better  we  could 
not  have  it;  it  seems  the  more  to  be  desired 
because  it  was  left  undone.” 

“Do  you  wish  for  it,  then?”  she  said, 
softly,  and  as  he  met  her  eyes  their  won- 
derful languid  charm  seemed  to  steal  into 
his  soul. 

“ Do  I ?”  he  said.  “ When  one  has  expe- 
rienced the  enjoyment  I did  on  Sunday,  one 
is  apt  to  wish  that  it  would  repeat  itself.” 

“That  shall  be  when  you  please,”  she 
said.  “ I too  feel  that  our  day  was  left  un- 
finished.” 

She  looked  at  him,  and  again  he  thought 
how  beautiful  she  was  and  how  kind. 
“Most  men  by  this  time  would  worship 
such  a woman ; well,  I suppose  I am  made 
of  ice.”  “ Madame” — he  spoke  impulsive- 
ly— “how  good  and  kind  you  are!  Will 
you  permit  me,  tlien,  to  go  with  you  again 
to  Thun,  and  next  time  we  will  try  to  fin- 
ish our  day  ?” 

To  those  who  sat  on  the  terrace  it  look- 
ed already  gloomy  under  the  thickly  plant- 
ed trees;  but  there  was  plenty  of  light 
there,  and  Engemann  saw  the  strong  ef- 
fect of  his  words  on  his  companion’s  face. 
A sudden  light  filled  her  eyes  and  a flush 
rose  on  her  cheeks,  her  bosom  rose  and 


fell  rapidly;  then  she  looked  down  on  the 
ground  and  began  to  draw  patterns  with 
the  point  of  her  parasol. 

Rudolf  started,  he  felt  as  if  some  one 
had  suddenly  roused  him  from  a pleasant 
dream.  “ What  am  I doing  ?”  he  thought. 
“I  do  not  love  this  woman;  I must  take 
care — ” He  paused.  “Why  do  I not 
love  her?”  he  asked  himself.  He  moved 
impatiently— between  him  and  the  glow- 
ing downcast  face  rose  the  sweet  innocent 
eyes  of  Marie — he  turned  as  if  from  a 
spectre.  “ It  is  folly,  and  worse.”  Pres- 
ently he  said,  “Are  you  quite  sure  that 
Madame  Bobineau's  niece  will  marry  Cap- 
tain Loigerot?”  He  had  uttered  his 
thoughts  aloud,  without  considering  the 
abruptness  of  the  transition. 

Madame  Carouge  rose;  she  looked  im- 
perious, though  she  tried  to  speak  gently. 
“Let  us  go  on  to  the  terrace,  monsieur,” 
she  said;  “there  you  can  judge  for  your- 
self. I heard  that  Captain  Loigerot  was 
to  be  here  this  evening ; we  shall  find  him, 
probably  with  little  Marie,  watching  for 
the  sunset.” 

Without  another  look  at  Rudolf  she 
walked  across  to  the  terrace. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

“the  after-glow.” 

They  walked  across  the  grass  beneath 
the  trees  till  they  came  out  on  the  broad 
promenade,  which,  when  they  arrived  at 
the  Schiinzli,  had  been  covered  with  groups 
of  merry  people  chatting  to  one  another  as 
they  paced  up  and  down. 

Now  it  was  almost  deserted,  though  a 
few  couples  still  lingered ; but  these  had 
seemingly  come  to  the  gardens  to  look  into 
one  another's  eyes;  and  it  was  surprising, 
considering  the  steep  and  tiring  road  they 
must  have  climbed,  that  they  had  taken 
the  trouble  to  come  thus  far  for  such  a 
purpose. 

Madame  Carouge  looked  round  with  im- 
patience. Not  among  these  sentimental 
lovers  should  she  find  the  captain  and  his 
fiancee.  She  glanced  on  to  the  edge  of 
the  terrace,  and  she  could  have  stamped 
with  vexation.  It  was  literally  thronged 
with  people  staring  across  the  valley.  She 
guessed  what  was  liappening ; she  had  nev- 
er come  up  here  to  see  it,  hut  she  knew 
very  well  that  all  these  “idiots,” as  she 
mentally  called  them,  were  waiting  to  see 
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the  sun  set;  and  as  she  looked  she  saw 
that  she  had  yet  some  time  to  wait  before 
they  could  meet  the  captain  and  Marie.  No 
one  would  be  likely  to  move  out  of  the 
closely  packed  line  of  people  that  leaned 
on  the  wall  of  the  terrace  till  the  ‘‘after- 
glow” had  faded;  and  as  yet  the  sun  had 
not  set. 

Presently  there  was  a hush  among  the 
spectators.  The  light  clouds  that  had 
partly  veiled  the  mountains  had  floated 
upward,  and  hung  suspended  above  the 
Jungfrau ; 4.hey  gleamed  with  silvery  brill- 
iance as  the  sun,  resting  opposite,  seemed 
to  gaze  at  them  from  a ridge  which  glow- 
ed darkly  purple  below  him. 

All  at  once  he  sank  behind  the  ridge, 
and  then  high  up  on  the  snowy  peaks, 
which  seemed  almost  in  heaven,  a soft 
rosy  light  shone  out  of  the  glorious  mount- 
ains. Each  moment  the  glow  deepened; 
the  lines  just  now  so  brilliant  in  silver 
light  were  first  gold  and  then  a dazzling 
flame-color,  the  dusky  terrace  was  sudden- 
ly illumined,  and  the  valley,  which  had 
been  blurred  into  a uniform  tint  of  olive, 
revealed  once  more  its  nestling  buildings 
and  fringe  of  trees  below. 

A murmur  ran  softly  along  the  line  of 
gazers,  but  their  eyes  did  not  stray  from 
the  splendid  spectacle.  It  glowed  deeper 
and  deeper,  and  the  sky  was  luminous  with 
golden-edged  scarlet  clouds. 

Then  came  a sudden  change:  the  rosy 
flames  that  seemed  to  have  rushed  out  of 
the  heai’t  of  the  snow- mountains  vanished ; 
purple,  or  rather  gradations  of  deep  rich- 
ton^  color,  spread  up  from  the  base  of  the 
mountains  and  glowed  on  the  opposite 
hills,  deepening  and  darkening  every  mo- 
ment, not  so  startling  or  vivid  as  the  “ aft- 
er-glow” had  been,  but  yet  more  beautiful 
in  richness  of  color. 

But  the  greater  part  of  the  crowd  did 
not  see  this  beauty,  and  the  closely  pack- 
ed line  soon  broke  up  again  into  groups 
that  found  gossip  about  their  own  affairs 
or  those  of  their  neighbors  far  more  inter- 
esting than  the  splendid  study  of  color  in 
the  sky  and  on  the  mountains. 

Rudolf  Engemann,  however,  lingered; 
the  purple  was  changing  every  instant, 
and  he  stood  gazing  in  an  ecstasy  of  ad- 
miration at  the  change.  He  could  not 
have  defined  his  delight,  but  as  he  bent 
forward,  enjoying  it,  he  forgot  Madame 
Carouge  altogether.  He  was  under  a 
spell,  and  he  felt  entranced. 

A little  way  on  from  where  they  stood 


was  the  table  from  which  the  captain  and 
his  party  had  risen  to  watch  the  sunset. 
The  others  had  turned  away  from  it,  but 
Marie  went  on  gazing  at  the  mountains; 
she  did  not  see  that  the  captain  was  wait- 
ing for  her. 

The  purple  hue  faded  away  into  a som- 
bre tone  that  would  have  been  black  if  it 
had  been  less  full  of  deep  color,  and  this 
made  the  golden  sky  yet  more  luminous, 
and  the  pale  faint  green  above,  ethereal  in 
its  beauty. 

‘ ‘ Marie,  ” Madame  Bobineau  said,  sharp- 
ly,  “do  you  not  hear?  Monsieur  Loi- 
gerot  has  twice  offered  you  his  arm,  and 
you  pay  no  attention.” 

* ‘ Ah !” — the  girl  started.  ‘ ‘ I beg  your 
pardon,  monsieur.”  Tlien  seeing  that  he 
looked  kindly  at  her,  she  turned  to  him 
as  to  a refuge  from  the  old  vexed  face  of 
her  cousin. 

“It  is  nothing,  my  sweet  young  lady. 
You — aw — ^you  consider,  then,  this  sight 
has  been  worth  coming  to  see  ?” 

He  stood  with  his  legs  very  wide  apart, 
and  his  head  thrown  b^k,  as  if  he  had  ut- 
tered a question  that  it  would  puzzle  her 
to  answer. 

The  intense  beauty  Marie  had  been  en- 
joying had  fllled  her  eyes  with  tears,  but 
she  could  not  help  smiling  into  the  cap- 
tain’s broad,  bronzed  face. 

“Yes,  indeed,  monsieur,”  she  said;  “I 
am  glad  we  staid  to  see  it.”  Then  she 
added,  for  this  seemed  a good  opportunity 
for  getting  away,  “ It  is  time  to  go  home, 
I think.” 

She  said  this  to  him  with  a little  feeling 
of  triumph,  for  she  felt  that  the  captain 
would  comply  with  her  wish  even  if  it 
went  against  that  of  Madame  Bobineau. 

“Yes,  oh  yes,  if  you  wish  it,”  he  an- 
swered. 

Marie  had  spoken  a minute  too  late. 
Without  looking  round  she  knew  that 
Madame  Bobineau  wasshaking  hands  with 
some  one,  and  now  the  captain  looked 
sharply  round  as  a hand  touched  his 
shoulder. 

Monsieur  Riesen  stood  beside  him,  and 
in  front  was  Monsieur  Lenoir,  bowing  low 
to  Marie  and  also  to  Loigerot,  with  an  in- 
describable mixture  of  malice  and  amuse- 
ment in  his  bright,  restless  eyes. 

“Permit  me  to  congratulate  you,  mon- 
sieur.” Then  to  Marie,  “Mademoiselle, 
you  have  my  best  wishes.” 

Riesen  said  this  with  a fatherly  protect- 
ing air,  while  his  wife  kept  up  an  accom- 
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paniment  of  **  Yes,  yes;  Eugene  has  come 
to  offer  you  his  congratulations;  yes,  yes, 
that  is  as  it  should  be.*’ 

“It  is  BO  delightful  to  see  people  well- 
matched,”  said  Lenoir,  in  his  jerky,  imper- 
tinent way. 

Madame  Riesen  frowned  at  him,  but 
Marie  felt  that  she  could  no  longer  stand 
still  to  be  stared  at  and  congratulated. 
“They  are  all  trying  to  torment  me,”  she 
thought.  Her  cheeks  burned.  “ It  is  not 
to  be  borne,”  she  said  to  herself,  but  she 
had  placed  her  hand  within  the  captain’s 
ai*m,  and  as  if  he  suspected  her  feelings  he 
tightened  his  pressure  so  that  she  could 
not  draw  away  her  hand  without  his 
knowledge. 

“Let  us  walk  down  to  the  end  of  the  ter- 
race,” Madame  Riesen  whispered  to  the  old 
woman;  “the  music  is  too  noisy  here.” 

“I  can  not  leave  Marie,  and  we  must 
soon  be  going  home,”  said  Madame  Bobi- 
ueau,  repress!  vely. 

“Ta,  ta,  my  dear  friend;  we  have  only 
to  lead  the  way,  the  others  will  follow.” 

She  knew  that  her  husband  would  op- 
pose any  suggestion  she  might  make,  and 
she  was  com  pletely  weary  of  her  old  friend’s 
society.  Among  the  groups  now  coming 
up  to  listen  to  the  music  she  hoped  to  find 
a more  amusing  companion. 

“Shall  we  go  this  way,  and  then  turn 
and  make  for  the  gate?”  said  Madame 
Bobineau  to  the  captain. 

Lenoir  smiled  and  chuckled.  He  knew 
that  Madame  Carouge  must  be  at  that  end 
of  the  terrace,  for  he  had  just  come  in  the 
opposite  direction,  and  he  had  looked  there 
in  vain  for  the  commanding  figure  of  the 
young  Swiss. 

Madame  Bobineau  and  her  friend  walk- 
ed so  completely  in  front  of  her  that  Ma- 
rie now  felt  sheltered.  She  was  not  shy 
of  the  captain  among  so  many  strange 
people. 

“It  is  pleasanter  to  walk  without  stop- 
ping,” she  said;  “does  not  monsieur  think 
so  ?”  She  smiled  at  him  as  she  spoke. 

“What  a little  duck?”  the  captain  said 
to  himself.  “ I believe  she  is  really  fond 
of  me;  the  old  woman  said  she  was.” 

“Mademoiselle  Marie”— he  tugged  at 
his  mustaches—**  it  is  as  you  say;  it  will 
always  be  as  you  say,  and  as  you  wish  for 
me;  you  are  as  wise  as  you  are  beautiful, 
and — and  wisdom  is  even  more  rare  than 
beauty  in  a young  lady  of  your — your 
years.” 

He  had  puffed  out  his  cheeks  in  utter- 


ing this  unusually  long  speech,  till  Marie 
could  not  keep  in  her  laughter;  but  she 
laughed  so  merrily  and  pleasantly  that  the 
captain  took  it  in  good  part,  and  squeezed 
her  hand  so  tightly  and  with  a look  of  de- 
votion so  ardent  that  a bright  blush  rose 
on  her  fair  face. 

There  was  a rustling  of  silken  skirts 
close  at  hand,  an  exclamation,  and  Marie’s 
eyes  dilated  as  she  looked  on  before  her. 
Madame  Bobineau  was  not  to  be  seen,  but 
Madame  Carouge  was  holding  out  her 
hand  to  the  captain.  The  girl  looked  up, 
and  she  felt  scmched  and  withered.  Mon- 
sieur Engemann  stood  beside  the  beauti- 
ful widow,  and  the  g^l  met  his  eyes  full 
of  angry  scorn. 

* * Go^  - evening,  Captain  Loigerot.  ” 
Madame  Carouge  looked  at  Marie  as  she 
spoke.  **  I congratulate  you ; this  is  as  it 
should  be.  It  is  a pleasure,  my  dear,  to  see 
your  happiness,”  she  added,  to  the  girl. 

Marie  trembled,  but  she  did  not  speak. 

Engemann  bit  his  lip  fiercely.  “It  is 
true,  then,”  he  said  to  himself,  “ she  cares 
for  this  pompous  old  satyr.” 

The  captain  was  bowing  very  low. 
**  Madame,  I thank  you  a thousand  times 
— a thousand  times,  madame.  I am  aproud 
and  happy  man  to-night.”  He  stood  on  tip- 
toe and  tried  to  whisper  to  the  widow,  but 
his  words  reached  Engemann.  * * My— my 
rose-bud  is  all  that  I could  wish.  And 
you,  madame,”  he  raised  his  voice  and 
looked  knowingly  at  Rudolf  “you,  I hope — 
are  happy  as  we  are.”  He  glanced  fondly 
at  Marie,  but  her  eyes  were  bent  on  the 
ground.  **  Sweet  little  dove,  she  is  shy,” 
he  thought ; * * she  does  not  like  to  be  staj^ 
at.  Come,Engemann,have  you  not  a word 
of  congratulation  for  us  ?” 

‘*1,  monsieur  I”  Engemann  looked  very 
stern,  but  he  managed  a grim  smile.  * * On 
the  contrary,  I have  many  for  you  both.  I 
am  glad  you  can  be  so  easily  happy.” 

He  said  this  mockingly,  and  he  went  on 
in  the  opposite  direction,  with  Madame  Ca- 
rouge on  his  arm.  He  strode  along,  frown- 
ing heavily  as  he  looked  on  the  ground. 

“Well,”  said  Madame  Carouge,  ‘*are 
you  convinced  ? They  are  engagc^l,  and 
Marie  is  quite  content,  you  see.” 

He  did  not  answer. 

The  widow  glanced  at  him  without 
turning  her  head,  but  she  did  not  again 
venture  to  intrude  into  his  thoughts.  She 
felt  afraid  of  him  in  that  moment. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  he  must  have  cared 
for  this  simple-faced  child,  or  he  would 
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not  be  so  disturbed  by  the  certainty  of  her 
engagement  to  Captain  Loigerot. 

Madame  Carouge  suffered  keenly ; after 
all  the  love  she  had  betrayed  to  him  he 
seemed  to  be  slipping  away  from  her.  Her 
passion  sought  to  hold  him,  and  yet  her 
pride  kept  her  restrained.  But  she  loved 
him  too  dearly  to  sacrifice  the  hope  of  his 
love  to  her  pride,  and  yet  not  even  her  ab- 
sorption in  him  could  teach  her  how  best 
to  approach  him  now.  She  walked  beside 
him,  silent,  with  the  timid  downcast  air  of 
a child  expecting  reproof. 

At  last  she  said,  and  her  voice  sounded 
tearful,  “ Need  we  walk  quite  so  fast  ?” 

Rudolf  started  out  of  his  reverie.  At 
that  moment  he  was  in  reality  nearer  to 
Madame  Carouge  than  he  had  ever  been. 
As  he  strode  along  he  had  upbraided  him- 
self for  his  infatuation ; he  had  called  him- 
self a fool  in  respect  of  Marie,  and  a brute 
with  regard  to  Madame  Carouge.  He 
had  been  cold  to  this  tender,  loving  woman 
for  the  sake  of  a girl  who  had  sold  herself 
to  a graybeard,  and  who  was  evidently  re- 
joicing in  the  bargain  she  had  made.  As  he 
recalled  the  laugh  he  had  seen  on  Marie’s 
face,  and  the  captain’s  amorous  glances, 
Rudolf  frowned  once  more  heavily. 

The  widow  saw  the  frown  and  she 
sighed.  He  turned  quickly  to  her. 

“You  must  forgive  me,  madame;  I ought 
not  to  have  walked  so  fast.  How  thought- 
less I am!  I must  have  tired  you  past 
endurance ; forgive  me,  indeed  I have 
much  to  ask  pardon  for.” 

She  gave  him  a tender,  timid  smile. 

“It  is  no  matter;  I am  not  tired;  but  I 
believe  I must  say  good-night  now.  I 
seem  to  be  sadly  unfortunate;  I hoped 
this  evening  would  have  given  you  plea- 
sure, you  who  admire  beauty  so  ardent- 
ly, and  instead—”  She  hesitated. 

“It  is  not  your  fault  that  it  has  not 
given  me  unmixed  pleasure.” 

He  pressed  with  his  other  hand  the  fin- 
gers that  lay  within  his  arm. 

“In  some  way  or  another  I fear  it  has 
given  you  pain,”  she  said,  plaintively,  but 
her  eyes  shone  with  joy. 

“What  a lovely,  loving  woman!”  he 
thought,  and  his  feelings  showed  in  his 
eyes;  “how  little  I deserve  such  good- 
ness!” “No,  madame,”  he  said,  impul- 
sively, “you  have  been  all  that  is  kind 
and  sweet,  and  I have  been  cold  and  un- 
grateful. I am  not  myself  this  evening. 

I must  ask  you  to  forgive  me.” 

“ I ?”  She  gave  him  one  tender  glance. 


“No,  no,”  she  said,  “I  have  nothing  te 
forgive.  I only  wished  to  make  you  hap- 
py, and— and — ” She  hesitated;  tender, 
ardent  words  were  on  her  tongue,  but  she 
checked  them ; she  felt  that  she  was  on 
the  edge  of  her  fate,  and  she  w’ished  to 
prolong  these  delicious  moments.  “I,” 
she  said,  quietly,  “only  wished  to  make 
you  happy,  and  I do  not  think,”  she  add- 
ed, with  a little  laugh  which  was  pathetic, 
for  it  tried  to  hide  how  intensely  she  felt— 
“I  do  not  think  I quite  know  the  way- 
do  I?” 

He  released  her  hand  from  his  arm,  and 
then  he  took  it  between  his  own. 

“What  can  I say  to  such  sweetness?” 
his  voice  was  hoarse  but  full  of  feeling. 
“Will  you  forgive  me  all  my  rudeness, 
all  my  coldness  ?”  He  bent  over  her  hand 
and  kissed  it.  “I  will  try  to  deserve  all 
your  goodness.” 

Madame  Carouge  could  not  speak;  this 
sudden  change  took  away  her  breath.  She 
felt  lifted  off  the  earth  into  that  paradise 
of  warm,  rosy  love  which  the  glowing 
mountains  had  awhile  ago  pictured  to  her. 
It  is  strange  to  find  how  many-voiced  is 
any  grand  spectacle  of  nature  as  it  reveals 
itself  to  the  varied  minds  that  drink  in  its 
message  through  their  eyes. 

She  looked  up  suddenly  at  her  com- 
panion, but  she  did  not  meet  his  eyes. 
He  was  gazing  far  off  at  the  purple  mass 
that  girdled  in  the  scene,  and  m^e  even 
the  terrace  gloomy. 

“It  will  soon  be  dark,”  he  said,  gravely. 
The  sudden  glow  toward  his  companion 
had  died  away. 

She  was  not  thrown  back  now  as  she 
had  been  on  former  occasions  by  his 
change  of  manner.  The  spell  of  his  pre- 
sence subdued  her  will,  even  her  sensa- 
tions, into  union  with  his.  She  answered 
him  in  the  same  tone: 

“Yes,  it  is  getting  dark.  I will  go 
home.  Monsieur  Riesen  will  see  after  the 
carriage.” 

Engemann  bowed,  and  they  went  on 
along  the  terrace.  She  was  silent  from 
joy ; at  last  she  knew  that  he  loved  her. 
Perhaps  he  had  always  loved  her,  and  only 
the  doubt  and  fear  of  her  own  love  had 
clouded  her  sight  with  this  foolish  want 
of  confidence.  That  kiss  on  her  hand 
had  thrilled  through  her  being;  it  had 
been  the  seal  of  their  love,  she  thought, 
and  she  emptied  her  heart  of  the  dark 
fears  it  had  harbored,  and  sighed  softly 
with  almost  a weight  of  joy. 
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“Ah!  here  is  Monsieur  Biesen/'  Ru- 
dolf said. 

The  husband  and  wife  were  standing  in 
the  middle  of  the  promenade,  now  almost 
deserted,  for  though  the  music  had  only 
just  ceased,  people  were  leaving  the  gar- 
dens. 

“At  last  we  have  found  you,”  cried 
the  clock  maker’s  wife,  coming  forward ; 
and  the  widow  thought  her  cackling  voice 
clattered  harshly  into  the  delicious  si- 
lence. “A  pair  of  truants,  indeed.  But 
I suppose  we  must  excuse  them ; eh,  Eu- 
gene ?” 

“Don’t  be  a fool,”  her  husband  mut- 
tered. 

“Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  find 
the  carriage?”  Madame  Carouge  said  to 
him.  “ I must  go  home.  1 had  no  idea 
it  was  so  late.” 

But  the  clockmaker  felt  that  this  was 
the  last  straw,  and  that  he  could  not  carry 
it.  His  evening  had  been  altogether  hate- 
ful to  him,  and  he  had  been  obliged  to  ad- 
mit to  himself  that,  after  all,  his  wife  was 
right,  and  that  Engeraann  was  in  earnest 
in  his  pursuit  of  the  widow;  he  had  not 
once  left  her  side  during  the  evening. 
Riesen  looked  at  Madame  Carouge,  and 
he  saw  how  subdued  she  was,  and  how 
young  and  happy  she  looked ; he  felt  very 
angry. 

“ Engemann,  my  good  fellow,”  he  said, 
“I  have  a weak  ankle,  and  I should  be 
glad  to  vest  it  while  Pierre  puts  the  horse 
in.  I told  him  he  might  put  it  up,  and 
enjoy  himself  in  the  gardens.  Can  you 
find  him,  do  you  think?”  “Diable!”  he 
said  to  himself;  “that  fellow  shall  earn 
his  salt  somehow.” 

Engemann  was  gone  before  Madame 
Carouge  could  speak.  To  her  dismay, 
she  found  herself  alone  with  Madame  Rie- 
sen and  her  husband. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

MISSING. 

When  Rudolf  Engemann  passed  on 
with  the  widow  on  his  arm,  the  captain 
stood  still,  with  his  mouth  wide  open,  and 
a look  of  displeasure  on  his  bn^  full- 
moon  face. 

Riesen  had  walked  on  sullenly  beside 
his  wife,  and  Lenoir  was  on  the  other 
side  of  Madame  Bobineau.  The  old  wo- 
man was  w'hispering  to  her  friend,  and 
Lenoir  was  dying  to  hear  what  she  said. 


They  had  been  all  too  much  occupied 
with  themselves  to  notice  what  had  hap- 
pened behind  them,  and,  indeed,  the  flow 
of  people  coming  up  from  the  end  of  the 
terrace,  eager  to  leave  the  gardens,  had 
by  this  time  completely  parted  them  fi*om 
the  captain  and  Marie. 

“Jfa  foir  Loigerot  exclaimed  — and 
between  his  teeth  he  uttered  some  very 
strong  words — “what  does  the  fellow 
mean,  sneering  at  a gentleman  ? And — 
and  he  owes  me  explanation,  and  he  shall 
give  it,  or — ” And  again  a strong  word 
came  out,  louder  than  before,  as  he  put 
his  hand  to  where  his  sword-hilt  should 
have  been. 

He  had  not  felt  in  such  a rage  since  he 
left  the  army,  and  for  a minute  he  forgot 
where  he  was;  the  whole  scene  became 
blurred  and  confused,  and  he  longed  to 
have  it  out  with  “this  insolent  lubber,”  as 
he  termed  him,  who  doubtless  had  never 
used  a sword  in  his  life.  Captain  Loige- 
rot was  rather  obtuse,  but  his  position  this 
evening  had  sharpened  his  perceptions, 
and  in  his  sympathy  for  Marie’s  sensitive- 
ness he  had  become  quick-sighted ; he  had 
seen  ridicule  on  some  of  the  faces  of  those 
who  congratulated  him,  and  the  malicious 
sarcasm,  as  it  seemed  to  him,  of  Engemann 
had  stung  him  keenly.  It  was  evident 
that  this  young  man,  rich  in  personal  ad- 
vantages, happy  in  the  love  of  a beautiful 
w^oman,  despised  him  and  disbelieved  in 
his  good  fortune. 

For  an  instant— as  he  stood  bristling 
with  anger  from  head  to  foot — Loigerot 
saw  himself  as  he  appeared  to  Rudolf,  mid- 
dle-aged and  doting,  fooled  into  the  be- 
lief that  he  was  loved  for  himself.  The 
idea  was  momentary,  but  it  took  his 
thoughts  at  once  back  to  Marie.  Her 
hand  no  longer  rested  on  his  arm,  and  as 
he  looked  round  quickly  and  with  sudden 
alarm,  he  saw  that  she  was  not  beside  him. 

“DiobZe/”  he  exclaimed,  and  the  color 
deepened  on  his  face.  “What!  Why! 
Where  is  my  little  dove  ?”  He  looked  ea- 
gerly about  him,  but  close  by  was  Madame 
Webern,  the  pastry-cook,  and  Loigerot 
was  far  too  old  a soldier  to  let  this  gos- 
siping woman  perceive  his  discomfiture. 
He  bowed  to  her,  and  then  he  looked  to- 
ward the  table  and  chairs  where  they  had 
been  sitting.  They  were  empty.  Loigerot 
tried  to  hide  his  discomfiture,  for  although 
people  were  going  away  fast,  still  he  met 
an  acquaintance  here  and  there.  He  had 
been  so  triumphant  all  the  evening,  he 
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must  not  betray  to  these  curious  eyes  any 
uneasiness  in  his  search  for  Marie. 

“Poor  little  dove,”  he  said  to  liimself; 
he  felt  in  great  need  of  pacifying  words. 
“ Poor  little  angel ; no  doubt  she  was  tired, 
and  she  does  not  like  to  be  stared  at.  She 
has  gone  after  Madame  Bobineau.  Yes, 
that  is  it,  she  has  gone  after  the  old  wo- 
man ; but  she  should  not  have  slipped  away 
from  me.  It  will  soon  be  dark.  It  is 
most  improper.  Well,  well,  the  sweet 
child  is  young  and  does  not  know.” 

It  had  been  arranged  between  Madame 
Bobineau  and  the  captain  that  they  should 
all  walk  home  together  by  the  lower 
bridge,  for  Loigerot  had  not  found  his 
drive  to  the  gardens  amusing — the  two 
ladies  behind  and  be  perched  up  beside 
the  coachman. 

He  stood  still  thinking  what  be  should 
do.  The  ladies  were  possibly  tired  of  wait- 
ing and  had  gone  home  alone.  The  idea 
of  Marie  walking  in  the  dark  with  no  bet- 
ter protector  than  “old  Bobineau,”  as  he 
called  her,  filled  the  captain  with  alarm 
and  quickened  his  faculties.  He  rolled 
along  to  the  end  of  the  terrace  walk,  and 
then  back  again;  and  after  a keen  search 
among  the  remainingstragglers  he  hurried 
to  the  entrance  of  the  gardens,  always  look- 
ing for  the  tall  figure  in  a pale  gray  gown. 
But  ho  could  not  see  either  Marie  or  Ma- 
dame Bobineau.  As  he  hastened  along 
he  saw  the  Riesens  and  Madame  Carouge 
standing  together,  but  they  did  not  see 
him,  and  he  avoided  them. 

“I  am  not  going,”  he  said  to  himself, 
“to  let  that  long-tongued  gossip  Madame 
Riesen  know  of  my  mischance  with  Ma- 
rie,” and  he  hurried  on. 

Duty  w’as  paramount  with  the  captain. 
He  had  lost  Marie  by  his  own  carelessness; 
it  was  his  place  to  find  her,  and  he  must 
find  her  without  delay.  At  first  he  had 
been  more  startled  than  troubled.  After 
his  diligent  search  through  the  gardens 
had  failed,  he  guessed  that  she  had  gone 
away  with  Madame  Bobineau.  But  al- 
though his  lack  of  imagination  did  not 
enable  him  to  conjure  up  the  doubt  and 
dread  which  might  have  affected  a more 
sensitive  lover,  his  common-sense  raroly 
failed  him,  and  by  the  time  he  had  reach- 
ed the  bridge  across  the  Aar  he  felt  puz- 
zled and  anxious,  unable  to  decide  what 
he  had  best  do. 

The  unaccustomed  speed  at  which  he 
had  walked  no  doubt  added  to  his  disturb- 
ance, but  still  even  supposing  that  Madame 


Bobineau  had  quitted  the  gardens  when  he 
missed  Marie,  he  must  long  ago  have  over- 
taken the  runaways.  He  stood  still  on 
the  bridge,  puffing  and  panting ; perliaps  it 
would  be  best  to  go  back  and  ask  Riesen *s 
help  in  finding  them,  for,  after  all,  they 
might  have  sat  down  to  wait  for  him  in 
some  out-of-the-way  comer.  But  even  as 
he  turned  back  to  carry  out  this  idea  a 
new  and  more  hopeful  thought  came. 
Madame  Bobineau  liad  complained  of  fa- 
tigue as  they  sat  drinking  lemonade,  and 
Marie  had  asked  him  to  take  her  home. 
Was  it  not  more  than  likely  that  some 
friend  leaving  in  a carriage  had  ofiTered 
the  old  woman  and  her  charge  seats,  and 
that  she  had  carried  off  Marie  with  her  ? 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “ She  is  a 
wary  old  bird,”  he  said  to  himself.  “ She 
sees  I am  secure,  and  she  no  longer  studies 
my  wishes.  Well,  well,  I shall  have  the 
marriage  fixed  a fortnight  hence.  I want 
my  little  girl  to  myself,  out  of  the  reacli 
of  the  old  hag.” 

All  this  time  he  was  hurrying  along 
by  the  short  way  to  the  Spitalgasse — this 
was  up  a flight  of  steep  steps  in  the  lofty 
green  bank  on  which  stand  the  houses 
and  churches  of  Berne  looking  down  into 
the  poplar-fringed  Aar.  Loigerot’s  face 
had  become  purple  with  exertion,  and  he 
gasped  when  he  reached  the  top  of  the  steps. 
He  took  off  his  hat  and  stood  still  to  I'ccov- 
er  his  breath,  for  although  it  was  dusk  the 
heat  still  lingered,  with  the  strange  atmos- 
pheric pressure  that  threatens  storm. 

“Pou/.'”  he  gasped;  “you  forget  your 
extra  weight,  my  friend  Achille,  and  the 
years  since  you  were  at  the  Malakotf. 
Diahle!  perhaps  it  is  love  that  helps  to 
make  my  heart  beat;  that  is  too  amusing, 
you  old  dog;”  and  he  laughed  heartily  in 
spite  of  his  breathless  condition.  “Well, 
well” — he  wiped  his  bald  head  and  put  on 
his  hat  again — “to  work,  my  friend;  it  is 
a hard  end  to  a day’s  pleasure,  but  the  re- 
ward will  be  the  sweeter,  and  the  little 
rogue  shall  pay  me  in  kisses.  Ah  I”  He 
smacked  his  lips  heartily,  and  hurried  on 
in  his  rolling  fashion  to  the  Red  Glove. 

The  big  red  sign  looked  almost  scornful 
and  threateningtothecaptain  asaray  from 
the  gas  lamp  glinted  on  it. 

Loigerot  knocked  twice,  but  no  answer 
came.  He  knocked  more  loudly  a third 
time.  ‘ ‘ Diable  /”  ho  said ; ‘ ‘ this  grows  se- 
rious; but  I have  perhaps  arrived  first.” 
He  looked  up  again  at  the  Red  Glove. 
Something  in  the  aspect  of  the  bloated 
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sigfn  made  him  shake  his  clinched  fist  at 
it.  It  seemed  to  mock  him.  He  stood  still, 
gazing,  while  his  face  grew  yet  more  angry, 
and  he  turned  away.  ‘ ‘ I am  not  going  to 
be  made  a fool  of,  and  I’ll  never  be  laugh- 
ed at  by  an  old  she-devil  of  a glover.  She 
is  gorging  herself  with  supper,  no  doubt.” 

His  sturdy  legs  were  very  wide  apart 
as  he  opened  the  private  door  with  his 
pass-key. 

“Madame  Bobineau!  Madame  Bobi- 
neau !”  He  roared  and  shouted  her  name 
down-stairs,  in  the  kitchen,  upstairs.  He 
had  lost  all  self-control,  and  he  even  knock- 
ed at  Engemanii’s  door. 

The  house  was  like  a grave — dark,  silent, 
and  stifling  in  its  atmosphere,  for  every 
window  had  been  closely  shut  by  the  old 
glover  before  she  left  home. 

Loigerot  came  slowly  down-stairs  a lit- 
tle ashamed  of  his  excitement;  he  stood 
thinking  on  the  mat  in  the  passage. 

All  at  once  he  opened  the  door,  closed  it 
behind  him,  and  hurrying  up  the  street  he 
turned  to  the  left,  and  soon  reached  the 
flight  of  steps  leading  down  to  Marie’s 
lodgings.  He  had  watched  her  home  more 
than  once,  but  when  he  arrived  at  the  door 
of  the  house  he  had  seen  her  enter,  he  felt 
that  this  proceeding  was  open  to  objection : 
would  it  not  be  injurious  to  Marie  if  any 
one  saw  him  at  the  door  of  her  lodgings  ? 

“ It  is  dark,  ” he  said,  ‘ ‘ and  there  are  not 
many  people  about,”  and  he  knocked. 

The  door  was  slowly  opened.  “ Who  is 
there  ?”  a voice  asked. 

“Is  Mademoiselle  Marie  Peyrolles  at 
home  ?” 

The  captain  could  not  distinguish  any- 
thing in  the  dark  passage  through  the  half- 
opened  door. 

“No,” and  the  door  began  to  close. 

Loigerotputhisfoot  just  within.  “Ibeg 
your  pardon,” he  said,  politely,  “but  are 
you  sure?  The  young  lady  may  have  come 
in  without  your  knowledge.” 

“That  is  not  po.ssible,”  the  croaking 
voice  said;  “she  has  no  key.” 

“You  are  quite  sure,  madame  ? some  one 
else  may  have  opened  the  door  for  her. 
Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  go  and  in- 
quire if  she  is  within  ?” 

There  was  a pause,  then  a grunt  came 
from  the  speaker;  the  door  was  closed, 
and  he  heaM  a heavy  step  going  upstairs. 

He  waited  with  a smile  of  relief.  “ It  is 
all  right,”  he  said;  “no  doubt  the  old  wo- 
man has  seen  her  home,  and  has  then  gone 
oflf  to  some  of  her  gossips.  Poor  little  girl, 


it  is  horrible  to  think  of  her  being  lodged 
in  such  quarters ; but  we  will  make  all  that 
right  before  long.  Ah ! here  she  comes.” 

The  door  opened  again  and  he  felt  ra- 
diant, but  the  same  harsh  voice  jerked  out: 
“She  has  not  come  in;  she’s  not  in  her 
room,”  and  the  door  was  shut  in  his  face. 

The  captain  stood  looking  blankly  at 
the  door.  So  far  he  had  followed  instinct, 
and  had  felt  a sort  of  blundering  surprise 
at  his  own  cleverness.  Now  he  looked  as 
clumsy  and  as  helpless  as  a performing 
bear  when  he  has  played  out  all  his  an- 
tics. There  is  nothing  to  be  done  in  the 
bear’s  case  but  to  repeat  his  performance, 
and  the  only  idea  that  came  to  Captain 
Loigerot  was  that  he  must  go  back  to  the 
gardens  and  begin  his  search  over  again. 

‘ ‘ I came  by  the  short  way,as  we  had  set- 
tled to  come,”  he  said,  with  self-reproach, 
“and  they  may  have  kept  to  the  road 
and  gone  across  by  the  upper  bridge.  ” He 
tugged  at  his  mustaches,  seeking  his  usual 
counsel  from  them.  It  was  evident  that 
Madame  Bobineau  and  Marie  were  togeth- 
er, for  they  were  both  missing. 

The  captain  drew  a deep  breath  of  relief, 
and  holding  his  head  erect  he  rolled  down 
the  street,  resolved  to  follow  it  to  its  end, 
and  thus  lose  no  chance  of  seeing  the  fugi- 
tives in  the  event  of  their  being  in  a car- 
riage. 

“ Sacrir  he  muttered;  “it  was  all  the 
fault  of  that  idea  of  walking  home. 
Achille,  when  wilt  thou  learn  to  be  rea- 
sonable, and  to  remember  that  thou  art 
no  longer  twenty  years  of  age,  and  that 
little  Marie  is  not  taken  with  thy  bright 
eyes,  as  some  others  were  years  ago  ? But 
— but,  mafoiy^^  he  nodded  complacently, 
“I  caught  her  several  times  smiling  at 
me,  little  dear.  When  a girl  is  shy  she  is 
the  devil  for  biding  her  feelings,  but  they 
peep  out  spite  of  her  caution.  Well, 
well,  the  shy  game  will  soon  be  over.” 

Ho  did  not  walk  back  as  fast  as  he  had 
come.  When  he  had  turned  and  was  on 
his  way  to  the  bridge  beneath  the  railway, 
he  began  to  meet  scattered  groups  who 
were  returning  from  the  Schanzli. 

“Ctei.'  where  are  they?”  said  the  cap- 
tain between  his  teeth.  “It  is  most  ex- 
traordinary.” 

He  had  just  reached  the  suspension- 
bridge.  Lights  were  twinkling  among  the 
houses  on  the  opposite  bank,  and  a mur- 
mur of  voices  came  up  from  the  poplar- 
fringed  walk  far  below  beside  the  river. 
There  was  a cold  gleam  on  the  water. 
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wholly  unlike  its  usual  aspect.  The  bridge 
vibrated  as  the  sound  of  a carriage  was 
heard  coming  across  it : the  gas  lamp  at 
this  end  was  lit,  and  Loigerot  stood  under 
it,  ready  to  examine  the  occupants  of  the 
coming  vehicle. 

As  the  carriage  emerged  from  the  cov- 
ered bridge  and  was  passing  him,  a cry 
was  heard  from  within. 

“Captain,  captain,”  “Monsieur  Loi- 
gerot,” and  from  the  box  Lenoir  joined  in 
the  duet  between  Riesen  and  Madame  Bo- 
bineau  in  the  carriage. 

Lenoir  stopped  the  coachman;  but  by 
the  time  Loigerot  stood  at  Uie  carriage 
door  Madame  Bobineau  had  sunk  down  in 
a heap  and  was  shaking  with  terror.  She 
had  seen  that  the  captain  was  alone.  She 
could  not  get  out  a word. 

“Here  you  are  at  last,” said  Loigerot, 
joyfully. 

“Where  is  Mademoiselle  Marie?”  said 
the  clockmaker. 

“What  have  you  done  with  the  little 
one  ?”  his  wife  cried. 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  Lenoir,  with  a grin; 
“ we  are  anxious.” 

Madame  Carouge  did  not  say  a word, 
but  her  face  looked  white  in  the  gloom  as 
she  peered  out  at  the  captain. 

He  literally  trembled,  but  he  did  not 
speak.  He  felt  devoutly  thankful  to  Ma- 
dame Riesen’s  cackle.  It  gave  him  time 
to  face  the  situation  at  all  points,  for,  in 
addition  to  the  dread  of  giving  food  for 
gossip,  natural  to  a man  of  his  age  and 
circumstances,  as  ho  recovered  from  the 
shock  of  his  discovery,  he  felt  keenly  that 
Marie’s  good  character  was  involved  in 
her  disappearance.  A sudden  inspiration 
came  to  him. 

“This  is  amusing” — ^he  forced  a smile — 
“I  came  to  find  you,  Madame  Bobineau. 
Mademoiselle  Marie  wants  you,  and  I have 
something  to  tell  you  as  we  go  along. 
Come,  let  me  take  you  home.  You  will 
not  mind  a little  walk.” 

He  opened  the  carriage  door  and  let 
down  the  steps,  then  he  took  the  old  wo- 
man’s hand  and  drew  her  out  in  such  a 
masterful  way  that  she  meekly  obeyed. 

“But  you  will  be  tired,  madame;”ihe 
widow  spoke  sweetly,  in  the  sudden  relief 
that  had  come  to  her  with  the  captain’s 
words,  for  just  now  she  had  been  seized 
with  a horrible  fear  when  she  saw  Captain 
Loigerot  standing  alone  under  the  gas- 
light. “ Good-night,”  she  said,  as  the 
carriage  rolled  away. 


“ATon  DieuP^  said  Madame  Bobineau; 
it  is  such  a relief  to  hear  that  the  dear 
child  is  safe.  When  I saw  you  alone  I 
nearly  fainted.  I sent  Monsieur  Lenoir  to 
find  you,  and  when  he  came  back  without 
tidings  I said  to  myself,  ‘ Mon  Dieu  / it  is 
all  right;  Marie  is  with  the  captain;  he 
will  take  care  of  her;  he  is  almost  her 
husband.’  So  I came  along  with  Madame 
Carouge.” 

“Please  to  tell  me,  madame”— -the  cap- 
tain’s voice  was  very  harsh,  and  his  man- 
ner was  rude — “what  all  this  means? 
Where  is  Marie?  What  have  you  done 
with  the  little  girl  ? You  know  very  well 
she  is  not  with  me.” 

“She  is— not  with  you  I” — her  conster- 
nation was  too  real  to  be  mistaken,  but  aa 
his  frown  softened  she  fiew  at  him  and 
grasped  his  arm.  “ I— I,  indeed  I What 
have  I done  with  her  1 What  do  you  mean, 
monsieur  ? I left  Marie  with  you.  What 
have  you  done  with  her?  Do  you  ven- 
ture to  tell  me  you  have  not  taken  her 
home  ?” 

“Confound  you  I I tell  you  I missed 
her;  she — she  went  away.  I thought  she 
had  gone  to  you.  I have  been  to  the  Red 
Glove;  but  she  is  n6t  there.  I have  been 
to  her  lodging;  she  is  not  there,”  he  said, 
with  slow  and  angry  emphasis. 

Madame  Bobineau  stood  thinking. 
“What  do  you  propose  to  do?”  she  said 
at  last,  very  quietly,  for  she  began  to  fear 
that  it  might  be  left  to  her  alone  to  find 
the  lost  girl. 

“I  am  going  back  to  the  gardens,  ma- 
dame. When  I find  I have  lost  my  way, 
I always  go  back  to  the  place  I start^ 
from.  It  seems  to  me  possible — I only  say 
possible,”  he  said,  gravely — “ that  the  poor 
child  felt  ill,  and  she  may  still  be  sitting 
under  the  trees  at  the  Schanzli.” 

He  turned  away.  Before  he  had  gone 
many  steps  he  came  back  to  Madame  Bo- 
bineau. 

“You,  madame,”  he  puffed  out  his 
words  sententiously,  “had  better  wait 
here.  There  is  a bench  not  far  oflF.  You 
must  wait  here  till  I return.  If  she  pass- 
es, you  will  see  her.  Do  you  understand  ?” 

He  rolled  rapidly  away  over  the  bridge. 

“Holy  Virgin  I he  treats  me  as  if  I was 
dirt.”  Madame  Bobineau ’s  eyes  gleamed 
with  anger.  “It  must  be  bed  time.  I 
am  tired  to  death.  I will  give  that  hussy 
a beating  to-night  if  I never  give  her  an- 
other; and  then  I will  not  lose  sight  of  her 
again  until  she  is  Madame  Loigerot.” 
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H — THE  FLlGtlT, 

'll^^HEN  we  laiiilcd  in  Cojieiihaj^en,  aft-  Jlueiu-e  of  Thorwaklseir.s  culture !*’  were 
f f er  twelve  hours  on  wliat  the  sailors  the  lliree  phrases  soIcninJy  inteivhaii^et! 
call  tnihhly  sea/*  we  natural iy  felt  the  as  we  piuUUed  alonic  tlie  sloppx'  streets, 
iietxl  of  quiet  an<l  i-est.  The  shies  wei'e  We  had  rest  a ud  (pnet  enou;^}i  hefore  that 
friendly  to  our  state  of  nnud  and  l>ody,  storm  was  over,  A II  the  costume  we  attw 
for  when  we  loft  tlm  steamer  low  clouds  for  nearly  a week  was  vYaier-proofs  and 
swept  tlic  earth,  briugin*^  a chill  drixy.le  utiibrelias.  \Ve  who t we  saw 

which  ni£ule  shelter  a necessity,  and  im-  ilud  one  of  the  pecMdiiUMU  the  di^ss 
forced  a quiet  day  in  doors.  llovv  much  of  pauish  wmnen  was  very  s)K>rt  petti' 
like  Boston  I’’  EH[>ecialIy  tins  northeasi-  coats— an  itnpression  w hich  speedily  vain 
er!''  ''Behold  the  ivsult  of  the  reflex  in-  ished  with  the  ces.sation  of  ihe  rain. 

Vm.  nxx.— No  t^  -Ol 
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The  object  of  search  at  the  end  tiserneut.  The  remote  ilistriohs  fimi  our 
of  t wo  just  ?ts  far  ot?  as  ev"ci\  We  janbition  to  visit  ihenn  Tliey  looked  so 

made  desultory  inquiries  about  charticter-  well  on  the  ifiap.  Certainly  in  Jutland  the 
isiic  costinnes.  and  fomid  out  that  it  \yiis  people  hud  not  yet  made  the  acquaiii ranee 
quite  pix>hUd>)e  to  ask  a CVipetilia^en  dt«  with  a sewinjcr-maclnue  and  mrUy-made 
izeu  where  the  pcasiiiitry  of  the  jxuiinsula  chdhiiig-.  But  who  could  tell  us  al)out  the 
sti)  } I’titaiii  thfuiMincieiit  ^^arb,  as  it  would  nortli  f We  were  running:  off  the  maps 
Itv  to  ask  a New-Yorker  where  the  most  piev  of  Barideker  arid  Murray,  and  must  de|H»ud 
iirresque  American  I udiaiis  live.  In  tlie  on  volunteer  information.  The  names  of 
inarkei-phuH^  a fevv  eu riousl y d resstMl  wo-  the  Catteg:at,  the  Skagrer  - Rack,  Hkafcren, 
inea  attracted  our  notice,  hut  we  were  as-  and  the  8ku\v  hail  never  lost  any  of  their 
sured  that  they  wore  the  costume  forndver-  charm  since  we  used  to  sing;  them  over  in 


A WILD  GOOSE  CHASE. 


the  geography  class.  TliorvvaUlscn  was  take  a more  sentimental  interest  in  the 
getting  oppressive.  Every  shop  window  castle  of  Elsinore  than  the  Blackwell's 
was  full  of  him.  xVll  the  gate  posts  were  Island  castles  commonly  excite.  Aarhuus 
ornamented  with  imitations  of  his  work,  furnishing  us  neither  storks  nor  sand 
the  perambulating  drinking  Imrs  where  hills  nor  costumes,  we  pushed  on  north- 
the  thirsty  can  iinbil>e  mineral  water  and  ward,  inipivtieat  of  delay.  The  spewed  on 
“inoeik  toddy'’  for  four-hfths  of  a cent  the  Dani.sh  railways  does  not  often  make 
were  named  ‘The  Pallas.” The  Andi-onv  tlie  telegraph  poles  look  like  a picket- 
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ache,”  “The  Psyche.”  Even  the  kilch-  fence,  and  wo  had  plenty  of  leisure  all 
en  utensils  showed  signs  of  Greek  inllu-  day  long  to  study  ilie  hundred  ami  hfty 
enee.  The  absurdity  of  this  fashion  be-  miles  of  country  over  which  we  passed, 
came  tiresome,  and  we  took  a weak  re-  The  first  half  of  the  trip  Wiis  through  a 
veuge  by  refniining  from  an  inspection  pleasiint  rolling  district,  lieaiit if ully  culti- 
of  the  collection  of  the  famous  sculptors  vaied  and  populous.  As  we  went  north- 
masterpieces  in  the  museum  which  is  las  ward  occasional  iracLs  of  waste  land  were 
mausoleum.  iJ^iterspersed  among  the  fertile  farnis,  aud 

Suddenly  we  gathered  ourselves  togeth-  extensive  bogs,  dottCH.1  with  stacks  of  dry- 
er and  tore  ourselves  away  fr«>m  Copenlia-  iug  peat,  took  the  place  of  the  rich  green 
geiiaiulThorwaldsen,  and  Hew  northward,  meadows.  At  lost  tlie  fertile  spol.s  up- 
armed  with  no  information  moi^e  tiseful  iK*ared  like  oasCvS  ifi  the  midst  of  the  hcath- 
thau  the  lefiort  that  one  Danish  artist  vis-  er  and  hog^  low  stone  huts  were  the  only 
ited  Bkagen  every  summer  to  paint  the  huhiUitions  visible,  and  solemn  storks  and 
fishermen  there.  The  .sand  hills  of  Jut-  gnuing  catUe  the  only  signs  of  life, 
land  were  now  our  Excelsior,  Skageii  the  The  narrow  strtH^ts  of  Aalborg,  w'herc 
LTltinia  Thule  of  our  ambition.  houses  of  the  fifteenth  and  .sixteenth  cen- 

From  Uopeuhagen  to  Aarhuu.s,  a small  furies  crowd  each  other  into  all  kinds  of 
sea  port  on  the  eastern  sl)0£*e  of  Jutland,  confusing  pcrsi>ective,  welcomed  us  with 
is  very  much  like  a night  ou  Iw4>ng  Island  a piclurestpie ness  grateful  to  the  eye  after 
Siiund,  except  ilia t the  passengers  on  deck  t he  monotonous  landscape  of  the  peal 


940 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


bogs  and  sand  wastes.  Here,  then,  at  last 
we  had  found  a congenial  place.  In  more 
senses  than  one  we  certainly  had,  for  we 
were  put  down  at  a hotel  where  the  quaint* 
ness  of  the  exterior  was  only  equalled 
by  the  comfort  of  the  interior.  The  land- 
lord, an  Alsatian  by  birth,  out*Daned  the 
Danes  in  politeness,  and  attention. 

We  did  not  think  we  were  expecting 
too  much  when  we  visited  the  market  the 
next  morning  confident  of  finding  the 
peasantry  in  characteristic  dress.  But 
there  was  scarce!}”  as  much  as  one  pair  of 
homespun  stockings  in  the  crowd.  It 
might  have  been  a market  in  Jersey  City 
for  all  the  peculiarity  of  costume.  We 
were  rapidly  yielding  to  the  belief  that 
there  is  no  real  peasantry  in  Denmark. 
Probably  the  railway  is  the  direct  cause  of 
this  universal  modernization,  we  reason- 
ed. The  proof  of  this  was  seen  in  the 
new  quarter  of  the  town,  near  the  railway 
station,  where  all  the  houses  are  built  in 
the  French  style  of  the  present  decade. 
Even  among  the  staggering  old  timbered 
houses,  two  or  three  centuries  old,  the 
gilded  signs  of  ready-made  clothing  shops 
contrasted  their  brilliancy  with  the  dingy 
brick  and  the  smoke-stained  beams,  and 
through  the  formal  rows  of  small- paned 
windows  we  could  see  heaps  of  garments 
to  tempt  the  people  with  low  prices  and 
conventional  cut.  “After  all,”  said  the 
landscapist,  wisely,  “it  is  the  sewing-ma- 
chine, not  the  steam-engine,  that  has  an- 
nihilated characteristic  costume.” 

Aalborg  is  not  an  overbusy  town,  al- 
though its  position  on  the  Lym-Fiord  gives 
it  considerable  importance  as  the  terminus 
of  lines  of  steamers.  Near  the  quays,  me- 
dieval streets  cross  and  rccross  and  wind 
in  a labyrinth.  Here  is  always  seen  some 
bustle  and  movement,  and  l>ehind  the 
heavy  black  oaken  doors  may  be  heard  the 
sounds  of  active  manufactories.  In  the 
grassy  quadrangles  of  the  solemn  old  pub- 
lic institutions  and  the  khan-like  court- 
yards of  the  old  dwelling-houses  the  chirp 
of  birds  and  the  cackle  of  fowl  sound  shrill 
in  the  sleepy  quiet.  Many  of  the  oldest 
houses  carry  out  the  plan  of  the  Eastern 
khan  in  the  long  balcony  under  the  eaves, 
and  in  the  heavy  assault-proof  doors  of 
the  main  entrance,  which,  firmly  barred  at 
night,  transform  the  dwelling  into  a veri- 
table castle. 

In  Aalborg  we  found  that  we  were  just  as 
far  fromSkagenas  in  Copenhagen,  for  all 
we  could  learn  about  the  place  or  how  to 


get  there.  But  one  bright  morning  we 
loaded  ourselves  with  sketching  materials 
enough  to  last  a month  and  took  the  train 
for  Frederikshavn,  the  terminus  of  tlie  rail- 
way, about  fifty  miles  distant.  The  Lym- 
Fiord  makes  an  island  of  the  extreme  north- 
ern part  of  Jutland,  and  this  division  is  ac- 
cented by  the  change  in  the  topography  of 
the  country,  the  island  being,  on  the  east 
side  at  least,  mostly  flat  and  treeless. 
Some  one  remarked,  as  we  crossed  the 
great  plain  which  reached  to  the  horizon 
with  scarcely  a curve  or  a break,  that  if 
any  dry  land  had  been  wasted  in  making 
hills,  there  wouldn’t  have  been  enough  to 
last  to  Skagen. 

At  Frederikshavn,  which,  to  our  disgust, 
we  found  to  be  built  upon  strictly  modem 
principles,  differing  only  in  style  of  archi- 
tecture from  hundreds  of  Western  towns 
gathei*ed  ai*ound  a railway  station  and  a 
steamboat  landing,  we  at  last  did  gain  some 
information  about  our  destination.  Tlie 
hotel-keeper  told  us  that  we  had  better  take 
provisions  with  us,  especially  whines,  be- 
cause there  never  were  any  visitors  at 
Skagen,  and  we  probably  wouldn’t  find 
enough  food  there  to  keep  us  from  starv- 
ing. He  advised  us  to  go  by  private  con- 
veyance, because  the  post  wagon  went  only 
twice  a week,  and  could  carry  only  two 
passengers  at  that.  We  were  seriously  as- 
sured that  we  were  taking  our  lives  in  our 
hands  in  attempting  the  journey,  for  there 
were  twenty- five  long  miles  before  us, 
mostly  over  sand  wastes,  where  the  wheels 
sunk  up  to  the  hubs,  and  the  horses  are  oft- 
en extricated  with  difficulty. 

“Why,”  he  said,  “the  Skagen  chui'ch 
is  always  half  buried  up  by  sand,  and  the 
dwelling-houses  have  to  be  shovelled  out 
of  sand  drifts  after  every  hard  blow.” 

Til  is  and  much  other  equally  valuable 
and  interesting  information  was  volun- 
teered, and  we  took  it  all  in  wnth  the  ea- 
gerness of  newspaper  reporters.  At  the 
table  d'hote  dinner,  where  we  dutifully 
gorged  ourselves  in  preparation  for  the 
season  of  starvation  wliich  we  ex|>ected  to 
endure,  we  felt  ourselves  to  be  the  heroes 
of  the  day,  quite  like  explorers  alxiut  to 
look  for  the  north  pole,  or  like  pioneers 
preparing  to  do  battle  with  nature  and 
the  natives  in  some  great  wilderness.  Peo- 
ple whispered  together,  stared  at  us  as 
much  as  Danish  politeness  permitted,  and 
asked  questions  with  an  innocent  curiosi- 
ty quite  resembling  the  New  England  va- 
riety. Our  vocabulary  did  not  admit  of 
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‘ F<jv  lirs^t:  6?\i:  / 

Ahe^  sitiiiofh,  atvd  ^ ‘ ; 

Hie  wuik  ^M'iif.ig’lji  liue  ov^f*  ;a 

ip^ui  t>a  Tfte  iitrtl  fe  HlHi 

(Ud?figi 'i t ''1^a|..;; :-lf^’: •■  li nrv^Ru^, ' \ • :' 

Ifl .f iVim. ixitt  'li ;feit^y::  ^r9jF^‘'  Af  ’ ri>;' ’ ■'  Tli^. ; ffu^t;iicvu^ : '. ■,•■'.  V. 

! :s^i d;  ■•  d'^f^rv'- ■ ^iil  .';<#f  ,>v j.tb''  • ;‘ , 

iTi W^il* Id ■ : iAlrfe .; \y'- 

tipi|v  to  iHe  Juiidpl:^  i>it  iUi^c  i% 

: W WtV  ;$fUTted  A*^ 

npQPt  veltieli  of  t1^  iXpe  ; 

^fjpMnVfa  called  Aut^^w'ck^  Hie  ^ 

fdr ) behuid  tiiid  ends;  W#  • 

i\i^‘  (IH veH  ci*4|#dvd  i^a  kx  tl>c:'<ea^  .. 

trafCi;  IrtjtUe^  of  1^  wiiie^  iind  all  the?  W&y^v  aiKl  tvhile^/^ 

piii^ceU  lidi'^es  hear  tlm  Hie 

fjiitftider  JhBit  «>ver  Mic  lo^  dto 

as  it  J^ir.  ■ IxAwid;  the  . t^aiidy  ^r<len» : <>f:  ;0e'^lffife:;i".- 

':fev^ef«!iedil&-;|Alce; A nxiir^x^nt  qf  ' vrllH^^-- , Tq  ;the ■. 'iiQrthwdrd  .■  Jaj'; 'a^v Sik: ' ..v, 

i»rddl4<A  aJ‘d  JU'uHier’^rfViVri 

ihAre  i r\  'j^>f  hOngki^  lance  by  sand  Wlli^ 

atrd  fe  the- 1 n htihUaiU^  td^fr^n  peil  »««.  it  41  w o dock 

■ jhipt  Thiji'ipc;;;;';':vyiieh:‘W^:lCft ‘ife  and'4r<>t>f;  - ’: ' 

Jh-IpcOyiiidicc  'Ih -’rr^'  ':  dx^ii  .;" 

orjspiid...  c^rth. 

pi  idaw 

and : thk  dri  rei'v  yho  iot^^ed  ^vU)i  . kepi  ip 

yf^il dy  on 

id  Hche>o>'  Rat  Ave  wi’H  iicnridiiHt:  nulii  fknuly i ' ! 

Adf  ixT^  paec.  wamaJivftiid  dydd 

daogei'H  of  the  it.;  Giroi  yrf'  hckilicr 

'xt\  iV  ; Jiail  heert  gaOiecf^  aiid  ^fored  at  iiiicrv^^ 
ixikhftv  cimifully 

ibt*  '^i^.^.  : . «l>reA<l  over  tlio  woni  pla^res,  and  laid  ifl 
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tlie  ruts  for  long*  distances  together.  We 
could  see  from  the  ditches  t])at  the  foun- 
dation of  the  ruadway  was  soft  sand,  and 
cx^uld  judge  how,  by  the  constant  applica- 


We  soon  lost  sight  of  the  houses  vrehad 
left*  and  no  humau  habitation  was  visible 
on  either  side  of  us.  Great  diX'ks  of  plov* 
ei’Sj  appmring  double  their  sixe  on  the 


>skaj;kn  nsiijiR-Gnas. 


smwth  surface  of  llie  plaiit^  w^atche<l  us  cut- 
riously  as  we  passed,  theit  Hew  ahead  and 
settled  near  the  rojul  again  to  get  another 
look.  Tliere  w*c*re  no  stones  to  throw  at 


lion  of  tliC  twigs,  a Hrrn  but  elastic  road  t>ed 
had  been  fnnutMl,  w'hich  pi*evcn  ted  the  sand 
from  drifting,  and  tnade  a surface  pleaa^wit 
for  passengers  and  easy  for  hoj'ses. 
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them ; we  had  not  even  an  empty  revolver ; 
so  we  vented  our  exasperation  on  the  green- 
head  flies,  which  were  the  only  things  we 
could  kill,  and  which  began  to  bite  vicious- 
ly. But  the  birds  paid  as  little  attention 
to  our  noisy  slapping  the  flies  as  they  did 
to  our  language,  and  continued  the  same 
ungamelike  performances  until  we  plunged 
into  the  tumultuous  sea  of  sand  billows  that 
made  the  northern  horizon . W e were  glad 
to  be  rid  of  the  birds,  although  their  com- 
pany kept  us  fi*om  noticing  the  desolation 
around  us,  made  conversation  picturesque, 
and  started  no  end  of  wonderful  tales  of 
what  game  each  one  of  us  had  shot,  and 
what  mighty  Nimrods  we  once  were  and 
could  be  again.  We  left  the  heather  be- 
hind, and  we  now  had  sand  and  no  life 
upon  it.  We  soon  got  far  more  weary  of 
the  lifeless  landscape  than  we  had  been  of 
the  heather  and  the  evolutions  of  the  game 
birds.  The  road  wound  among  the  dunes 
in  a most  erratic  way,  following  generally 
the  lowest  depressions  and  avoiding  any 
steep  inclines.  On  all  sides  of  us  rose  ir- 
regular summits  of  various  heigh  ts,narrow* 
ing  the  view  to  oppressive  limits,  and  blind- 
ing the  eyes  with  their  dazzling  whiteness. 
A sparse  growth  of  tufted  sand  grass  cov- 
ered the  slopes,  except  where  the  weather 
had  gullied  out  a great  patch  and  started  a 
broad  avalanche  of  sand,  which  scored  the 
hill-side.  We  could  not  judge  of  the  size 
of  the  dunes,  because  there  was  nothing  to 
gauge  the  height  by.  At  times  they  seem- 
ed as  large  as  the  Alps ; then,  as  We  ap- 
proached a hill  which  in  its  own  propor- 
tions and  in  the  character  of  its  lines  seem- 
ed thousands  of  feet  high,  it  dwindled  into 
a very  ordinary  sand  hill,  the  forests  on  its 
flanks  became  patches  of  sand  grass,  its  ra- 
vines and  canons  diminished  to  small  gul- 
lies, and  its  majestic  summit  was  seen  to 
be  but  the  wind-swept  crest  of  a shifting 
sand  heap.  The  road-bed,  as  we  went  fur- 
ther and  further  from  the  heather  plain, 
became  more  and  more  springy,  and  the 
sand  in  places  was  sifted  up  through  the 
twigs,  and  was  carried  along  with  the 
wheels  in  a cloud  of  white  pai*ticles.  The 
liorses,  now  no  longer  fresli,  drew  the  car- 
riage with  ditficulty,  and  at  last  the  jmce 
became  a slow  walk.  Evening  drew  on, 
and  purple-toned  shadows  fell  acro.ss  the 
dunes,  contrasting  with  the  orange  light 
of  the  sunset.  In  the  long  twilight  the 
stillness  of  the  dreary  waste  around  us  was 
broken  only  by  the  screech  of  a tardy  sea- 
gull as  it  flitted  past.  The  waning  light 


added  new  mysteries  to  the  landscape,  and 
made  the  desolation  still  more  weird  and 
depressing.  We  shouted  and  sang,  but  no 
echo  answered  us.  Human  voices  seemed 
muffled  and  out  of  harmony  with  the  sur- 
roundings, and  we  relapsed  into  a weary 
silence,  each  one  overwhelmed  by  a sense 
of  utter  loneliness,  which  the  companion- 
ship of  our  small  party  was  inadequate  to 
dispel.  The  twilight  gave  place  to  star- 
light, minutes  lengthened  into  hours, 
and  we  still  quietly  advanced,  the  muffled 
thud  of  the  horses’  feet  and  the  ‘ ‘ whish”  of 
the  sand  on  the  wheels  seeming  to  grow 
louder  and  louder. 

Suddenly  a light,  red  and  flaring  in  con- 
trast with  the  twinkle  of  the  bright  north- 
ern stars,  burst  into  view  like  a great  Cy- 
clopean eye  between  the  shadowy  forms  of 
two  great  hillocks  in  front  of  us.  Tlie 
driver  brought  his  whip  across  the  horses, 
and  they  started  off  at  a gallop.  It  was 
the  lantern  of  the  Skagen  light-house,  and 
our  journey  was  nigh  ended.  A half-hour 
later  we  whisked  through  the  deep  sand  of 
the  streets  of  a great  straggling  village. 
No  lights  shone  in  the  windows  of  the 
low  houses,  and  not  a soul  was  astir.  High 
in  the  air,  seemingly  close  at  hand,  the 
great  lantern  burned,  with  a protecting  ex- 
pression in  its  glare,  and  our  loneliness 
vanished  before  its  cheering  rays.  To  the 
eastward  the  Cattegat  sparkled  in  the  star- 
light ; to  the  north,  beyond  the  light  house, 
we  could  distinguish  the  dark  expanse  of 
the  Skager-Rack;  and  westward,  where  a 
faint  rose -color  still  lingered,  the  chilly 
waves  of  the  North  Sea  tossed  phosphores- 
cent white-caps  in  the  air. 

We  drove  into  a sandy  court-yard,  and 
up  to  the  back-door  of  a long,  one-story 
house.  It  was  strangely  like  Cape  Cod. 
The  same  low,  stragglingout-buildings,the 
ladder  and  broken-down  cart,  the  manure 
heaps,  the  hen-coops,  and  a smell  of  fish 
overpowering  all  other  odors.  We  ham- 
mered at  the  open  door,  and  after  a long 
wait  a man  appeared  holding  a kerosene 
lamp,  and  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand. 
He  was  Yankee  enough  as  to  his  manner 
and  his  features,  but  pure  Danish  as  to  his 
speech.  We  parleyed  for  supper  and  lodg- 
ing. 

‘‘Oh,  certainly,  you  can  have  supper! 
I'll  call  the  cook.  Wouldn't  you  like 
some  nice  fresh  flounders  ?” 

Of  course  we  would  like  fresh  fish  of  any 
species,  and  in  a short  time  we  sat  at  a 
white-spread  table.  We  felt  curiously  at 
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home,  somehow  or  other.  Ah,  yes ! there 
it  was— a chromo!  a weeping-willow  done 
on  white  velvet  and  an  embroidered  sam- 
pler ! a rag  carpet  and  an  air-tight  stove ! 
Heavens ! a rocking-chair  and  a melodeon  I 
Were  we  in  South  Dennis,  or  really  in 
Skagen,  Denmark  ? The  landlady,  thin, 
spare  of  hair,  and  long-waisted,  brought 
in  the  fish,  and  walked  about  nervously 
smoothing  her  calico  dress.  We  expected 
to  find  flounders  fried  in  pork  fat,  and  they 
were.  The  landlord,  placing  on  the  table 
two  bottles  of  claret  from  his  own  cellar, 
agreeably  interrupted  the  vision  of  our  na- 
tive land,  and  proved  that  this  part  of  his 
bill  of  fare  was  praiseworthy.  We  ate 
and  drank,  and,  still  thinking  of  New  Eng- 
land, expected  to  be  shown  to  musty  spare 
rooms  and  feather-beds.  But  no  such  good 
luck  awaited  us.  The  house  was  full;  it 
was  always  full  in  the  summer-time,  the 
landlord  said.  The  best  he  could  do  for 
us  was  to  give  us  the  hair-cloth  sofa  and 
two  shakedowns  in  the  breakfast-room. 
We  gratefully  accepted  his  hospitality.  In 
the  lottery  for  the  choice  of  beds  the  land- 
scapilt  and  the  writer  drew  the  shakedowns, 
and  speedily  retired  to  rest,  divided  in  the 
opinion  whether  the  smell  of  fish  wafted 
through  the  open  windows  was  stronger 
than  the  odor  of  stale  tobacco  on  the  floor. 

Skagen  by  daylight  is  less  picturesque 
than  Skagen  by  starlight.  We  found  in 
our  first  walk  around  the  town  that  the 
houses,  which  gave  the  impression  of  some 
individuality  as  we  saw  them  dimly  at 
night,  were  of  the  single-story, whitewash- 
ed order,  with  little  variation  except  in 
the  color  of  the  weather-beaten  thatch, 
and  in  the  number  of  boats  which  were 
transformed  into  store- houses  and  hen- 
neries in  the  yard.  The  Skagen  sti'eets 
appeared  to  lead  wherever  the  sand  was 
softest  and  deepest,  without  regard  to  the 
situation  of  the  houses.  Possibly  the  plan 
of  the  streets  changes  with  every  heavy 
wind  storm,  for  the  wind  is  a great  ene- 
my to  cultivation  there,  and  drifting  sand 
will  completely  bury  a gai*den  and  oblit- 
erate highway  boundaries  in  a single 
night.  The  most  prominent  objects  in 
the  village  are  the  great  racks  for  drying 
fish.  Tall  stakes  are  planted  in  the  ground 
at  intervals  of  a rod  or  so  apart,  and  lines 
or  slender  poles  are  stretched  horizontally 
between  them.  On  these  lines  they  hang 
out  the  flat-fish  to  dry  in  the  sun,  to  serve 
both  for  the  winter  provision  of  the  fami- 
lies and  for  the  purposes  of  barter.  This 


irregular  row  of  poles,  with  festoons  of 
shrivelled,  warped  fish,  forms  an  odorif- 
erous if  not  ornamental  fence  by  the  road- 
side, around  the  cottage  yards,  and  along 
the  beach  in  all  directions.  It  is  said  on 
good  authority  that  the  inhabitants  of 
Skagen  have  gotten  accustomed,  after  the 
experience  of  generations,  to  every  imagi- 
nable smell  connected  with  the  curing  of 
fish.  We  were  disposed  at  first  to  doubt 
this  statement,  but  having  watched  in  vain 
for  a muscular  movement  which  betrayed 
annoyance  at  any  odor,  we  accepted  this 
report  as  a fact. 

The  landlord,  on  calling  us  to  break- 
fast, asked  what  we  would  like  to  have. 
It  was  a scorching  day,  and  visions  of  iced 
cantaloup  and  other  seasonable  luxuries 
flitted  before  us.  But  we  thought  we 
would  confine  ourselves  strictly  within  the 
bounds  of  a reasonable  bill  of  fare.  While 
we  were  consulting,  the  genial  Dane  sug- 
gested, “ Perhaps  some  nice  fresh  floun- 
ders ?”  We  feebly  hinted  that  there  must 
be  a good  many  chickens  in  Skagen,  but  he 
evaded  a reply,  and  told  how  the  fish  had 
that  moment  been  caught.  We  resigned 
ourselves  on“  the  same  principle  that  a 
traveller  in  some  parts  of  the  Continent 
eats  garlic  to  dull  his  sense  of  smell,  and 
make  conversation  with  the  natives  en- 
durable. We  thought,  perhaps,  if  we  ate 
plenty  of  flat-fish  we  would  smell  them 
less. 

The  village  of  Skagen  is  situated  a mile 
and  a half  from  the  extreme  end  of  the 
sand  point  w’hich  runs  out  sharply  into 
the  Skager-Rack,  separating  the  waters  of 
the  North  Sea  from  those  of  the  Cattegat. 
The  village  covers  nearly  half  the  width 
of  the  point,  well  sheltered  by  high  sand 
dunes  from  the  violent  north  and  west 
winds,  but  swept  by  every  breeze  that 
blows  from  the  east  and  south.  Just  be- 
yond the  village  to  the  north  is  a high 
hummock,  either  built  for  the  purpose  for 
which  it  is  now  used,  or  else  a natural 
isolated  dune  of  large  proportions.  Gen- 
erations of  fishermen’s  wives  have  here 
built  their  signal  fires  to  light  their  stonn- 
belated  husbands  to  the  shore.  On  its 
grassy  slopes  the  antiquated  fishermen  ex- 
change the  gossip  of  the  place,  and  boast 
of  the  marvellous  hauls  they  have  made 
out  of  the  waters  below,  which  are  now 
alive  with  fleets  of  small  boats.  From 
this  hummock  the  village  looks  as  irregu- 
lar and  as  earth-colored  as  a prairie-dog 
settlement.  The  picturesque,  dismantled 
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other  method,  and  while  we  were  in  Ska- 
gen  the  whole  fleet  were  busy  near  the 
village.  Two  boats,  the  first  of  them  car- 
rying a very  long  seine,  put  out  from  the 
shore  together.  When  some  distance  out, 
one  end  of  the  seine  is  taken  hy  the  sec- 
ond hoat,  and  the  net  is  extended  parallel 
with  the  shore,  and  is  sunk,  by  means  of 
weights,  to  the  bottom.  The  boats  now 
bring  strong  guy  lines  to  the  points  on 
the  beach  opposite  the  seine,  and  large 
parties  of  men,  women,  and  children  haul 
on  these  lines,  gradually  approaching  each 
other,  until  the  net  comes  in  like  a great 
scoop,  sometimes  dragging  with  it  more 
weight  of  fish  than  both  boats  could  carry. 
The  catch  is  divided  up  on  the  spot,  each 
of  the  families  owning  the  boats  receiving 
its  share.  The  small  fish  are  cleaned  by 
the  girls  and  hung  up  to  dry,  and  the 
larger  ones  are  sent  away  by  ^at  to  the 
milway  to  he  sold  fresh  or  salted  for  ex- 
port. 

Our  morning  stroll  around  tlie  town 
had  disclosed  nothing  extraordinarily  pic- 
turesque in  the  way  of  costume,  and  we 
thought  perhaps  we  would  have  better 
luck  when  the  village  got  fairly  astir.  But 
after  breakfast  we  regularly  explored  the 
place,  penetrated  into  the  interior  of  the 
cottages,  hunted  out  the  girls  working  at 
their  flounder  - slashing,  interviewed  the 
oldest  and  the  youngest  inhabitant,  and 
found  them,  one  and  all,  in  type,  charac- 
ter, and  costume,  nearer  like  Americans 
than  any  foreigners  we  had  ever  seen. 

“Shades  of  St.  Luke!”  said  our  two 
down-Easters,  “ have  we  come  all  the  way 
to  Skagen  to  sketch  the  rubber  boots,  the 
oil-skins,  and  the  cardigan  jackets  of  Cape 
Ann,  Long  Island  calico  dresses,  and  New 
Jersey  sun-bonnets  ?” 

“What  is  there  in  Skagen  that  we 
couldn’t  find  in  an  American  fishing  vil- 
lage ?” 

“ Flat-fish,”  was  the  reply  of  the  third, 
who  was  determined,  out  of  sheer  contrari- 
ness, to  make  tlie  best  of  it.  ‘ ‘ You  couldn’t 
get  a taste  of  fish  in  this  the  busy  season 
anywhere  on  the  sea  shore  within  a hun- 
dred miles  of  New  York  or  Boston,  unless 
you  bouglit  it  in  a market  or  ate  it  in  a 
fashionable  hotel.” 

We  sketched,  we  visited  the  enterpris- 
ing Danish  artist  who  was  fast  ruining  his 
sense  of  smell,  storing  his  brain  with  phos- 
phorus, and  painting  a very  good  picture 
of  hauling  the  nets.  We  walked  to  get 
up  an  appetite,  and  to  get  out  of  range  of 


the  fish  festoons.  We  tried  hard  to  get 
enough  to  repay  us  artistically  for  the  trip, 
and  to  warrant  the  long  sojourn  we  had 
planned.  Luncheon  came : more  fried  flat- 
fish. This  was  not  encouraging.  Through 
the  long  summer  afternoon  we  conscien- 
tiously worried  over  the  few  peculiarities 
of  Skagen  architecture,  and  drove  all  the 
fair  fish-cleaners  in-doors  by  persistently 
sketching  them.  The  hour  of  dinner  ap- 
prcjached,  and  by  this  time  suspicious  that 
we  had  gone  through  the  bill  of  fare  of 
the  hotel,  we  began  to  inspect  the  kitchen, 
under  pretense  of  curiosity  concerning  the 
primitive  cast-iron  cooking  stove.  A great 
heap  of  freshly  dressed  flounders  and  a pan 
of  potatoes  ready  for  boiling  denoted  too 
plainly  what  we  might  expect. 

“Boys,  how  long  does  it  seem  to  you 
since  we  came  to  Skagen  ?”  asked  the  land- 
scapist. 

One  of  us  thought  it  seemed  like  two 
weeks ; the  other  gave  twice  that  amount. 

“ We  know  the  place  pretty  well,  don’t 
we  ?”  continued  the  man  who  had  brought 
the  most  canvas  and  the  most  elaborate 
apparatus  for  taking  out  a copyright  of 
both  land  and  sea. 

We  “allowed”  that  we  did. 

^ “Let’s  go  back  to-night,”  he  proposed. 
The  motion  was  seconded  and  carried,  with 
the  remark  that  we  needn’t  wait  for  din- 
ner, because  we  had  already  assimilated 
enough  phosphorus  to  make  our  whole  bod- 
ies luminous  at  night.  So  when  the  great 
company  of  visitors  strolled  listlessly  into 
the  yard  of  the  inn,  with  their  shoes  full  of 
sand  and  their  noses  reflecting  the  sun 
like  polished  copper,  we  drove  away,  look- 
ing forward  rather  cheerfully  to  the  long 
drive  across  the  sand  barren.  No  accident 
happened;  the  quicksands  didn’t  engulf 
us,  nor  the  labyrinth  of  dunes  confuse  us 
into  losing  our  way.  We  struck  terra 
firma  before  the  twilight  was  over,  and 
reached  Frederikshavn  in  time  to  take  the 
night  train  for  Aalborg. 

The  next  morning  we  found  ourselves 
heroes.  It  only  takes  a very  little  to  make 
a hero  in  a quiet  place  like  Aalborg.  The 
whole  neighborhood  knew  that  we  had 
l)een  to  Skagen  and  returned  in  an  incred- 
ibly short  time  safe  and  well.  Many 
were  the  unintelligible  questions  show- 
ered upon  us,  the  heroes  of  this  wonder- 
ful voyage.  Whenever  we  suspected  the 
question  related  to  the  landscape,  we  re- 
plied, “Sand ! sand !”  and  when  we  thought 
reference  was  made  to  our  personal  com- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


LADY  ARCHER. 


949 


fort  and  entertainment,  we  replied,  “ Fish  I 
fish !”  The  two  Danish  words  served  bet- 
ter purpose  than  a good  descriptive  vocab- 
ulary, and  we  could  hear  them  re-echoed 
and  repeated  wherever  we  went. 

The  next  day  we  solemnly  discussed  the 
situation.  We  had  evidently  gone  on  a 
wild-goose  chase,  and  what  was  to  be  done  ? 
Plenty  of  paintable  things  there  certainly 
were  everywhere,  but  we  could  offer  no 
particular  reason  why  Denmark  was  pe- 
culiarly attractive  to  the  artist. 

“Boys,”  said  the  landscapist,  looking 
just  as  wise  as  when  he  told  us  how  the 
cows  were  trained,  “we’ve  been  as  big  fools 


as  Thompson's  colt;  we  ought  to  have 
staid  in  Hamburg.” 

“We  have  been  fools,”  we  replied,  “but 
how  about  Thompson’s  colt  ?” 

“Why,  where  I live  in  Massachusetts 
an  old  man  named  Thompson  raised  horses, 
which  he  used  to  value  far  above  their 
merits.  It  has  always  been  told  of  him 
that  on  one  occasion  he  put  out  to  pasture 
his  choicest  colt,  which  had  been  fed  from 
his  birth  in  a box  stall  and  watered  at  the 
trough  in  the  yard.  The  pasture  lay 
across  a small  river,  and  in  the  middle  of 
the  day  this  colt  swam  the  stream  to  go  up 
to  the  bam-yard  for  a drink  of  water.” 


LADY  ARCHER. 


I. 

‘ ‘ F course  we  all  knew  what  we  might 

Vy  expect  of  you  one  day.” 

“You  were  very  kind.  Lady  Archer.” 

“Oh  no,  not  particularly  kind;  only 
keener  than  you  gave  me  credit  for  be- 
ing,” and  Lady  Archer  laughed  softly. 

The  young  man  leaning  against  the 
chimney-piece  looked  down  upon  her  with 
a sort  of  benevolent  air  of  amusement. 

*•  I shall  begin  to  study  your  character- 
istics more  closely,”  he  said. 

A little  look,  half  eager,  half  wistful, 
crossed  her  face. 

“ Do  put  me  in  a book,”  she  said,  light- 
ly. “I  think  that  would  be  too  delight- 
ful. You  can  remember  all  my  youth- 
ful frivolities,  no  doubt.” 

“Yes,”  he  answered,  quietly.  A bare- 
ly perceptible  pause;  then: 

“You  never  noticed  me  so  very  much 
either,'’  she  said,  looking  at  him  a little 
furtively. 

But  Stanham’s  gaze  was  absently  turn- 
ed away.  Meeting  this  friend  of  former, 
more  tumultuous  years  had  roused  up  too 
many  memories  to  make  an  idle  conversa- 
tion possible.  When  his  dark  eyes  came 
back  to  Lady  Archer’s  upturned  face  there 
was  the  contraction  of  pain  in  them. 

“You  were  such  a — swell  then,”  he 
said,  trying  to  smile  again,  “I’d  like  to 
know  what  you  would  have  thought  of 
my  noticing  you,  as  you  call  it.  Why,  it 
never  occurred  to  me  as  a possibility.  Do 
you  remember  the  evening  at  the  Van- 
dervelds’  ?” 

She  laughed  like  a child.  “ Yes,  yes.” 

“And  you  overlooked  the  only  dance 


you  would  give  me.  I remember  that 
wretched  little  Skermome  got  it.  How  I 
hated  him !”  He  had  an  air  of  humoring 
her  in  these  reminiscences. 

“Ah ! it  was  the  only  dance  you  asked 
for.” 

“Well,  how  could  I,  after  that?  No: 
you  were  a very  bright,  particular  star,  no 
doubt,  but  not  to  be  observed  by  a young 
man  who  couldn’t  hope  to  reach  your 
plane  at  any  time ; and  you  knew” — he 
smiled — “I  always  told  you  plainly  that  I 
wouldn’t  or  couldn’t  flirt.” 

Lady  Archer  looked  down  at  her  hands 
a moment.  They  were  clasped  lightly  on 
a soft  muslin  gown  with  fluttering  yellow 
ribbons. 

“You  were — engaged  most  of  that  time, 
were  you  not  ?”  she  said,  in  a moment, 
lifting  her  brown  eyes  frankly. 

“Yes” — Stanham  spoke  rather  shortly 
— “ and  so  were  you.” 

“No,  no,”  she  answered,  quickly ; “ not 
until  the  next  spring.  Let  me  see:  it  is 
seven  years  ago.” 

“Oh!  is  that  all  ?”  exclaimed  her  visit- 
or, passing  his  hand  across  his  forehea<l. 
“ Good  heavens ! I should  have  said  it  was 
fifty.” 

Perhaps  to  Lady  Archer  it  seemed  :is  if 
the  seven  yeai*s  might  have  been  half  the 
century.  She  sat  very  quietly  in  lier  low 
chair  after  this,  and  Stanham,  with  con- 
fused memories  of  the  pa.st,  looked  about 
him. 

Lady  Archer's  drawing-room,  overlook- 
ing Cresson  Road,  in  South  Kensington, 
gave  every  evidence  of  taste  and  skill,  tlie 
refinement  of  a dainty  woman’s  touch,  and 
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as  well  of  what  seemed  like  opulence.  It 
was  just  what  he  would  have  known  Miss 
Carew  as  Lady  Archer  would  possess — the 
soft,  silken  side  of  life,  the  external  graces, 
which  she  had  always  declared  were  only 
“outward  and  visible  signs”  of  that  which 
was  born  with  in . She  had  said  such  things 
in  those  days,  yet  had  there  not  always 
lurked  something  eager  to  be  reproved  or 
contradicted  in  her  fashion  of  so  speak- 
ing ? Krom  his  slow,  rather  melancholy 
survey  of  the  room,  Stanham  brought  his 
eyes  back  to  Jean  herself.  If  he  remem- 
bered her  as  rather  a cold,  disdainful- 
looking  girl,  he  had  to  admit  that  her  full- 
er womanhood  had  come  with  many 
charms.  She  was  what  he  might  have 
seen  or  known  she  would  be  had  his  ob- 
servation been  less  morbidly  self-conscious 
—a  gracefully  developed  woman,  with  a 
face  full  of  singular  feeling,  and  yet  a 
shadow  of  reserve.  Even  now  something 
in  the  look  of  her  brown  eyes  defied  her 
most  laughing  mood.  The  outline  of  her 
face  was  oval,  but  there  was  nothing  poor 
or  thin  about  it;  the  mouth  had  the  same 
curves  as  of  old,  though  some  sadness 
lurked  in  them;  only  her  hair— of  a pe- 
culiar pale  gold-color — looked  just  as  he 
remembered  it.  She  had  changed  the 
fashion  of  wearing  it,  but  the  same  little 
soft  waves  lay  upon  the  brow  that  he 
recalled  thinking  so  prettj  and  girlish 
when  she  was  Jean  Carew.  The  changes 
time  had  brought  seemed  as  if  they  might 
be  of  inner  growth,  yet  a touch  of  some- 
thing even  in  her  voice  and  manner  re- 
tained all  the  girlish  air  of  ignorance  and 
unresolve. 

“Yes,”  Lady  Archer  said,  suddenly; 
“ it  is  only  seven  years,  and  just  fancy  all 
they  have  included ! I,  married  and  two 
years  a widow.  You,  a famous  novelist, 
the  lion  of  the  day  over  here.  Is  it  a 
change  ?”  She  laughed  a little  nervously. 
“Tell  me,  wasn’t  your  life  then  very  in- 
teresting ? I used  to  look  at  you  so  often, 
and  wonder  whether  Bohemia  wasn’t  nicer 
every  way  than  my — Vanity  Fair.” 

“it  wasn’t  bad,”  laughed  Stanham, 
with  a touch  of  bitterness  or  sadness. 
“We  used  to  have  a club  of  our  own. 
We  .sang  songs  and  smoked  friendly  pipes, 
and  we  said  awfully  good  things  some- 
times in  at  Balfe’s.  Each  one  was  as  poor 
as  the  other,  and  we  all  had  towering  cas- 
tles in  Spain.” 

“And  yours  have  come  true.  Ah,  don’t 
pretend  to  deny  it.  Don’t  you  know  what 


all  those  invitations  mean  ? Please,  Mr. 
Stanham,  don’t  snub  me  when  I meet  you 
at  your  great  friends’  houses.  I suppose 
we  shall  see  each  other  very  often.  When 
you  get  tired  you  can  come  down  to  my 
place  in  Surrey.” 

“Are  you  going  there  very  soon  ?” 

“ In  a day  or  two.  By-the-way,  I have 
a garden  party  there  on  the  10th  of  next 
month.  Don’t  you  feel  like  attending 
it  ?” 

“Most  certamly.” 

“It’s  a nice  place  to  see,”  she  went  on. 
Her  eyes  had  been  furtively  taking  in  any 
changes  in  the  Stanham  she  had  known. 
The  tall,  sombre -eyed  young  fellow  of 
three-and-twenty  was  a handsome,  rather 
distinguished-looking  man  of  thirty  now ; 
but  the  tense  lines  of  the  mouth  and  eyes 
had  not  altered ; the  spare  olive-tinted  face 
had  grown  thinner,  but,  on  the  whole,  was 
finer  and  keener  in  its  lines.  “ will  be 
worth  putting  into  a book — a genuine  old 
manor-house.  And  my  party  is  to  have 
a special  character.  I belong  to  a society 
who  give  certain  classes  of  poor  people  a 
day  in  the  country  every  summer.” 

“ How  delightful!” 

“It’s  very  easily  managed,”  she  said, 
rather  disdainfully,  as  though  afmid  of 
trying  to  appear  in  a charitable  or  philan- 
thropical  light.  “I  can  put  all  the  bur- 
den of  it  on  other  people.  I only  take  the 
picturesque  side  of  it.  This  is  a fite  for 
poor  foreigners.” 

“Then  I certainly  ought  to  go.  Shall  I 
dress  characteristically  ?” 

She  looked  up  at  him  with  merry  eyes. 
“Yes;  but  perhaps  you’ll  have  to  have 
a special  tent  all  to  yourself.  I’m  afraid 
you’ll  be  the  only  native  American  guest.” 

“Very  well ; I’m  sure  to  be  qualified  by 
that  time.  My  letter  of  credit  is  fast  thin- 
ning.” 

“ Oh,”  she  said,  the  wistful  look  coming 
again  into  her  eyes — perhaps  he  did  not 
know  how  all  about  him  touched  her  in 
every  way — “don’t  you  make  so  very 
much  out  of  your  books,  then  ?” 

“ Enough  for  all  my  wants,”  he  answer- 
ed, laugh  i n g heartily.  “ Well , Lady  Arch- 
er, I must  go  oflF.  If  I don’t  see  you  be- 
fore the  lOih,  you  may  count  on  me.”  He 
held  out  his  hand  with  evident  reluctance 
to  say  good-by,  and  as  he  went  away  down 
the  shadowy  staircase  and  out  into  Cres- 
son  Road,  he  rejoiced  that  he  had  hunted 
up  his  old  friend,  the  Jean  Carew  of  his 
obscurer  days.  Yet  Stanham  could  no 
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more  define  his  interest  in  her  now  than 
he  had  then.  It  was  across  a period  of 
very  melancholy  years  that  he  recalled 
her  face  and  figure  in  those  old  days,  yet 
they  certainly  seemed  to  him  less  shad- 
owy remembrances  now  that  he  had  seen 
her  again.  He  had  known  her,  just  as  he 
had  intimated,  as  a fashionable  girl  sur- 
rounded by  admirers,  of  whom  it  had  not 
occurred  to  him  he  could  openly  be  one. 
Now  and  then  he  had  caught  her  glance 
resting  on  him,  above  the  heads  of  other 
people,  with  something  wistful  or  earnest 
in  it,  but  for  the  most  part  she  had  pre- 
sented herself  to  him  as  an  unimpression- 
able sort  of  girl,  with  nothing  emotional 
or  very  keen  about  her.  Sometimes  she 
had  stirred  the  better  part  of  his  nature 
just  enough  to  make  him  irritatingly  con- 
scious of  her  limitations,  and  he  was  al- 
ways vexed  with  himself  when,  on  leaving 
any  place  in  which  he  had  seen  her,  some 
gesture  or  look  or  a tone  of  her  voice  clung 
to  his  mind. 

Then  would  occur  whole  weeks  when, 
in  the  interests  of  other  things,  he  had 
wholly  forgotten  her,  and  when,  after  such 
a period,  he  again  met  her,  it  was  always 
with  a new  sense  of  her  being  disdainful 
or  unsympathetic.  Lookers-on  might 
have  found  it  difficult  to  decide  whether 
these  two  people  even  knew  each  other 
well  enough  to  exchange  more  than  a salu- 
tation, and  it  was  so  well  known  to  his 
friends  thatStanham  had  “ had”  his  affair 
—begun  and  ended  the  romance  of  life — 
that  no  one  suspected  him  of  the  least  in- 
terest in  any  girl.  How  much  would  it 
have  surprised  their  old  friends  to  have 
heard  them  on  this  June  day  summoning 
up  actual  experiences  of  sentiment  or  ac- 
tion on  occasions  when  they  had  appeared 
only  to  bow  to  each  other  across  a room ! 

When  Miss  Carew  married  Sir  Barna- 
bas Archer  and  went  abroad,  Stanham, 
absorbed  in  the  breaking  down  of  his  ideals 
in  quite  another  direction,  felt  glad  that  he 
could  thus  sever  an  association  at  once  il- 
lusory and  yet  not  without  an  element  of 
fascination.  As  Lady  Archer  he  scarcely 
expected  to  see  her  again,  and,  in  fact,  it 
was  half  a surprise  to  himself  that  on  ar- 
riving in  London  seven  years  later  he  had 
cared  to  hunt  her  up.  There  had  been 
enough  dissatisfaction  in  the  past  not  to 
care  to  renew  anything  connected  with  it, 
and  Lady  Archer,  or  rather  Jean  Carew, 
had  been  a sort  of  living  presence  among 
his  ghosts. 


Stanham  felt  himself  now,  though  a 
novelist  with  a fine  reputation,  something 
of  a cynic  and  a sage.  He  had  no  pulsa- 
tions to  be  stirred  by  any  woman.  He  as- 
sured himself,  as  he  made  his  way  toward 
the  Park,  that  to  believe  himself  capable 
of  a strong  emotion  would  be  the  most 
absurd  of  all  his  mistakes. 

He  took  his  place  on  one  of  the  benches 
facing  the  drive,  and  for  a few  moments 
gave  himself  up  to  idle  enjoyment  of  the 
scene  before  him.  It  well  repaid  a sur- 
vey ; the  countless  carriages  rolling  up  and 
down,  the  pale  green  verdure,  the  move- 
ment of  Rotten  Row,  and  the  mist  and 
color  of  a gloriou^  sunset.  His  first  days 
in  London  had  not  been  entirely  satisfac- 
tory to  Stanham,  but  here  a certain  sense 
of  the  permanence  of  social  traditions  af- 
fected him  in  spite  of  what  he  called  the 
‘‘Philistinism”  in  the  very  air.  He  en- 
joyed at  once  the  most  fiorid  and  most  re- 
fined spectacle  of  modern  society,  paying 
no  price  for  his  enjoyment  except  the  fa- 
tigue of  looking  on ; and  if  he  wanted  to 
study  special  types  he  had  only  to  turn  his 
head  and  behold  a long-waisted  young 
woman  in  a white  gown,  a broad-brimmed 
hat,  and  an  exasperating  jacket,  or  a youth 
in  a check  suit  who  was  quari'elling  nois- 
ily with  a pug-dog.  After  a time  he  began 
to  study  the  faces  of  the  various  languid 
occupants  of  the  carriages.  Some  passed 
and  repassed  so  often  that  he  grew  fa- 
miliar with  their  types.  Some,  in  passing, 
turned  slightly  to  look  at  him,  and,  un- 
English  though  he  was,  he  had  his  own 
air  of  distinction,  sure  to  be  attractive.  He 
was  a well-built  man,  with  keen  dark  eyes 
and  a satirical  smile  that  usually  ended 
in  being  entirely  kind.  Something  about 
him  always  suggested  a man  who  was  try- 
ing his  best  to  believe  in  himself  and  to 
preserve  certain  of  his  old  illusions.  An 
odd  mixture  of  humility  and  arrogance 
there  was,  the  one  coming  in  too  quick- 
ly upon  the  other  to  give  either  the  tone 
of  a dominant  characteri.stic,  but  it  may 
have  been  this  which  produced  upon  most 
minds  an  idea  that  he  was  worth  under- 
standing. 

Carriage  after  carriage  rolled  by,  pro- 
ducing finally  a sense  of  the  monotony  of 
fine  summer  dressing,  gay  pars^ols,  and 
staccato  smiles.  Then  suddenly  a little 
halt  occurred.  The  Princess  of  Wales's 
equipage  drove  slowly  past.  Stanham 
looked  up  with  some  increase  of  anima- 
tion. The  beautiful,  gentle  face  seemed  to 
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dvearf  aJl  the  more  florid  glances  about 
her.  Something  in  her  pale  sweet  beauty, 
the  calm  oval  contour,  the  well-modelled 
eyebrows,  mouth,andchin,senthisthought 
backward  again  to  the  days  in  which  he* 
had  known  Jean  Carew ; but  she  was  gone 
by  quickly.  Stanham  leaned  back  in  his 
seat,  smiling  rather  dismally,  and  knitting 
his  brows  with  the  look  that,  although 
born  of  extreme  weariness,  had  fascinated 
so  many  young  ladies  in  America. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  an  open  car- 
riage, driven  carefully  and  slowly,  halted 
near  to  where  Stanham  sat,  so  near  that, 
could  he  have  gained  his  voice,  he  might 
have  spoken— could  he  have  stretched  out 
his  hand,  he  might  have  touched  the  wo- 
man seat^  within  it ; but  Stanham  only  sat 
straining  his  gaze.  Across  what  seemed 
to  him  a gulf,  an  abyss,  a tortuous  lapse 
of  years,  he  saw  the  face,  the  eyes,  the 
brow,  the  lips,  the  poise  of  head  and 
shoulders,  the  movement  of  hands,  that, 
as  it  were,  divided  all  of  his  to-day  from 
yesterday. 

In  the  carriage,  leaning  forward  slight- 
ly to  speak  to  a man  at  her  right,  was  the 
woman  who  had  once  made  Stanham  fancy 
that  he  loved  her.  Not  a yard  of  space 
separated  them,  and  yet  he  sat  there  as 
though  he  beheld  her  across  some  wide 
and  awful  sea. 

He  stood  up,  watched  for  a moment  in 
an  absent-minded  sort  of  way  the  man  to 
whom  she  was  talking,  and  then  he  turned 
his  eyes  upon  the  girl.  He  had  always 
known  that  she  was  beautiful,  but  now 
the  large  luxuriousness  of  her  type  seemed 
more  pronounced  than  it  had  been  seven 
years  ago.  Beside  Lady  Archer  she  looked 
like  some  full-blown  flower  near  to  a 
dainty,  soft  wild  rose.  She  was  dark- 
haired and  dark-eyed,  with  an  olive  skin 
in  which  the  color,  though  clearly  defined, 
was  not  too  deep ; her  richly  curved  lips 
parted  on  very  white  teeth,  and  smiled 
with  a lazy  sort  of  triumph,  it  seemed  to 
Stanham,  as  she  looked  at  the  man  beside 
her.  All  her  old,  almost  vulgar,  imperi- 
ousness remained,  and  the  same  hint  of 
a coarse  fibre  lurking  even  in  her  softest 
moments ; yet  not  even  Stanham,  satisfied 
as  he  was  of  her  worthlessness,  could  deny 
that  she  was  marvellously  lovely. 

Whether  she  saw  him  or  not  he  did  not 
stop  to  investigate ; without  another  glance 
at  her  carriage  he  turned  and  strode  hasti- 
ly away. 

He  would  have  given  worlds  never 
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to  have  seen  her  again,  and  now  his  one 
idea  seemed  to  be  to  put  distance  between 
them. 

n. 

Stanham  walked  away  from  the  Park 
with  the  air  of  a man  who  has  been  cheat- 
ed out  of  something  he  had  felt  to  be  his 
own.  It  was  an  indefinite,  intangible 
something, no  doubt;  indeed,  it  was  only 
the  sense  of  content  over  his  successful 
battling  with  what  had  disturbed  his  past ; 
his  belief  thathis  newer  philosophies  were, 
if  a trifle  cynical,  at  least  comfortable. 
A certain  tendency  at  all  times  to  quarrel 
with  his  own  frame  of  mind  had  received 
a new  impetus,  and  with  his  eyes  and 
mouth  very  scornfully  fixed,  he  argued  to 
himself  somewhat  in  this  fashion : 

“I  really  have  known  she  would  re- 
appear all  the  time,  and  I believe  I have 
been  wanting  to  see  her;  yet  I know  so 
well  just  what  she  is  worth  ! Good  hea- 
vens, am  I going  to  repeat  any  folly  1 I 
wonder  how  much  of  it  all  Jean  Carew 
knew ; but  of  course  she  never  had  two 
thoughts  for  me  in  those  days.  No, 
I’m  not  the  sort  of  man  to  inspire  any  wo- 
man very  loftily,  unless  just  that  I might 
be  added  to  her  list  of  victims.” 

Stanham  threw  back  his  head  slightly, 
and  smiled  behind  his  beard  in  a savage 
way.  The  almost  boyish  look  which  h^ 
two  hours  before  recalled  many  memories 
to  Lady  Archer  had  vanished;  the  lines 
of  the  man’s  face  made  him  seem  older 
than  his  three-and-thirty  years,  yet  any 
close  observer  would  have  seen  that  his 
life  and  thought  and  work  had  not  de- 
prived him  of  the  occasional  joyousness  of 
youth. 

He  had  a dozen  or  more  invitations  for 
the  evening,  and  had  planned  to  go  to  a 
dinner  in  Kensington,  and  later  to  one  of 
the  informal  parties  given  in  a literary 
circle. 

The  dinner  passed  off  agreeably  enough, 
as  it  is  hard  for  a dinner  at  a fine  house  in 
London  not  to  pass.  The  hostess  was  a wo- 
man of  fashion  and  rank  sufficiently  high 
to  give  her  parties  a flavor  of  the  brillian- 
cy of  a circle  hovering  about  the  court; 
but  Stanham  was  rather  bored  by  the  en- 
tire placidity  of  the  very  handsome  young 
lady  he  took  down.  Her  profile  was  un- 
exceptionable, her  jewels  and  her  very 
white  neck  and  arms  all  looked  like  in- 
heritance, but  it  became  monotonous  only 
to  hear  monosyllables,  to  see  so  very  fixed 
a smile,  and  to  have  to  explain  his  one  or 
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two  little  attempts  at  jocularity ; but  he  ad- 
mitted in  the  girl’s  favor  that  she  had  the 
art  of  saying  nothing  at  all  very  comfort- 
ably for  her  companion.  If  she  gave  no- 
thing, she  made  no  demands,  and  after  a 
time  he  felt  at  liberty  to  let  his  attention 
wander,  and  he  presently  caught  Lady 
Archer’s  name. 

“The  most  charming  woman  in  Sur- 
rey,” an  elderly  man  with  florid  cheeks 
was  saying. 

The  man  was  almost  Stanham’s  ris-d- 
viSy  and  our  friend  looked  up  with  some- 
thing in  his  eyes  that  made  the  other  add : 
“A  country-^oman  of  yours,  Mr.  Stan- 
ham-^Miss  Carew  that  was.” 

“Yes,”  answered  Stanham,  “she  used 
to  be  considered  one  of  the  most  charming 
young  women  in  New  York,” 

“ I quite  believe  you,”  said  the  man— a 
Major  Dundas,  recently  back  from  the 
Zulu  country.  “I  suppose  one  may  hope 
her  days  of  mourning  are  quite  over,”  he 
said,  with  a little  eager  manner.  “ Rose 
Court  is  such  a jolly  place  to  visit” — if  the 
major  had  said  “ to  have,”  it  would  have 
expressed  the  meaning  in  his  tone  bet- 
ter— “and  slie’s  going  to  have  a party  on 
the  10th.” 

Everybody,  it  seemed,  was  to  be  there, 
and  Stanham  had  a curious  feeling  that 
he  had  once  more  drifted  into  the  little 
shifting,  varying,  admiring  circle  in  which 
Jean  Carew  stood,  as  it  were,  so  curiously 
apart,  and  yet,  in  a peculiar  fashion,  near 
to  him.  That  first  evening  seemed,  in  a 
certain  sense,  to  prefigure  the  various  ex- 
periences which  occupied  his  time  until 
the  10th.  Lady  Archer  had  left  town  the 
night  after  his  visit  to  Cresson  Road,  but 
London  seemed  to  present  so  many  sug- 
gestions of  her  in  her  new  name  and  es- 
tate that  there  gradually  came  into  the 
man’s  mind  a picture  of  her  as  it  were  in 
a transformed  condition.  Sometimes  he 
told  himself  ho  liked  the  idea  of  her  less 
under  these  new  and  rather  exalted  circum- 
stances; sometimes  he  said  it  was  what, 
might  have  been  expected ; and  occasion- 
ally he  found  himself  looking  back,  as  it 
were,  on  that  dreary  mirror  of  the  past, 
trying  to  discern  just  what  reflections 
showed  themselves.  At  such  times  he 
told  himself  that  his  knowledge  of  Jean 
Carew  really  made  her  celebrity  as  Lady 
Archer  incredible. 

Meanwhile  he  continued  to  be,  as  Lady 
Archer  had  predicted,  a brilliant  social 
figure,  and  went  the  usual  rounds  of  din- 


ners, kettledrums,  flower  shows,  and 
breakfasts,  with  a wholesome  mingling 
of  club  entertainments,  where  it  was  ob- 
served that  he  bore  himself  with  an  in- 
different good -humor,  nothing  palpably 
Western,  smiled  faintly  at  compliments, 
and  grew  absent-minded  over  any  long 
speech  or  even  elaborate  sentence. 

One  experience  he  had  determined  to 
avoid,  and  that  was  the  faintest  renewal 
of  an  old  friendship.  That  one  glimpse 
of  her  face  in  the  Park  had  been  enough. 
No  need  to  bring  back  what  had  been  so 
long  and  so  fortunately  dead.  Stanham 
might  be  vague,  even  visionary,  cynical, 
in  his  way,  and  set  to  expect  a lack  of 
tenderness  in  the  relationships  of  his  life, 
but  on  some  points  he  was  fixed  as  the 
polar  star.  He  knew  now  precisely  what 
he  had  believed  to  be  his,  precisely  what 
he  had  lost,  and  he  had  no  intention  of  so 
disturbing  the  smooth  externals  of  life  as 
to  go  back  to  pitiful  travesty  of  feeling. 

He  walked  all  over  the  precincts  of  the 
Temple,  up  the  Strand,  in  and  out  of  din- 
gy courts,  and  down  by  the  embankments 
one  wet  July  evening,  thinking  it  all 
over,  and  then  he  went  back  to  his  hotel 
almost  resolved  to  let  life  take  its  own 
course,  be  perverse  or  commonplace  as 
Fate  chose,  sooner  than  spend  vitality  on 
this  dismal  introspection;  and  then  he 
turned  over  a heap  of  letters,  one  of 
which  was  from  Lady  Archer,  It  was 
from  Rose  Court,  and  ran  as  follows: 

“ Dear  Mr.  Stanham, — Will  you  come 
down  to  us  on  the  9th,  and  stay  a few 
days  after  onv  f He  ^ My  aunt  and  uncle, 
Mrs.  and  Mr.  Thorpe  Lee,  are  with  me,  and 
a young  cousin  of  my  husband’s,  Miss 
Blake,  always  lives  with  me,  so  you  will 
not,  perhaps,  find  it  very  dull.  I want  to 
show  you  a diary  which  I think  of  mak- 
ing into  a story.  Don’t  be  alarmed.  I 
have  no  great  ambitions  in  a literary  way, 
bu<(  I am  curious  to  know  what  you  would 
think  of  this  journal.  It  was  kept  by  a 
young  woman  I knew  well,  under  pecul- 
iar circumstances.  I will  tell  you  more 
when  I see  you.  Meanwhile  believe  me 
“ Faithfully  yours, 

“Jean  Carew  Archer.” 

III. 

I think  to  anyone  who  has  experienced 
it  there  is  a peculiar  charm  about  arriv- 
ing at  a fine  English  country  house  on  an 
evening  in  late  summer,  or  even  the  late 
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aiitumn.  So  many  elements  conspire  to 
revive  old  fascinations  or  create  new  ones, 
and  to  the  well-experienced  comes  even  a 
stronger  sense  of  exhilaration  when  sights 
and  sounds  and  other  things  are  definitely 
familiar. 

Stanham^s  acquaintance  with  English 
country  life  had  been  so  entirely  derived 
from  novels  ih^t  he  knew  just  what  to 
expect,  but  the  reality  came  upon  him 
with  a little  jar  that  was  not  discord,  nor 
yet  entire  harmony,  when,  on  the  after- 
noon of  the  9th,  the  London  train  whirled 
into  Sevenmarch,  which  was  the  Rose 
Court  station.  The  country  around  was 
fine,  and  apparently  stretching  in  end- 
less directions  of  fertility  and  bloom.  To 
the  right  some  splendid  oaks  obscured  the 
view,  but  to  the  left  was  an  open  vista, 
with  the  small  village  dominating  one 
portion,  and  the  rest  sweeping  away  with 
every  variety  of  hill  and  dale,  here  and 
there  some  heather  showing  duskily  in 
the  twilight. 

Stanham  bad  one  moment's  survey^  from 
the  platform,  of  this  intensely  English  and 
peaceful  scene  before  his  name  was  spoken 
by  a groom  in  dark  livery,  and  he  saw 
that  a carriage  was  in  waiting,  and  with 
the  usual  celerity  and  good  management 
of  English  servants  his  luggage  and  he 
himself  were  looked  after  so  soon  that  it 
was  only  a moment  before  he  was  bowl- 
ing along  the  fine  country  road.  The 
dusk  had  deepened  perceptibly  before  the 
drive  ended.  What  Stanham  saw  after 
entering  the  gates  of  Rose  Court  was  a 
finely  wooded  park,  thi’ough  which  the 
drive  led  to  a sweeping  curve,  some  ter- 
races, whence  came  faint  odors  of  fiowers, 
and  then  the  warmth  of  an  old  gray  stone 
gabled  house,  set  in  the  midst  of  what 
seemed  a glory  of  fioral  color. 

The  many  windows  irregularly  jutting 
out  were  hung  with  roses,  so  that  although 
the  house  was  fine  and  old  enough  for  its 
character,  an  element  of  simplicity  was 
given  it  by  this  natural  decoration. 

It  was  evidently  a very  old  place,  with 
that  charm  of  antiquity  about  some  of  its 
angles  and  turrets,  yet  as  Stanham  was 
admitted  he  felt  most  strongly  its  air  of 
peaceful  youth.  Something  made  him 
think  it  like  what  Jean  Carew  ought  to 
have  made  her  home. 

Meanwhile,  in  a long  low-ceiled  room 
upstairs.  Lady  Archer  was  seated  before 
her  dressing-table,  looking  earnestly  at  the 


reflection  of  her  own  face  and  flgure  in  a 
quaint  mirror.  A tall  and  very  blooming 
girl  of  twenty  was  standing  at  her  side,  and 
the  question  between  them  seemed  to  be 
whether  Lady  Archer  should  wear  red  or 
yellow  roses  in  her  belt.  The  flowers 
were  on  the  shining  dark  oak  table  before 
her. 

“You  see,  Dolly,  ” Lady  Archer  was  say- 
ing, with  a little  pucker  between  her  brows, 
“I  used  to  wear  yellow  roses  so  much,  but 
perhaps  I am  too  old  for  them  now.  Now, 
Dolly” — and  Lady  Archer  lifted  her  face 
seriously  to  the  girl’s — “do  you  think  I 
look  old  for  twenty-seven  t Now  please 
look  very  critically.” 

Miss  Blake  surveyed  her  cousin  with  an 
anxious  air.  She  lifted  one  of  the  candles 
high  above  Jean’s  head,  and  looked  at  her 
with  grave  deliberation.  Lady  Archer’s 
dress  of  creamy  gauze  was  cut  so  that  her 
white  throat  was  bare,  and  showed  to  its 
best  advantage,  with  a bit  of  yellow  satin 
ribbon  tied  carelessly  about  it.  Above 
this  the  pure  fair  face,  with  its  look  of  al- 
most childish  entreaty,  was  certainly  not 
hurt  by  the  fact  that  the  first  days  of  its 
girlish  bloom  were  just  drifting  away. 
Everything  that  was  womanly — tenderly 
so — remained  to  give  it  a grace  all  its  own ; 
but  Miss  Blake  was  serio^y  critical  a mo- 
ment before  she  answered,  “No,  I don’t 
think  you  look  at  all  too  old  for  yellow 
roses.” 

Lady  Ai*cher  gave  a little  sigh  of  relief, 
and  turned  back  to  the  glass.  “ Well,  I’m 
glad  of  that,”  she  said,  in  a comforted  sort 
of  tone.  “You  know  in  New  York,  at 
home,  they  used  to  say  that,  no  matter  what 
the  season,  yellow  roses  wci*e  my  flowers, 
and  one  night  in  particular  I remember 
my  friend  Mr.  Stanham — There,  Dolly, 
I hear  the  sound  of  wheels.  Oh,  do  you 
suppose  Aunt  Pris  is  ready  to  come  down 
to  the  drawing-room  ? Uncle  Thorpe  is 
there,  I believe.” 

Miss  Blake  slowly  considered  the  fact, 
and  decided  she  would  go  to  Mrs.  Lee  her- 
self. Meanwhile  Lady  Archer,  feeling  her- 
self curiously  like  Jean  Carew,  passed  out 
of  her  room  down  the  corridor,  and  began 
the  descent  of  the  beautiful  old  staircase, 
which  now,  softly  illumined  by  candle- 
light, made  a picture  Stanham  never  could 
forget.  There  were  old  tapestries  on  the 
walls,  and  here  and  there  some  tall  blue 
vases  with  peacocks’  feathers  rising  in 
them,  and  at  one  bend  Lady  Archer,  in  her 
white  gown  with  the  yellow  roses  in  her 
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belt,  stood  still  a moment,  the  hand  that 
lay  upon  the  balustrade  trembling  very 
slightly  as  she  looked  down  into  the  half- 
lighted  hall,  where  Stanham  stood  in  the 
shadow  receiving  Mrs.  Lee’s  cordial  greet- 
ing. 

The  welcome  she  had  to  give  seemed  to 
be  shining  in  her  eyes  and  vibrating  in 
her  very  step  as  she  came  down  and  put 
out  her  hand,  scarcely  touching  Stanham’s 
with  her  little  soft  fingers.  Then  they 
were  all  in  the  drawing-room.  Lady 
Archer’s  momentary  reserve  seemed  to 
have  vanished.  Stanham  was  told  he  had 
only  just  time  to  dress  for  dinner,  and 
was  led  away,  while  Lady  Archer  walked 
across  to  the  long  low  bow-window  at  the 
lower  end  of  the  room.  It  fronted  the 
western  strip  of  terrace,  and  the  view  was 
a quiet,  peaceful  one  in  the  daytime,  tinged 
with  a melancholy  charm  at  this  hour, 
the  distant  greens  all  veiled  in  shadow, 
those  near  at  hand  as  soft  as  spring  shad- 
ows. 

Lady  Archer  stood  perfectly  motionless 
a moment ; only  moved  her  head  a little  as 
her  aunt  came  into  the  room,  followed  by 
pretty,  vigorous  Miss  Dolly,  in  a blue  silk 
gown  and  a great  many  silver  ornaments. 
Only  the  rector  and  his  wife  were  coming 
to  dinner,  and  these  guests  were  being 
welcomed  by  the  family  as  Stanham  re- 
turned to  the  room. 

He  used  later  to  recall  the  look  of  it  on 
that  first  evening.  It  was  almost  an  ideal 
manor-house  drawing-room,  long  and 
low,  with  rich  dark  colors,  lighted  here 
and  there  by  brass,  and  some  strongly  col- 
ored pictures  or  china,  and  rare  bits  of  old 
glass:  the  modern  effects  were  almost  too 
few  to  be  worthy  of  recognition,  but  in 
some  places  touches  of  Lady  Archer’s  hand 
show^  in  bits  of  fanciful  decoration,  yet, 
like  herself,  always  quiet  and  suggestive 
of  some  rich  sort  of  repose.  There  were 
some  fine  old  portraits,  and  near  the  em- 
brasure of  one  window,  on  a grand  piano, 
and  everywhere  they  could  be  placed, 
roses  and  mignonette.  In  the  midst  of  the 
varying  effects,  no  one  of  which  seemed 
to  shut  out  the  other,  Stanham,  coming  in 
by  a lower  door,  noticed,  as  in  some  way 
dominating  it  all,  Lady  Archer’s  tall  and 
graceful  figure.  She  stood  facing  him, 
talking  to  the  rector,  and  though  she 
scarcely  moved,  seemed  at  once  to  recog^ 
nize  his  entrance,  and  managed  the  intro- 
ductions pleasantly,  so  that  they  all  went 
very  socially  in  to  dinner.  She  looked 


slim  and  girlish  at  the  head  of  her  table, 
with  its  shining  silver  and  glass  and  the 
silver  candelabra  and  flowers,  and  Stan- 
ham, at  her  right  hand,  found  it  was  easier 
to  talk  to  her  than  he  had  exi)ected. 

**  Mr.  Stanham  is  writing  an  interna- 
tional novel,”  she  said,  in  one  of  the  first 
pauses. 

“Dear  me ! are  you  really  ?”  the  rector, 
Mr.  Barnes,  said,  inquiringly,  from  just 
across  the  table. 

“Lady  Archer  means  to  pose  for  my 
heroine,”  Stanham  said,  good-humoredly. 

“And  is  there  any  place  for  us?”  in- 
quired Mr.  Lee,  with  very  evident  enjoy- 
ment of  the  joke. 

Stanham  looked  at  the  fine  t3rpe  of  an 
English  gentleman,  and  thought  how  well 
he  would  fit  the  character  of  the  genuine 
squire,  but  he  said,  in  the  same  light  tone, 
“Why,  certainly;”  and  then  they  all 
laughed  a little,  and  Stanham,  soon  seeing 
what  was  meant,  said,  quickly,  “How  do 
you  know  we  Americans,  all  of  us,  do  use 
that  expression  so  constantly?  I wonder 
it  wasn’t  taken  up  before.  But  have  you 
ever  observed,  nothing  so  quickly  influ- 
ences any  people  as  what  is  commented 
on  by  the  drama  ? It  is  wonderful  to  be 
able  to  suddenly  convince  a thousand  peo- 
ple of  any  such  fact.” 

“You  must  write  a play,”  said  Dolly 
Blake.  “I’d  rather  be  put  into  a play,  I 
think.” 

“Very  well,”  he  assented.  Then  ho 
turned  to  Lady  Archer,  while  the  other 
voices  rose  above  his,  and  said,  “ Do  you 
remember  those  tableaux  at  the  Schemer- 
horns’  ?” 

“It  was  the  first  time  I met  you,”  she 
answered,  very  quietly. 

Stanham’s  dark  eyes  grew  darker  with 
some  sad  remembrance.  Something  seem- 
ed to  impel  Lady  Archer  to  speak  quickly. 

“ Was  there  any  reason  why  I should 
not  remember  it  ?”  she  asked,  and  as  she 
spoke  a pale  color  crossed  her  cheeks. 

“I  wonder  you  remember,”  he  said, 
turning  a brighter  glance  upon  her. 

“Oh,”  said  Jean,  swiftly,  “I  remember 
very  well,  because  it  hstd  been  such  a 
strange  and  trying  day  for  me. ” When  he 
said  nothing,  but  looked  at  her  intently, 
she  added,  “I  suppose  you  wonder  I ever 
had  strange  or  trying  exx)eriences.” 

He  smiled.  “It  never  looked  much 
like  it.” 

Lady  Archer  only  answered  by  return- 
ing his  smile,  and  then  conversation  be- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


LADY  ARCHER. 


967 


came  general,  and  continued  so  until  the 
ladies  withdrew. 

Jean  was  playing  some  vagrant  bits  of 
Chopin  when  the  gentlemen  came  in,  and 
Stanham  at  once  came  up  to  the  piano, 
and  said,  looking  down  at  her, 

“ Oh,  do  you  ever  sing  ‘ Mary  Morrison’ 
now  ?” 

Something  ineffably  lovely  came  into 
her  expression  as  she  lifted  her  eyes  to 
meet  his. 

“Why,”  she  said,  “I  don’t  believe  I 
ever  sang  it  for  you  but  once — erer,”  she 
added,  with  a little  tender  note  of  insist- 
ence that  had  something  pathetic  in  it. 

“I’m  sure  I can’t  tell  why  or  how  I 
remembered  it,”  he  answered,  carelessly. 
“ It  must  have  been  something  in  the  way 
you  sat  there,  or  your  gown.” 

“I  always  used  to  wear  so  much  white 
and  yellow,”  she  said,  still  not  raising  her 
tone,  yet  in  it  repressing  something  any 
other  man  would  have  observed. 

“ That  may  be  it.  It  was  one  evening 
—I  went  to  see  you,” he  laughed,  with  just 
a touch  of  bitterness,  “and  I felt  so  shut 
out  somehow  by  that  set  of  fellows  al- 
ways after  you.  I was  horribly  unhappy 
myself  at  the  time;  everything  seemed 
such  a failure,  such  a mistake;  and  you 
sat  down  to  sing,  and — why,  I believe  it 
was  I myself  who  asked  you  to  sing  ‘ Mary 
Morrison.’  ” 

“Yes,”  she  answered,  very  quietly,  “it 
was;  and  then  you  went  away  and  never 
so  much  as  thanked  me.” 

“ Oh,” he  answered,  “I  have  no  doubt; 
I never  did  the  right  thing.  I must  try 
and  make  up  for  it  now.  When  you 
will,  I’d  like  so  much  to  hear  you  sing  it 
again.” 

Very  soon  afterward  Lady  Archer  sang, 
and  Stanham,  sitting  just  back  of  Miss 
Dolly’s  low  easy-chair,  listened  with  a cu- 
rious feeling  that  was  scarcely  reminis- 
cence so  much  as  calm  contemplation  of 
the  past.  When  Jean  had  finished,  with 
something  of  a tremble  in  her  voice,  he 
still  continued  silent,  his  head  thrown 
back,  his  eyes  intently  fixed  on  some  por- 
trait ahead  of  him.  In  a moment  Lady 
Archer  drifted  across  the  room,  and  as  she 
passed  his  chair  she  murmured,  with  a sad 
little  smile, 

“It  seems  to  be  just  as  it  used  to  be — 
you  forgot  again.” 

Stanham  stood  up  quickly,  and  it  so 
chanced  that  he  moved  after  her,  placing 
himself  in  a little  angle  of  the  room  near 


her,  and  apart  from  the  rest.  They  stood 
facing  each  other  for  half  a moment  in  a 
sort  of  vibrating  silence.  Jean  had  lifted 
her  eyes  to  a level  with  his,  at  first  feel- 
ing piqued  enough  to  confront  him  very 
bravely,  but  something  in  Stanham's  dark 
glance  caused  hers  to  warm.  She  looked 
down  hurriedly. 

“You  are  mistaken,”  Stanham  said, 
very  quickly.  “Look  up,  Jean.  Lady 
Archer,  why,  what  is  it  you  take  me  for? 
Ah,”  he  said,  trying  to  look  very  cynical, 
“ it’s  just  as  it  used  to  be:  you  do  not  un- 
derstand— you  never  did.” 

The  words  seemed  to  rush  upon  his 
lips,  but  once  uttered,  they  confus^  Stan- 
ham himself.  When  he  was  alone  in  his 
room  that  night,  he  asked  himself  in  a be- 
wildered way  just  what  he  had  intended 
to  express  in  them— what  was  it  she  had 
never  understood  ? And  he  recalled  a cer- 
tain strange,  wistful  look  in  Jean’s  eyes 
to-night,  almost  the  same,  only  sadder,  be- 
cause she  had  grown  older,  as  the  glance 
that  in  Miss  Carew  had  baffled  him. 

IV. 

“And  tell  me  just  what  he  looks  like.” 

A very  lazy  young  man  in  knicker- 
bockers, idling  on  the  terrace  with  Miss 
Dolly  Blake,  asked  this  question. 

It  was  the  day  after  Stanham’s  arrival, 
within  an  hour  of  the  grand /Sfe,  and  Miss 
Dolly,  with  the  young  man’s  languid  as- 
sistance, was  gathering  flowers. 

“ Jtist  what  he  is  like  ?”  Dolly  pursed 
up  her  pretty  red  lips  a moment.  “ Well” 
— looking  at  the  tall  young  Saxon  before 
her— “I  think  he’s  more  unlike  yoUj  to 
begin  with,  than  anything  else.” 

“When  you  have  described  him,” said 
Captain  Archer,  “I  shall  know  what  I 
ought  to  think  of  that.” 

“ He  is  tall,  and  has  the  easiest,  most  in- 
different air  imaginable.” 

“How  that  takes  with  you  women  I 
Just  let  a man  look  as  if  everything  bored 
him,  and  he  passes  for  Adonis  and  Solo- 
mon combined.” 

“ Oh,  but  Mr.  Stanham  knows  a great 
deal,  and  he  looks  more  tired  of  himself 
than  any  one  else.  He  has  a last-century 
sort  of  face.” 

‘ ‘ Oh,  bric-^-brac ! That’s  not  a bad  idea, 
Dolly.  Fine  old  cracks  about  him  ?” 

“You  are  so  silly,  Bertie!  I mean  it 
is  the  sort  of  face  one  would  associate 
with — ruffles  and  lace.  It  is  thin  and 
dark  and  handsome,  and  sometimes  boy- 
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ish-looking,  and  the  next  minute  sad  as — 
Lord  Byron’s.” 

“Upon  my  word,  Dolly,  if  you  are  go- 
ing on  at  this  rate,  we’ll  have  to  see  to 
your  health.  But,  I say,  you  must  have 
been  making  a careful  study  of  him,  you 
know.” 

“ So  I did,”  nodded  Dolly,  looking  down 
at  her  garden  shears,  “because  of  his  be- 
ing a famous  writer,  and  an  old  friend  of 
Jean’s.  And  then  I must  admit  he  was 
fascinating  in  himself.” 

“ I don’t  doubt.  Does  he  go  in  for  last- 
oentury  attire  and  talk  — like  Lord  By- 
ron?” 

“Now,  you’re  so  stupid  I shall  go  in,  or 
shall  we  sit  out  here  and  make  up  the 
bouquets  ?” 

“I’m  at  your  service.  Heigho, Dolly, 
I’ve  been  that  these  two  years,  and  it 
doesn’t  seem  to  do  any  good.” 

“ Where’s  the  use  ?”  asks  practical  Dol- 
ly, turning  her  lovely  eyes  upon  the  young 
man.  “And  I should  think,  Bertie,  you 
ought  to  try  and  make  me  feel  happy 
about  it,  instead  of — well,  of  lamenting  it 
all  the  time,  as  if  J were  to  blame;  and 
you  ought  to  encourage  any  really  eli- 
gible admirer  of  mine,  and  to  help  him 
on.” 

“Just  as  you  ought  to  help  me,  say,  in 
my  little  flirtation  with  Mrs.  Mountfort, 
for  instance.” 

“Now  you  are  immoral.  She  is  a mar- 
ried woman.” 

“ Tant  mieux!  But  listen,  Dolly,  my 
dear.  Do  you  know,  my  child,  that  some 
of  your  ideas  strike  me  as  far  more  im- 
moral— marrying  on  no  sort  of  affection, 
for  instance.  Good  heavens !”  The  man 
set  his  lips,  and  looked  up  at  the  blue  vault 
above  them.  “What  wickedness  women 
can  talk  about  with  the  most  innocent 
eyes  and  lips,  and  call  things  by  their 
wrong  names  so  virtuously !” 

“^rtie~” 

What  Dolly,  with  a little  quiver  of  her 
lip,  might  have  said,  I can  not  chronicle, 
for  at  this  moment  Jean  and  Stanham  ap- 
peared in  the  window  above  the  terrace, 
Jean  to  say:  “Dolly,  dear,  have  you  the 
small  bunch  of  keys  ? Captain  Archer, 
my  friend  Mr.  Stanham.” 

Archer  bowed  with  grave  courtesy,  look- 
ing up  at  Stanham ’s  dark  face  with  quick 
interest. 

“ He’s  not  so  bad-looking,  after  all,”  he 
said,  when  Lady  Archer,  having  taken  in 
the  keys  from  Dolly’s  hand,  had  half 


swung  to  the  casement.  “I  think  it’s  a 
sort  of  Philip  Sidney  face,  if  you  must 
typify  him.” 

Inside,  in  the  drawing-room.  Lady 
Archer  was  saying,  with  her  little  calm 
smile,  * ‘ Before  I show  you  any  of  the  manu- 
script, I think  I ought  to  give  you  an  idea 
of  my  friend’s  story.” 

“Yes,  indeed,”  from  Stanham,  who  was 
looking  rather  sombrely  at  her. 

Lady  Archer  moved  across  the  room, 
opening  a door  into  the  library.  It  was 
a fine,  well-used  sort  of  room.  Not  only 
were  the  book-shelves  complete,  and  with 
volumes  showing  appreciation,  but  every- 
where were  comfortable  chairs,  appliances 
that  were  luxurious.  A tall  secretary  at 
one  side  looked  the  concentration  of  dark 
wood,  and  when  it  was  opened  it  gave  out 
a little  faint  damp  sort  of  perfume. 

“ What  is  that  ?”  said  Stanham. 

“ Oh,”  said  Lady  Archer,  opening  some 
drawers,  “it  is  only  dried  rose  leaves. 
I have  always  been  fond  of  them.  Now 
sit  down,  and  I will  tell  you.” 

For  herself,  she  chose  one  end  of  a low 
dark  plush  lounge,  and  spread  out  some 
of  the  papers  from  a packet  in  her  hand. 
It  was  slightly  embarrassing  to  have  Stan- 
ham leaningforward,his  hands  clasped  on 
his  knees,  those  very  grave  eyes  of  his 
fixed  on  her  with  a searching  air.  Still, 
she  went  on  quite  fluently. 

“ You  see,  the  story  is  made  up  from  va- 
rious facts  in  the  life  of  a friend  of  mine. 
I have  every  permission  to  use  them— to 
use  even  her  letters  and  diary.  Still, 
I want  to  be  sure  that  if  they  were  read 
by  certain  people  now  living,  no  one  would 
be  the  wiser.” 

“How  can  I advise,  though,”  he  said, 
smiling,  but  never  removing  his  gaze,  “ if 
I don’t  know  the  people?” 

“Why,”  said  Lady  Archer, in  a supe- 
rior tone,  “you  can  tell  me  whether  any 
man  who  had  once  been  in  love  with  her, 
for  instance,  would  change  his  mind  on 
reading  this.” 

“ Oh,  well,  I might  do  that.” 

“Men  do  change,  you  know.” 

“ Yes,”  Stanham  said,  rather  grimly. 

“ But  oftener  still,  it  seems  to  me,  they 
lack  a certain  kind  of  courage— the  courage 
of  their  own  convictions,  let  us  say.  This 
man,  I think,  did,  though  perhaps  it  was 
all  her  fault.” 

“There  are  usually  two  sides  to  every 
question.” 

“I  know  this  will  be  difficult  of  deci- 
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sion;  still” — she  looked  very  earnestly  at 
the  papers  open  on  her  lap,  and  then  equal- 
ly so  at  his  intent  face — “still,  I want  you 
to  do  your  best  for  me,  and,  mind,  it  is  a 
real  opinion  that  I want.” 

‘ ‘ I will  certainly  do  my  best.  ” Stanham 
smiled  now  a little  sadly;  her  voice,  her 
pretty,  slight  gestures,  brought  back  old 
days  to  him  with  their  suggestions  of  her — 
shallowness  was  it  ? or  her  childish  eager- 
ness over  trifles  ? 

That  is  all  I need,”  she  returned,  an- 
swering his  smile  with  one  of  sweet  con- 
tent. ‘ * Now  I must  tell  you  these  letters, 
or  diary — call  it  what  you  will — were  writ- 
ten under  very  peculiar  circumstances, for 
the  person  to  whom  they  are  all  addressed 
never  saw  them.  It  happened  that  the  two 
were  great  friends  in  a sort  of  way — this 
man  and  woman — ^and  she  believed  he 
meant  to  ask  her  to  marry  him,  feeling 
sure  he  loved  her;  so,  just — it  was  a sort 
of  idle  womanish  fancy,  I suppose — she 
used  to  write  him  a kind  of  diary,  mean- 
ing he  should  have  it  when  they  were 
engaged,  and  so  know  all  her  life  and 
thoughts  at  that  time.  Well—” 

Stanham  was  looking  very  pleased. 
“I  should  like  to  know  that  woman,”  he 
said. 

“Oh,  would  you?”  said  Lady  Archer. 
“ I think  you  may  meet  her,  but  of  course 
I can't  betray  her,  because,  yoU  see,  it 
chanced  the  man  never  did  ask  her  at 
all,  and  so  they  drifted  widely  apart,  and 
she—” 

“Is  dead,  are  you  going  to  say  ?” 

“No;  she  is  married.” 

“For  good,  or  ill  ?” 

Lady  Archer  looked  very  grave,  and 
was  wonderingly  silent  a moment.  “It 
is  so  hard  to  say;  perhaps  I might  say  for 
good.  Yet,  no : I am  afraid  it  has  been  for 
ill.” 

‘ ‘ Well,  upon  my  word,”  exclaimed  Stan- 
ham, “she  must  be  a curious  person^togive 
you  all  her  private  love-letters.” 

“ But  they  weren't  love-letters.  That  is 
just  it.  He  never  saw  them ; never  guess- 
ed at  all  what  she  was  feeling.” 

“I  hope  they  lived  a long  time  ago,” he 
said,  with  a sort  of  unpleasant  laugh.  “I 
don't  think  they’d  be  comfortable  if  they 
met  now,  with  any  youth  between  them. 
Do  you  intend  to  publish  these  in  the 
Merim4e  style — 'Letters  to  an  Inconnu‘1^^ 

“It  wouldn’t  be  a bad  idea;  but  no,” 
she  said,  decidedly.  ' ' It  ought  to  be  woven 
into  a story.” 


“I  am  dying  with  curiosity,”  he  ex- 
claimed, laughing.  “I  really  must  see 
some  of  them  soon.”  He  put  his  hand 
out. 

“You  will  see,”  said  Lady  Archer,  a 
trifle  shyly,  “I  have  copied  them  into  this 
book,  so  that  I might  leave  out  proper 
names.  Oh,”  she  added,  “I  do  wonder 
what  you  will  say !” 

Stanham  made  a sort  of  uneasy  move- 
ment and  faint  grimace  as  he  took  the 
book. 

“ I hope  I won’t  feel  as  if  I were  either 
summoning  up  other  people’s  ghosts  or 
unlocking  their  doors.” 

“You  nee^.  not,”  she  said,  quickly. 

' ‘ Treat  it  as  a fiction — in  a way,  that  is ; do 
not  be  hampered  by  such  a feeling.” 

Stanham  smiled,  this  time  more  encour- 
agingly, Jean  thought.  They  stood  still  for 
a moment  without  speaking;  then,  turn- 
ing her  face  toward  the  window,  she  said: 

“The  foreigners  will  be  here  very  soon 
— in  an  hour  or  so.  I must  go  and  make 
ready  for  them.”  And  with  a little  nod 
of  her  head  she  went  away  through  the 
library  door  and  down  the  long  corridor, 
where  her  footsteps  seemed  to  Stanham  to 
linger  some  time  in  soft  echoes. 

Two  hours  later  Stanham,  coming  down 
to  the  drawing-room,  found  all  the  doors 
and  windows  open  and  the  room  full  of 
people,  evidently  special  guests — county 
people,  some  from  London,  and  the  im- 
mediate neighbors  of  Rose  Court.  Every- 
body was  laughing  and  talking  gayly,  the 
elderly  people  bustling  about  as  though 
the  philanthropy  of  the  occasion  demand- 
ed movement,  even  without  obvious  re- 
sults, the  younger  ones  in  groups  here  and 
there  lighting  up  the  rather  sombre  room 
with  a flutter  of  pretty  summer  colors. 
Mrs.  Lee,  who  was  a large,  sad-eyed,  very 
good-humored  lady,  was  explaining  to  a 
stout  matron  that  Dolly  Blake  and  Cap- 
tain Archer  had  insisted  upon  lawn  ten- 
nis for  a while.  They  were  going  to  have 
a game  with  some  other  young  people  for 
an  hour  or  two  first.  Outside,  tents  were 
spread,  platforms  at  either  side,  upon  one 
of  which  a band  had  begun  to  play.  The 
foreigners  were  arriving  in  quick  install- 
ments, and  standing  unobserved  on  one 
of  the  terraces,  Stanham  looked  on  at 
what  he  thought  one  of  the  most  novel 
and  picturesque  sights  he  had  ever  seen; 
for  the  Swiss  and  Italian  foreigners  were 
in  their  native  costumes.  Even  the  little 
children  were  tricked  out  in  reds  and  yel- 
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lows,  and  wore  shining  ornaments,  and 
what  with  the  fair  sky,  the  rich  verdure 
on  all  sides,  the  wealth  and  perfume  of  the 
flowers,  and  the  gayety  and  diversity  of 
dress  and  type  among  the  crowding  visit- 
ors, Rose  Court  Park  looked  like  some 
moving  and  suddenly  awakened  picture. 
Stanham  took  it  all  in,  however,  with  a 
certain  preoccupation.  He  wanted  to  find 
Jean,  and  presently  she  appeared,  with  her 
Blenheim  dogs  after  her,  coming  around 
from  the  shrubbery.  She  had  on  a simple 
garden  dress  of  cotton,  and  a big  hat,  be- 
neath which  her  serious  young  face  look- 
ed very  pretty. 

“Oh,  are  you  there?”  she  cried  out,  look- 
ingup  at  Stanham.  * * You  must  not  be  idle ; 
there  is  so  much  to  do.  I mean  you  to  help 
a great  deal.” 

Stanham  laughed,  and  came  up  nearer  to 
her.  “lam  ready  forwork,” he  said,  and 
looked  at  her  so  earnestly  that  Jean’s  eyes 
drooped.  “ I have  been  reading,”  he  add- 
ed. “I  am  not  sure  whether  it  is  not  I 
who  am  the  ghost.”  But  Jean  would  not 
discuss  it. 

‘ * Do  you  see  all  those  people  ?”  she  said, 
waving  her  hand  toward  the  crowded 
lawns.  “ They  are  waiting  for  their  first 
collation,  and  we  always  go  about  among 
them ; so  do  you  find  Bertie  Archer,  and 
he’ll  give  you  something  to  do.” 

V. 

Captain  Berthold  Archer  was  discovered 
near  one  of  the  tents,  in  his  tennis  suit, 
delivering  himself  to  Dolly  and  two  or 
three  others  on  the  subject  of  poor  for- 
eigners. 

“ Oh,  here  comes  Stanham !”  he  said,  in 
his  light  voice.  “He  is  a foreigner.  I don’t 
know  his  exact  needs,  but  he  can  tell  us 
just  what  the  average  non-native  feels  on 
such  an  occasion.” 

“He  feels,” said  Stanham,  “as  though 
tennis  wouldn’t  be  a bad  idea;  but  Lady 
Archer  declares  we  have  all  a great  deal  to 
do,  and  that  you  of  all  people  could  give 
me  work.” 

“These  people  expect  to  eat  first  and 
dance  next,  and  wander  around  and  make 
themselves  generally  at  home,”  said  Miss 
Blake.  “You  have  no  idea  how  they  enjoy 
that.” 

Stanham  had  had  his  game  of  tennis, 
and,  as  Bertie  said,  had  done  credit  to  the 
foreigners,  while  the  curious  medley  of 
people  were  enjoying  their  first  collation. 
When  the  tennis  party  came  back  to  the 


scene  of  festivities,  the  foreigners  were 
nearly  all  dancing,  offering  a charming 
picture,  as  good  in  movement  as  it  was  in 
color,  and  Stanham,  after  a moment,  saw 
Lady  Archer  on  one  of  the  terraces,  with  a 
group  of  her  own  friends,  looking  on,  with 
great  pleasure,  though  she  was  pale  and  a 
trifle  tired.  He  joined  them,  and  during 
the  introductions  he  recognized  the  major 
he  had  dined  with  a few  evenings  ago. 

‘ ‘ By-the-way , Lady  Archer,  how  do  you 
manage  your  invitations  for  this  unique 
affair  ?”  asked  Stanham. 

“ Oh,  it  is  in  the  hands  of  various  socie- 
ties,” she  answered.  “They  send  out  all 
the  people  they  know  to  be  honest  or 
worth  giving  the  treat  to.  One  can  have 
a fair  idea  of  how  many  of  the  organ- 
grinding young  women  are  genuine  for- 
eigners on  such  a day.” 

Then  Stanham  sauntered  off  toward 
the  conservatories.  Even  in  midsummer 
they  were  beautiful  as  ferns  and  fount- 
ains could  make  them.  At  Rose  Court 
one  door  from  the  long  drawing-room 
leads  into  the  first  fernery,  and  crossing 
the  terrace,  he  was  about  to  enter  that  way, 
when  his  steps  and  his  eyes  were  sudden- 
ly arrested.  Leaning  against  the  inner 
door,  her  face  half  shaded  by  the  palms, 
stood  a guest  he  had  not  seen — a tall,  su- 
X>erbly  handsome  woman,  who,  as  be  came 
into  the  room,  slowly  turned  her  eyes 
upon  him. 

It  was  Stanham  only  who  lost  his  self- 
possession.  Had  he  not  said  he  ought  not 
to  meet  her  again  ? but,  strangely  enough, 
mixed  with  the  tumult  of  feeling  was  a 
curious  sense  of  disgust. 

She  came  forward  slowly,  in  her  old 
persuasive  manner,  held  out  her  hand, 
and  smiled  in  a dazzling  fashion. 

“ My  dear  Paul,”  she  said,  as  though  a 
lifetime  of  perfidy  and  wretchedness  had 
not  divided  them,  “I  am  delighted  to 
meet  you.  I heard  you  were  in  London, 
but  had  no  idea  you  were  here.  Oh,  but 
of  course  you  knew  Miss  Carew.” 

Stanham  took  her  hand,  sat  down  be- 
side her,  and  in  some  way  talked.  It 
would  have  been  hard  to  say,  an  hour 
later,  what  passed  between  them.  Stan- 
ham felt  himself  indignant,  baffled,  tor- 
mented, but  Mrs.  Mountfort  maintained 
the  most  superior  calm,  revived  old  topics 
with  audacious  coolness,  praised  his  books, 
and  gently  teased  him  about  his  fame. 
Perhaps  he  would  have  been  better  satis- 
fied had  she  not  insisted  upon  talking  of 
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Jean  Carew;  still  better^  had  he  not  en- 
oountered  Dolly  Blake's  rather  contemptu- 
ous young  face  as  he  made  his  way  through 
the  fernery  and  out  on  the  lawn  again. 

The  fite  was  drawing  to  a close,  and  on 
the  steps  of  the  house  Dolly,  a pretty, 
straight  young  figure,  with  the  bloom  of 
youth  and  sweetness  on  her  face,  was 
standing  distributing  bouquets  to  the 
guests  as  they  slowly  filed  by,  uttering 
exclamations  of  thanks  and  admiration 
in  their  various  languages.  Stanham  felt 
moody  and  disheartened.  Even  the  un- 
usual charm  of  the  scene  could  not  arouse 
him,  and  as  the  last  were  passing  down 
the  slope  he  went  back  to  the  house,  where, 
in  the  dimness  of  the  hall,  he  found  Jean. 
She  was  looking  very  tired,  sitting  in  one 
of  the  great  hall  chairs,  her  hands  resting 
wearily  on  the  arms,  her  head  back  against 
the  crimson  cushions. 

Stanham  came  up  and  stood  a moment 
looking  down  gently  upon  the  pale  outline 
of  her  face.  She  turned  her  eyes  toward 
him  with  a little  smile. 

“I  hope  they  enjoyed  themselves,”  she 
said. 

“Where  did  you  meet  Kate  Mount- 
fort  ?”  he  asked,  sharply. 

“ Oh,  in  London— no,  at  Torquay.” 

He  paused.  “ Is  she  to  stay  here  ?” 

“Oh  dear  no;  her  husband  has  been 
ordered  at  once  to  some  baths  for  his 
health.” 

Nothing  more  was  said.  Stanham,  aft- 
er another  earnest  look  at  Jean's  averted 
face,  walked  away.  He  wanted  to  go  back 
to  the  little  book  she  had  given  him,  and 
as  there  was  an  hour  before  dinner,  he  de- 
termined to  devote  some  of  the  time  to  its  re- 
perusal.  He  began  to  speak  to  J ean  about 
it  after  dinner,  but  she  stopped  him  with 
a little  nervous  air  of  entreaty. 

“On  the  whole,”  she  said,  trying  to 
laugh,  “I  am  afraid  I ought  not  to  have 
shown  you  the  book  at  all.  Couldn't  you 
forget  all  about  it  ?” 

He  looked  at  her  in  smiling  wonder- 
ment. “No,”  he  answered;  “it  is  too 
charming  — the  frankest,  most  beautiful 
avowal  of  trust  and  love  and  hope  I ever 
read,  yet  quaint  and  fanciful  too.  Yes, 
he  would  know  she  had  cared  for  him,  and 
he  ought  to  be  thankful  for  it.” 

A lovely  rush  of  color  came  into  her 
cheeks.  “Oh,  how  can  you  think  so?” 
she  exclaimed.  Then  she  added,  “She 
thought,  you  see,  that  she  had  done  him 
an  injustice.” 


VL 

If  Lady  Archer  had  been  called  upon 
to  characterize  Stanham's  frame  of  mind 
during  the  few  days  which  followed,  she 
would  have  said  it  indicated  profound  sat- 
isfaction. Had  not  her  own  soul  been  so 
disquieted,  she  would  have  been  amused 
by  the  way  in  which  he  appropriated  her 
on  all  occasions,  sitting  or  standing  near 
her,  talking  to  her  with  the  gentle  air  of 
authority  an  unengaged  though  half-ac- 
knowledged lover  may  use.  But,  in  fact, 
she  felt  herself  a girl  again,  with  pulses 
too  quick,  a heart  too  full  of  pain  and  joy 
together,  to  be  critical.  She  was  only  con- 
scious that  her  life  was  widening.  The 
stream  which  had  been  flowing  so  stead- 
ily, though  checked  or  turned  aside  by 
duty,  was  reaching  at  last  the  wide  ocean 
of  content. 

The  party  at  the  Court  was  reduced  to 
Mrs.  Lee,  Dolly,  and  herself,  and  they  all 
rallied  Stanham  on  his  having  only  wo- 
men to  talk  to ; but  in  fact  he  rarely  ad- 
dressed many  words  to  any  one  but  Jean, 
and  they  spoke  to  each  other  with  that  tone 
which  people  use  when  each  knows  that 
too  many  words  may  bring  about  a change 
in  the  whole  condition  of  things.  When 
she  said,  “Mr,  Stanham,  do  you  care  for 
tennis  f ” and  he  answered  only  an  ordinary 
“ Yes,”  a certain  thrill  seemed  to  be  in  the 
air;  and  once,  when  he  quoted  a verse  to 
her  apropos  of  some  of  Dolly's  fun,  the 
whole  room  seemed  to  Jean  to  be  full  of 
his  voice  and  words,  and  in  his  eyes  was 
something  Jean  read  with  a faltering  of 
her  own. 

It  would  have  been  obvious  to  either  a 
cynic  or  a sage  that  this  state  of  things 
could  not  go  on  much  longer,  and  indeed 
Stanham  began  to  feel  uncomfortable  over 
it  himself.  He  wanted  a fitting  opportu- 
nity to  speak  plainly  to  her,  and  at  last 
the  moment  came.  Jean  had  been  show- 
ing him  over  the  disused  portion  of  the 
house,  and  they  were  lingering  in  a gal- 
lery above  the  old  banqueting  hall,  Jean 
desiring  him,  if  possible,  to  imagine  him- 
self a musician  of  olden  time. 

“ But  I feel  so  intensely  of  the  present,” 
he  answered,  leaning  on  the  b^cony  so 
as  to  bring  his  face  around  nearer  hers. 
She  was  looking  down  at  the  gloomy  place 
below,  and  said  nothing.  “At  least,” he 
continued,  “of  my  own  present — my  own 
life — of  our  lives.  Jean,  you  must  know 
what  I have  to  say.  It  is  not  as  it  used 
to  be;  I am  not  the  miserably  poor,  ob- 
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scare  wretch  I was.  But  it  seems  to  me 
as  if  I always  loved  you,  even  then.  J ean, 
listen,  dear.” 

“lam  listening,”  she  said,  in  a very  low 
tone. 

“I  love  you  so  dearly  now,”  he  went 
on,  eagerly,  “that  I ask  you  to  be  my 
wife.  Jean”— he  put  out  his  hand,  try- 
ing to  reach  hers,  but  she  drew  back,  and 
faced  him  with  the  most  wonderful  and 
tender  look  he  had  ever  seen  on  any  wo- 
man's face.  She  was  trembling  violently. 
“Will  you  notcome  to  me,  Jean  ?”  he  said, 
coming  close  to  her,  and  looking  at  her 
face  with  all  the  love  he  felt  coloring  his 
own. 

“Yes,”  Jean  said,  simply. 

It  seemed  so  strange,  and  yet  so  natu- 
ral ; but  Stanham,  for  all  his  coolness,  was 
now  the  bewildered  one.  He  took  her  in 
his  arms;  and  then  Jean  drew  back,  and 
said, in  a distressed  tone:  “Are  you  sure 
you  know  me  nowf  You  didn’t  once, 
you  know.” 

He  laughed  joyously.  ‘ ‘ No,  but  I know 
now  what  you  were  even  then.” 

Jean  used  to  say  that  not  all  a lifetime 
here,  an  eternity  beyond,  could  make  her 
forget  the  happiness  of  that- day.  They 
concluded  to  say  nothing  for  the  time  to 
the  others,  as  Stanham  was  to  leave  that 
evening.  They  went  out  and  paced  up 
and  down  the  yew  walk,  where  Jean  told 
him  how  many  lonely  hours  had  been 
passed  in  the  years  of  her  married  life  and 
her  widowhood,  and  the  usual  duskiness 
of  the  place  seemed  strangely  lightened. 
At  the  end  of  the  walk  a statue  of  some 
laughing  god  was  set  above  the  broken 
basin  of  an  old  fountain,  and  Jean  sat 
down  upon  the  rim,  looking  up  at  her 
lover  while  he  talked.  She  was  feverishly 
eager  to  ask  him  questions,  and  Stanham 
was  fluent  enough  even  to  please  so  exact- 
ing a lady-love.  Not  one  trifle  in  his  past 
seemed  unimportant  to  her.  She  held  his 
hands  while  he  told  her  of  varied  things, 
and  watched  every  movement  of  his  face. 

Perhaps  she  thought  one  such  day 
ought  to  be  enough  to  demand  of  life; 
but  no;  there  would  be  many  more,  each 
brighter,  each  rounder;  and  even  death 
could  not  take  the  soul  of  such  a joy  from 
either  of  them. 

Stanham  laughingly  told  her  she  was 
very  still. 

“But  I was  never  very  talkative,”  she 
said,  looking  up  at  him  with  a smile. 
‘ ‘ That  is  why  you  never  understood  me. 


I suppose.  Oh,  my  dear,”  she  added,  sud- 
denly, with  a frightened  look,  “don’t  ever 
grow  cold  or  careless  of  me ! Remember 
I am  not  like  you.  I must  know  all  the 
time  that  you  are  loving  me  and  wanting 
me  near  you.” 

For  answer  he  stooped  down  and  kissed 
her  lips  very  reverently.  “Am  I likely 
to  forget  thaty  my  darling  ?”  he  said. 

It  seemed  to  her  as  though  she  must 
tell  him  of  all  she  had  been  doing  or  car- 
ing for  in  those  divided  years.  Yet  words 
would  not  come.  In  the  library,  where 
they  lingered  before  dinner,  she  brought 
him  some  of  her  favorite  books  of  poetry, 
and  showed  him  marked  places  here  and 
there. 

“ I was  thinking  and  wondering  about 
you  when  I read  those,”  she  said,  stand- 
ing near  to  him,  while  he  held  the  open 
book  with  a smile.  “Do  you  care  ?”  she 
added,  jealously. 

He  laughed,  and  read  aloud  one  of  the 
verses: 

“‘Never  any  more  while  I live 
Need  I hope  to  Bee  his  face 
As  before ; 

Once  his  love  grown  chill, 

Mine  may  strive; 

Bitterly  we  re-embrace — 

Single  still.* 

“I  hope  I didn’t  always  inspire  such 
melancholy  reflections,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  but  I fancy  women  are  different 
from  men,”  she  answered. 

“ More  sentimental  ?” 

“I  don’t  call  it  that.  Could  you  read 
aloud  a little  bit  to  me  ?” 

He  read  a verse  or  two,  and  then  laid 
the  book  aside. 

“ Come  here,”  he  said,  and  put  his  arm 
about  her.  “I  believe  I care  more  for 
you  than  your  books,”  he  said,  smiling 
down  into  her  eyes. 

“Oh,  but  they  have  been  my  life,”  she 
answered,  laying  one  of  her  hands  gently 
on  his  cheek.  “Don’t  you  see,  I want 
you  to  care  about  all  I have  cared  for,  and 
to  go  on  caring,  just  because  it  is  me.” 

She  moved  away  a very  little,  but  came 
back  presently  and  put  one  of  her  hands 
upon  his  arm.  “ But  supposing— suppos- 
ing I should  seem  exacting,  and  unlike 
the  other  women  you  have  known,  you 
will  not  cease  to  care  to  tiy  and  please 
me  ?” 

He  could  only  look  at  her  tenderly  and 
smile. 

* ‘ Oh,  my  love,”  she  said,  almost  wildly, 
and  now  for  the  first  time  of  herself  she 
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put  her  arms  closely  about  his  neck  and 
laid  her  face  upon  his  breast,  I am  more 
afraid  of  myself  than  of  you ! It  is  ter- 
rible, I think,  to  love  any  one  as  1 do  you 
—terrible  to  have  for  years  had  but  one 
ideal  of  what  love  could  be,  because,  don’t 
you  see,  I shall  be  so  fearful  of  losing  it 
that  I shall  exact  so  much ; and  then,  per- 
haps, after  all,  it  will  elude  me.  You 
must  Iceep  me,  dear,”  she  added,  with  a sob. 

“Jean,”  he  said,  as  gently  as  possible. 
“This  is  very  morbid,  dear.” 

“But  don’t  you  see,  dear  love,”  she 
went  on,  still  clinging  to  him  like  a fright- 
ened child,  “all  that  journal  I gave  you 
to  read  I wrote  myself  to  you  yes.” 

He  drew  back  suddenly,  and  looked  at 
her  joyously.  A long  time  afterward 
Jean  recalled  this  look:  it  came  back 
strangely  enough  to  her. 

“Is  it  possible?”  he  said.  “Oh,  my 
child,  I am  very  glad  of  this.” 

They  stood  near  to  each  other  a mo- 
ment, and  then  went  away,  each  feeling 
the  solemnity  of  what  had  come  between 
them.  Atdinner  Jean  wore  her  white  gown 
and  yellow  roses, and  it  seemed  enough  for 
her  that  Paul  was  there.  She  looked  at  him 
furtively  from  time  to  time,  but  scarcely 
dared  to  speak.  Indeed,  her  hands  trem- 
bled and  her  voice  was  shy,  and  had  a 
strange  cadence  in  it  that  was  like  some 
child’s  suddenly  touched  with  a woman’s 
meaning. 

Stanham’s  last  memory  of  Jean  on  that 
evening  was  at  the  piano  singing,  and  this 
time  it  was  not  “ Mary  Morrison,”  but  a lit- 
tle ballad  just  then  in  vogue.  The  words 
as  well  as  the  look  of  her  eyes  haunted 
Stanham  long  after  the  house  was  still. 

“ In  the  gloaming,  0,  my  darling. 

Think  not  bitterly  of  roe.’* 

VII. 

Jean  thought  it  on  the  whole  a good 
thing  that  Stanham  went  to  town  that 
evening.  The  next  day’s  quiet — it  seemed 
solitude  without  him— helped  her  to  calmer 
investigation  of  the  past  and  future.  Her 
conclusions  were  all  joyous  ones.  In- 
deed, as  she  later  said  to  Dolly,  everything 
those  days  seemed  to  shine  with  a strange 
and  wonderful  light.  At  last,  at  last,  he 
knew  and  understood  her!  That  baseless 
marriage,  all  the  miserable  years  of  her  life, 
seemed  blotted  out  in  this  new-found  tremu- 
lous happiness.  It  was  tremulous  because 
with  Jean  Archer,  just  as  with  J ean  Carew, 
all  her  moat  tangible  joys  had  a touch  of 


wistful  doubtasto  their  reality  about  them. 
She  had  longed  to  make  Stanham  under- 
stand this  that  he  might  strengthen  her 
by  word  and  deed  wholly,  spontaneously 
his  own,  just  as  she  longed  with  passiom 
ate  eagerness  to  make  him  take  a part  in 
all  that  was  her  life,  and  give  her  a part 
in  his. 

I do  not  think  Jean  was  selfish  in  this; 
rather  was  it  the  woman’s  craving  for 
having  all  that  she  was  giving  and  feel- 
ing and  desiring  understood  by  the  one 
man  she  had  ever  loved.  Yet  in  the 
midst  of  those  joyous  heart-throbs  came 
ever  the  question,  Was  his  love  real — 
would  it  be  abiding  ? 

It  rained  in  the  afternoon,  and  while 
Dolly  worked  before  the  semblance  of  a 
wood  fire  in  the  hall,  Jean  paced  slowly 
up  and  down  after  a fashion  she  had,  her 
hands  clasped  behind  her  neck,  her  head 
a little  raised,  so  that  when  Dolly  looked 
she  could  see  the  uplifted  eyes  and  the 
tender  mouth  just  touched  by  a smile. 

Jean  meant  to  tell  Dolly  and  her  aunt 
and  Captain  Archer  of  her  engagement  by- 
and-by — to-morrow  probably.  Just  now 
there  was  a certain  luxury  in  possessing 
it  alone,  or  sharing  it,  a divine  sort  of  se- 
cret, with  Paul.  To  Dolly’s  untroubled 
eyes  her  cousin  was  only  in  one  of  the  ex- 
alted moods  she  had  seen  her  in  before, 
and  she  enjoyed  watching  her  now  and 
then. 

Little  Dolly  had  keen  artistic  percep- 
tions, and  the  moving  figure  in  dark  dra- 
pery up  and  down  the  old  hall,  the  brown 
hair  and  pale,  lovely  face,  even  the  warm 
white  of  the  clasped  hands,  moved  the 
younger  girl’s  fancy. 

There  was  certainly  something  about 
Lady  Archer  quite  unlike  other  people, 
thought  Dolly — a certain  graciousness  of 
womanhood,  yet  a youth  that  was  almost 
child-like — something  which  inclined  Dol- 
ly at  one  moment  to  lean  on  her  for  moral 
support,  again  to  smile  at  her  for  some 
foolish  doubt  or  fancy.  But  mingling 
with  all  and  through  all  was  a love  and 
admiration  which  knew  no  bounds.  Jean 
could  only  be  Jean.  And  without  any  of 
the  sentiment  which  he  felt  for  honest, 
lovely  Dolly,  Captain  Archer  shared  the 
same  feeling.  The  love  and  loyalty  of 
these  two  young  people  had  help^  I^y 
Archer  through  many  lonely  hours. 

Dolly,”  said  Jean,  suddenly,  “I  be- 
lieve it  has  stopped  raining.  Iiet  us  go 
for  a ride.” 
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Dolly  put  her  work  down  willingly 
enough.  It  was  but  a short  time  before 
they  were  out  on  the  terrace,  where  quite 
a cool  wind  was  blowing  after  the  rain. 
The  two  young  women  were  accustomed 
to  enjoying  rides  together,  with  Jones, 
the  groom,  in  attendance,  and  they  started 
off  up  the  hilly  road,  down  finally  on  to  a 
level  stretch  whence  the  Thames  came  in 
view,  and  where  to  the  right  stretched  a 
peaceful  country  full  of  rain-washed  sum- 
mer greens.  Jean  had  some  brief  cottage 
visiting  to  do.  Even  in  this  her  thoughts 
took  flight  to  Paul  in  London.  How  she 
should  enjoy  telling  him  of  the  clean  lit- 
tle kitchen  in  which  she  sat  talking  to 
Widow  Green,  the  latticed  window,  the 
bit  of  garden  visible  through  the  open 
door  I Oh,  the  luxury  of  feeling  she  could 
give  him  word  of  her  daily  life,  of  her  oc- 
cupations, her  ideas  I for  even  this  com- 
monplace moment  was  tinged  with  a cer- 
tain glamour  because  he  would  care  to 
hear  of  it.  She  came  out  of  the  cottage 
and  stood  a moment,  leaning  one  hand 
against  the  side  of  the  door,  and  looking 
up  at  the  blue  sky  with  a happy  light  in 
her  eyes. 

‘ ‘ What  is  the  matter,  Jean  ?”  Dolly  said, 
from  her  gray  horse.  “You  look — well, 
transfigured.” 

^ * 1 am,  ” laughed  Jean ; and  as  they  rode 
on,  she  said,  gravely,  “ Dolly,  do  you  sup- 
pose that  people  are  ever  too  glad— over 
some  surprise,  for  instance.” 

“No,”  said  Dolly,  in  her  wholesome 
way,  “ or  rather  they  ought  not  to  be.  I 
think  too  imaginative  a temperament  is  a 
bad  thing.  By-the-way,  Jean,  I must  tell 
you  something.  It  is  about  that  odious 
Mrs.  Mountfort.” 

“Yes,”  Jean  said, placidly. 

They  were  riding  along  a pretty  lane 
on  their  homeward  way.  It  was  nearly 
dark ; the  colors  of  the  heath  seemed  all 
about  them,  purpling  the  hollows,  fling- 
ing deep  shadows  across  the  green ; but  the 
evening  lights  were  beautiful ; a great  trail 
of  opal  color  rested  on  the  bosom  of  the  sky. 

“Yes,”  Jean  said,  her  face,  turned  to- 
ward blooming  Dolly,  caught  some  of  the 
twilight  tone. 

“Well,  perhaps  you’ll  think  it  odd,  but 
the  day  of  the  fUe  I was  in  the  fernery, 
and  as  I was  coming  out  1 was  suddenly 
stopped  by  hearing  voices  in  the  small 
drawing-room.  I heard  your  name,  and 
you  know  how  anything  like  that  startles 
one.  I heard  Mrs.  Mountfort  say,  sneer- 


‘ Ot  course  every  one  knew  Jean 
Carew  was  in  love  with  you;  I suppose 
you’ll  feel  bound  to  offer  yourself  now  ?’  ” 

“ What  I”  Jean  spoke  with  a little  gasp. 

* ‘ Yes,  ” said  unconscious  Dolly ; ‘ * and 
Mr.  Stanham— it  was  he  who  was  with  her 
— answered,  ‘ I intend  to  ask  her  to  be  my 
wife.’  I was  so  angry,  Jean.” 

“Yes.”  Jean  spoke  in  a low  tone,  out 
of  which  something  seemed  to  have  gone 
forever.  “Yes,  it  was  very  insolent  of 
her,  I am  sure.  Mr.  Stanham,  you  said, 
Dolly?” 

“Oh,  it  was  he.  I saw  him  leaving 
her.” 

Jean  made  no  answer.  Afterward  she 
wondered  how  she  had  contrived  to  keep 
her  face,  even  in  the  dusk,  from  betraying 
her  secret.  This,  then,  added  to  the  jour- 
nal she  had  kept  in  so  loving  a fashion — 
this  is  what  had  brought  him  to  her]  All 
of  poor  Jean’s  doubtful  fancies  seemed  to 
gain  force.  They  concentrated  in  one  wild 
longing  to  tell  him  he  had  hiunbled  her 
and  he  was  free. 

They  rode  home  in  silence.  Jean  lin- 
gered a moment  in  the  hall.  Her  limbs 
seemed  to  be  giving  way  beneath  her,  but 
she  crept  up  the  stairs  wearily  to  the  room 
where  she  had  been  so  happy  only  a short 
time  before.  Once  there,  she  sat  down  be- 
fore her  desk,  and  wrote,  with  trembling 
hands,  as  follows: 

“Dear  Friend,— I think  I ought  not 
to  have  been  so  hasty  in  my  decision.  We 
had  better  wait,  and  you  must  try  ai^d 
know  me  a little  better.  I do  not  take 
back  what  I said.  I do  love  you,  and  I 
need  you.  If  you  have  thought  that  I 
came  to  you  too  quickly,  remember  it  was 
because  I thought  in  the  old  days  I ought 
to  have  shown  you  my  heart  when  I fan- 
cied I saw  yours.  I think  a woman  owes 
this  to  a man  as  much  as  he  owes  it  to  her. 
So  sacred  a thing  as  love  should  be  more 
equal  than  it  is  shown  to  be,  I think,  and 
so  I felt  no  shame  in  answering  you  frank- 
ly as  you  asked  me.  But  I have  been 
thinking  since  that  we  must  wait.  In  six 
months  let  us  speak  of  it  again.  GK)d  bless 
you,  dear  friend  I Yours,  J.  A.” 

She  wrote,  as  she  would  have  spoken, 
rapidly  and  impulsively,  and  sent  him  the 
letter  at  once.  Stanham,  as  it  happens, 
had  begun  to  grow  impatient  waiting  for 
a promised  word  from  her,  and  this  letter 
reached  him  early  in  the  next  day. 
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At  first  he  smiled  on  reading  it;  then 
his  face  grew  darker.  Whatever  spirit  of 
resentment  was  in  the  man  rose  up,  shut- 
ting out  all  sense  of  sympathy  with  the 
lonely,  troubled,  proud  woman  who  loved 
him,  and  even  then  was  longing  for  some 
re-assuring  word  from  him.  He  too  could 
have  his  moments  of  impulse,  but  they 
were  bitterer  than  hers.  He  wrote  brief- 
ly; his  words  cut  Jean  like  a knife. 

“As  you  like,”  he  said.  “I  do  not  be- 
lieve you  ever  really  cared  for  me,  but  I 
will  try  and  think  the  best  of  your  ca- 
price.” 

vra. 

Six  months  may  or  may  not,  I suppose, 
represent  half  a lifetime.  If  people  are 
given  to  counting  time  by  heart-throbs, 
that  period  may  cover  all  the  agonies  or 
joys  known  to  human  nature,  and,  as  we 
all  know,  such  a lapse  of  time  may  go  for 
nothing.  To  Stanham  the  time  went  cu- 
riously swiftly  considering  that  he  had 
never  been  so  oppressed  by  a sense  of  dis- 
appointment in  life.  But  he  was  a man 
who  occupied  himself  frequently  with  his 
own  moods,  and  in  reality  loving  Lady 
Archer  with  all  the  ardor  of  which  he  was 
capable,  he  indulged  his  resentment  so  far 
as  to  forget  her  share  of  the  sadness  of 
this  cruel,  tormenting  period.  He  was  so 
profoundly  conscious  that  that  one  con- 
versation with  Mrs.  Mountfort  at  Rose 
Court  had  ended  as  in  thin  air  all  her  iii- 
fiuence  over  him  that  he  dismissed  her 
completely  from  his  mind,  actually  into 
the  unknown,  not  at  all  into  the  strange, 
pulsating,  semi  - resentful  chaos  where 
Jean's  tender  face  and  voice,  the  sweet- 
ness and  purity  of  her  love,  hovered.  A 
long  time  afterward  he  tried  to  fashion 
something  like  a whole  out  of  the  frag- 
mentary recollections  of  this  period ; but 
when  he  came  to  look  back  everything 
seemed  to  have  been  a sort  of  uneasy 
dream.  He  knew  that  a time  was  fixed, 
yet  in  the  most  singular  mood  he  allowed 
an  extra  month  to  elapse  before  he  wrote 
to  her  reminding  her  that  the  time  of  pro- 
bation was  over.  His  letter,  loving  and 
tender  in  many  ways,  yet  expressed  no 
regrets  over  the  lost  time;  no  word  of 
sympathy  for  what  might  have  been  her 
feelings  in  altering  her  decision.  He  was 
still  resentful  or  depressed  when  he  was 
not  dreamily  oblivious  of  all  that  made 
life  emotional  or  complex. 

He  had  determined  not  to  go  to  Rose 
Court  until  her  answer  came,  but  three 


weeks  elapsed  before  one  word  from  Jean 
reached  him.  Then  the  letter  was  a thin 
one  with  a foreign  stamp.  It  was  a quiet- 
ly worded  and,  had  he  read  it  aright,  mel- 
ancholy good-by. 

Stanham  told  himself  he  had  been  a fool 
twice  over.  He  laughed  aloud  grimly  at 
the  perversity  of  life.  Was  he  to  be  trick- 
ed with  by  fate,  circumstances,  and  wo- 
men ? He  resolved  to  shut  out  everything 
that  had  been,  and  forget  everything  but 
himself,  for  in  it  all  his  heart  cries  were 
passionately  for  his  own  sufferings. 

His  moodiness  led  him  for  a two  years’ 
sojourn  in  places  rarely  trodden.  What- 
ever was  new  interested  and  awakened 
him  for  the  time  being;  but  he  came  back 
to  Paris  one  dismal  October,  feeling  jaded 
and  more  than  ever  disheartened  by  the 
cruelty  of  his  lot.  In  all  this  time  he 
had  told  his  melancholy  story  to  no  one, 
yet  when  he  tried  to  force  himself  to  be- 
lieve that  those  happy  days  at  Rose  Court 
were  idle  dreams,  he  longed  to  speak  aloud 
some  of  the  passionate,  mournful  longings 
that  oppressed  him  for  one  sight  of  Jean’s 
sweet  face,  one  touch  of  her  little  hand, 
resting  ever  so  slightly  within  his  own. 
There  was  but  one  person  to  whom  he 
would  have  told  anything  of  this;  that 
was  his  sister-in-law,  Mrs.  Stanham,  and 
the  fact  that  she  was  in  Paris  lent  his 
steps  something  like  cheerful  alacrity  on 
his  way  to  the  gay  city. 

Mrs.  Stanliam  was  delighted  to  see  him. 
She  had  an  apartment  in  the  Rue  Rivoli, 
and  chanced  to  be  alone  the  first  evening 
Stanham  called.  She  detected  his  mood 
at  once,  saw  that  he  had  been  through 
some  crisis,  and  so  at  once  questioned  him 
with  the  frankness  of  their  long-enduring 
friendship. 

Stanham  told  his  story.  He  said  no- 
thing to  make  his  past  in  any  way  better 
than  it  had  been,  and  his  sister  listened 
with  a growing  gleam  of  understanding 
in  her  face. 

“Oh,  Pauli”  she  exclaimed,  when  he 
had  finished,  “why  didn’t  you  come  to  me 
before  ?” 

“My  dear  Lydia,”  he  answered,  “ what 
could  you  have  done  ? Lady  Archer  end- 
ed it  all  for  herself.” 

“You  are  idiotic !”  Mrs.  Stanham  walk- 
ed about  the  room  impatiently  a moment 
before  she  returned,  facing  Paul  on  the 
hearth-rug.  “Why,  don’t  you  see  what 
it  all  meant  ? She  was  a woman,  a pecul- 
iar, proud,  sensitive  woman,  and  having 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Original  from 

UNIVERSITY  OF  MICHIGAN 


966 


HARPER’S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


so  plainly  shown  her  love,  she  naturally 
began  to  think  that  she  ought  to  test  you, 
and,  according  to  your  own  account,  you 
did  nothing  all  that  time  of  waiting  to 
show  her  you  were  once  thinking  of  her.” 

“ But  she  knew  I loved  her.”  He  spoke 
half  angrily,  half  dejectedly. 

“Ah,  but  she  did  not  know — women  do 
not  know  that  always — and  do  you  not 
see,  just  in  her  case,  if  you  really  cared  to 
win  her,  you  should  have  followed  her 
life  in  all  its  variations,  and  told  her  yours  ? 
Do  you  know,  Paul,  that  we  are  strange- 
ly organized  creatures?  We  ‘give  and 
give,  and  still  have  more  to  give,’  but  in 
our  hearts  there  is  always  that  hunger  to 
have  our  gifts  taken  and  prized  and  made 
much  of.” 

Lydia  Stanham  spoke  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  and  Paul  looked  down  wonderingly 
upon  her. 

“Such  a woman,”  she  went  on,  hur- 
riedly, “needed  to  have  this  great  love  of 
hers  cherished  and  cared  for  and  tended 
and  helped.  Ah  1 you  do  not  know  what 
a woman  is.” 

Was  it  the  long  time  during  which  he 
had  been  absent  from  all  association  with 
Jean  ? was  it  Mrs.  Stanham’s  forcible  wo- 
manly reasoning  ? Paul  could  not  tell ; 
but  something  like  a spasm  of  new  intel- 
ligence rose  within  him. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  in  a low  voice;  “she 
loved  me.  What  can  I do  ? Tell  me.” 

“Go  to  her,”  the  other  said,  quickly. 
“Go  tell  her  you  feel  you  left  her  too 
much  to  herself.  Tell  her  all  you  can 
think  of  about  your  love  for  her  and  your 
loneliness.  Oh,  Paul,  do  not  delay  I” 

IX. 

To  Stanham  the  first  shock  was  that  he 
had  been  in  the  wrong;  and  then  came  a 
revolution  of  feeling  wherein  he  saw  all 
his  actions  distorted,  and  out  of  this  an 
impression  that  all  along  Jean  Carew  had 
been  nobler  than  himself — nobler  even 
when  she  wrote  him  that  word  of  good- 
by.  It  is  not  possible  to  calculate  the 
motive  or  origin  of  such  supreme  sensa- 
tions. Thera  was  not,  be  it  said,  finally, 
to  his  credit,  one  tinge  of  pique  in  his 
feeling — perhaps  a very  abstract  analysis 
would  show  it  the  effect  of  circumstances, 
with  her  strong  and  brave  affection  more 
of  a background  tlian  he  had  known;  at 
all  events,  it  seemed  to  him  that  not  alone 
had  he  awakened  from  a lethargy,  but  he 
had  at  his  command  all  the  exhilaration 


of  a new  sense  of  being,  in  which  it  seem- 
ed to  him  he  saw  things  so  clearly  and  so 
tensely  that  miles,  time,  the  circumfer- 
ence of  the  earth,  counted  as  nothing. 

Stanham,  who  had  dallied  with  every- 
thing emotional,  spiritual,  or  artistic, 
knowing  their  worth,  and  in  truth  believ- 
ing in  the  reverential  part  of  life,  felt  now 
suddenly  that  he  confronted  both  his  past 
and  present,  and  knew  himself  not  alone 
to  be  what  he  had  been  and  was,  but  what 
he  might  be. 

The  intangible  cloudy  part  seemed  to 
fall  away ; what  was  shown  him  was  not 
so  much  the  enthusiasm  of  life  as  it  was 
its  elixir,  and  he  felt  that  the  means  of 
keeping  all  this  for  himself,  and  of  per- 
fecting it  for  still  higher  purposes,  lay  in 
winning  Jean  back  to  him. 

That  there  was  an  underlying  selfish- 
ness can  not  be  doubted,  else  why  had  he 
once  but  half  loved  her  unavowedly,  whol- 
ly acknowledged  a real  love,  finally  al- 
lowed her  to  drift  away,  and  at  last  reach- 
ed a joyous  sense  that  she,  and  she  only, 
could  fill  his  life  ? Pathetic  though  it 
may  be,  there  are  these  strange  elements 
in  human  nature. 

Jean,  always  finer  and  of  nobler  grain 
than  he,  yet  had  loved  him  always,  and 
could  make  of  him  what  he  could  not  be 
without  her,  yet  she  would  round  her  own 
life  with  supreme  content,  because  he  was 
its  cirale. 

Stanham  was  impatient  of  everything 
in  his  journey  to  England.  On  the  ves- 
sel between  Calais  and  Dover  he  paced  the 
deck,  irritated  that  he  could  not  be  there 
alone  with  his  new  and  strongly  felt  anx-^ 
ieties;  and  as  he  was  landing  he  was  so 
unconscious  of  individuals  that  he  stum- 
bled up  against  some  one  in  the  mist,  apol- 
ogized, and  looked  him  earnestly  in  the 
face  before  he  recognized  Captain  Archer, 
and  then,  with  a strange  start,  a feeling 
as  though  the  past  had  mingled  itself  with 
some  possible  future,  he  saw  Dolly,  and  at 
the  same  time  Jean,  her  very  self. 

“It  is  Paul,”  said  Jean,  her  voice  faint 
but  clear. 

Dolly  and  her  husband.  Captain  Arch- 
er, turned  wondering  glances  on  the  tall 
figure  half  hidden  in  the  mist. 

Jean  had  not  moved  her  gaze,  nor  had 
Stanham  turned  his  for  an  instant  away, 
and,  by  a common  impulse,  their  hands 
met,  put  out  gropingly  in  the  dusk,  yet 
laid  together  as  though  all  things  that  had 
meant  separation  had  vanished  forever. 
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A long  time  afterward  Jean  Stanham 
tried  to  analyze  the  impulses  of  that  strange, 
decisive  hour.  Paul  insisted  they  had 
come  out  of  an  inevitable  drawing  toward 
each  other;  that,  together  or  apart,  each 
life  had  been  so  mingled  with  the  other 
that  in  this  unexpected  moment  of  re- 
union doubts  vanished.  The  end  they 
had  both  been  waiting  for  and  needing 
was  prefigured  in  that  involuntary  touch, 
which  seemed  to  be  far  more  than  words. 
But  perhaps  it  was  because  Jean,  swift  to 
see  all  that  meant  his  best  and  truest,  read 
no  doubt  or  vacillation  in  his  face.  Those 
two  years  had  brought  him  to  the  point 
wherein  she  could  feel  that  once  and  for- 
ever she  might  lay  her  heart  in  his  keeping. 

Sometimes,  months  later,  when  they 
had  talked  of  it,  Stanham  would  say,  “But 
why  did  you  write  that  good-by  to  me  ?” 

And  her  answer  could  but  be  the  same : 
“Because  you  had  driven  me  to  think 
that  no  understanding  that  was  worth 


what  I had  to  give  could  arise  between 
us.” 

Yet  at  this  dayBtanham  is  entirely  con- 
tent. Jean  has  told  him  of  that  ride 
when  Dolly  spoke  of  Mrs.  Mountfort’s 
taunt,  and  all  that  it  led  to.  Pe^'haps  the 
clearest  evidence  that  between  these  two 
a final  understanding  rests  is  their  entire 
indifference  as  to  what  part  of  the  earth’s 
surface  they  may  call  their  own.  Dolly 
and  Captain  Archer  are  virtually  owners 
of  Rose  Court,  to  which  the  Stanhams  go 
when  it  suits  them,  but  Jean  is  happiest 
when  she  is  leading  the  life  of  book  and 
fancy  and  wandering  which  suits  her  hus- 
band, and  he  has  already  ceased  to  won- 
der that  his  spirit  of  introspection  and 
restlessness  has  vanished. 

Work  he  has,  and  can  do  heartily  and 
well,  but  when  be  is  given  to  questioning 
himself  in  the  old  perplexing  fashion,  he 
looks  at  Jean,  and  in  her  eyes  reads  per- 
fect peace. 


(EMtaffi  (Biibi]  Cljiiir. 


IN  bis  speech  at  the  dinner  of  the  Brown 
Univei‘sity  Club  in  New  York,  Professor 
Lincoln  said  that  when  he  opened  his  paper 
recently  and  read  the  head-line,  Battle  of  the 
Presidents,'^  his  mind  misgave  him  as  to  some 
encounter  between  the  retiring  and  entering 
occupant  of  the  White  House,  and  he  was 
much  relieved  to  discover  that  the  battle  was 
but  a debate  between  the  Presidents  of  Har- 
vard and  Princeton  upon  the  changes  in  the 
college  curriculum.  It  is  an  interesting  and 
strenuous  debate,  for  nowhere  is  the  conserva- 
tism which  consists  in  changelessness  more 
tenacious  than  it  has  been  in  the  college.  Yet 
the  curriculum  has  been  always  gradually 
modihed,  and  the  most  rigid  traditions  have 
surely  yielded. 

The  late  report  to  the  Harvard  overaeers 
upon  the  use  of  the  English  instead  of  the 
Latin  language  in  the  oUl  triennial — now  the 
quinquennial — catalogue  happily  illustrates 
this  progress.  The  Latinizing  of  modem 
names  is  always  hulicrous.  But  at  a time 
when  Latin  mia  the  universal  language  of  the 
college  and  of  scholars,  and  students  were  ad- 
dressed in  some  Latin  form,  it  was  natural 
that  their  names  should  be  recorded  in  the 
same  form.  As  the  practice  changed,  how- 
ever, the  form  inevitably  became  obsolete  and 
absurd.  When  Latin  for  academic  purposes 
was  a living  language,  the  name  of  the  stu- 
dent might  be  properly  recorded  as  Joannes 
Jonesius.  But  the  tradition  was  not  inflexible. 
As  times  changed,  and  the  language  for  such 
purposes  became  moribund,  the  name  was 


half  emancipated,  os  Joannes  Jones.  The 
Latin  language  for  such  purposes  is  now  dead. 
It  is  an  incumbrance  and  an  obscurity.  Why 
should  not  the  chick  which  has  half  broken 
the  shell  now  emerge  fully  ? Why  should  not 
the  name  which  now  suffers  a half-eclipse 
shine  out  completely  in  the  catalogue,  as  in 
the  Directory,  simple  and  intelligible,  John 
Jones  ? 

The  “ new  learning”  is  always  leavening  the 
college.  The  “revival  of  learning”  w’as  os 
zealously  derided  and  opposed  as  the  new 
curriculum  is  denounced  now.  Tlic  revival 
was  the  substitution  of  Greek  and  Roman  au- 
thors, of  Plato  and  the  poets,  for  the  theology 
and  logic  of  the  school-mcn.  Erasmus  and 
Colot  and  Sir  Thomas  More  introduced  it  at 
Oxford.  It  was  a part  of  the  general  move- 
ment of  intellectual  emancipation,  the  reform 
impulse  which  is  known  as  the  Reformation. 
Yet  the  old  scholastic  dialectics  were  held  to 
be  the  true  mental  gymnasium.  The  mind,  it 
was  thought,  could  best  be  trained  u|>on  them, 
and  the  reformers  then  heard  much  the  same 
arguments  that  they  hear  now. 

The  new  movement  of  to-day,  however,  is 
often  singularly  misconceived.  It  is  not  an 
attack  upon  the  classical  language  and  litera- 
ture. It  is  not  a denial  either  of  the  value  of 
the  literature  or  of  the  training  to  be  derived 
from  the  thorough  study  of  language.  It  is 
merely  a denial  that  the  present  instruction 
does  actually  open  the  literature  to  the  stu- 
dent, and  al^  a denial  that  the  training  fur- 
nished by  the  languages  is  necessarily  and  for 
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all  pupils  the  best  training.  It  is  the  asser- 
tion that,  in  the  maiTellously  changed  condi- 
tions of  life  and  the  vast  increase  of  know- 
ledge, the  curriculum  established  under  totally 
different  conditions,  and  before  the  revelation 
of  the  new  knowledge,  may  be  most  wisely 
modified.  When  the  open  sea  was  a vague 
terror  and  mystery,  the  mariner  wisely  skirted 
the  coast  of  the  continent  from  headland  to 
headland,  and  safely  bugged  the  shore.  But 
now  the  ocean  has  been  explored  and  sounded 
and  mapped,  and  in  the  interest  of  all  man- 
kind the  sea-voyage  should  be  as  warmly  en- 
couraged as  the  old  navigation  of  the  coast. 

The  argument  that  achievement  is  born  of 
toil,  that  self-denial  and  hard  work  and  do- 
ing the  disagreeable  duty  are  indispensable 
to  success,  that  there  are  no  short  and  easy 
ways  to  success  or  scholarship  or  renown, 
that  boys  are  not  men,  and  that  they  need  au- 
thoritative guidance,  are  all  excellent  truths 
which  no  man  can  wisely  deny,  and  which  no 
college  reformer  wishes  to  deny.  But  that 
some  kinds  of  toil  will  enable  some  men  to 
achieve  much  more  readily  than  other  kinds, 
that  self-sacrifice  may  be  of  many  forms,  and 
that  boys  even  of  the  same  family  are  wholly 
different  in  temperament,  in  readiness,  in  taste, 
in  capacity,  and  that  the  discipline  and  meth- 
ods which  help  one,  hinder  and  harm  another, 
and  that  the  family  is  but  a symbol  of  man- 
kind, are  truths  equally  undeniable. 

But  that  it  is  wise  to  ascertain  what  is  in- 
tellectually most  distasteful  to  a boy,  to  dis- 
cover that  for  which  he  has  the  least  ability, 
and  to  insist  that  devotion  to  it  is  the  best 
mental  training  for  him,  is  not  an  equally  evi- 
dent truth.  If  a father  should  resolve  that 
his  son  who  has  no  ear  for  music  should  study 
music  in  preference  to  all  other  studies,  and 
that  his  son  who  has  no  eye  for  color  and  no 
hand  for  drawing  should  apply  himself  vig- 
orously to  become  a painter,  he  could  not  es- 
cape condemnation  as  a foolish  parent  under 
the  plea  that  in  this  life  we  must  do  what  we 
don't  like  to  do,  and  that  success  comes  only 
by  hard  work.  A young  man  w’hose  time  and 
labor  are  utterly  wasted  in  the  desperate  strug- 
gle to  master  the  dead  languages  will  turn 
both  to  the  best  possible  account  in  the  math- 
ematics, and  it  would  be  a hardy  statement 
that  the  mental  training  which  he  would  re- 
ceive from  the  study  would  not  be  as  thorough 
and  as  serviceable. 

A uuivei*sity  is  not  a high  school.  It  is  a 
system  of  opportunities  open  to  those  who 
wish  to  make  use  of  them,  and  whoso  certifi- 
cate or  diploma  attests  a certain  degree  of  act- 
ual accomplishment.  The  elective  system  is 
not  a choice  of  work  or  idleness  as  prepara- 
tory to  a degree.  For  if  a pupil,  whether  un- 
der an  elective  or  a prescribed  system,  decides 
to  do  nothing,  he  will  receive  a testimonial  of 
successful  idleness  in  the  refusal  of  a diploma. 
Nor  docs  the  elective  system  cast  a slur  of  any 
kind  upon  tlie  classics.  There  is  no  college 
graduate  who  reads  with  delight  Homer,  or 


Demosthenes,  or  .^chylus,  or  Lucretius,  or 
Cicero,  or  Virgil,  who  would  not  do  it  wheth- 
er in  his  college  course  Greek  and  Latin  had 
been  prescribed  or  elective  studies.  No  man 
reads  either  language  to-day  with  pleasure  be- 
cause he  was  forced  against  his  will  to  study 
it  in  college,  and  those  who,  without  the  taste, 
were  so  forced,  have  forgotten  it  completely. 
Undoubtedly  both  languages  are  traditional 
branches  of  a college  education.  But  the  tra- 
dition assumes  that  there  is  some  knowledge 
of  them  acquired,  not  that  they  were  pursued 
with  no  result  in  familiarity  with  the  litera- 
ture of  Greece  and  Rome,  but  merely  as  a form 
of  mental  dumb-bells  to  exercise  the  faculties. 

No  college  can  justly  plume  itself  upon  supe- 
rior fidelity  to  the  classics  because  it  insists  that 
they  shall  be  made  a bed  of  Procrustes  upon 
which  every  student  shall  be  equally  stretched. 
If,  indeed,  the  college  does  not  profess  to  care 
for  the  literatui'e  of  the  language,  but  to  re- 
gard it  solely  ns  a training  machine,  it  must 
renounce  all  sentiment,  and  consider  the  ques- 
tion exclusively  as  one  of  intellectual  athlet- 
ics. But  if  it  regards  a language  mainly  as 
the  depository  of  a literature,  as  a means  and 
not  an  end,  it  will  not  insist  upon  its  pursuit 
by  those  who  care  nothing  for  the  end  and 
detest  the  means.  And  if  it  be  asked  why 
should  it  not  bo  regarded  as  both  means  and 
end,  the  answer  is  that  the  form  of  mental  train- 
ing should  not  be  determined  by  an  arbitrary 
and  inflexible  universal  rule,  but  adapted,  so 
far  as  may  be,  to  individual  tastes  and  powers. 

In  the  “ battle  of  the  Presidents''  it  is  to  be 
remembered — and  the  fact  is  very  significant 
— that  the  experience  of  our  oldest  and  chief 
school  of  learning,  with  its  army  of  alumni,  its 
long  and  illustrious  line  of  teachers,  its  ample 
opportunities  of  every  kind  to  deliberate  wise- 
ly, and  its  thorough  trial  of  every  method  and 
suggestion,  bos  led  it  to  the  adoption  of  the 
“new  learning"  with  almost  complete  una- 
nimity, and  that  the  remarkable  prosperity  of 
the  university,  in  the  truest  scholarly  as  well 
as  material  sense,  has  been  proportioned  to  its 
progress  in  the  liberal  elective  system.  Ezra 
Cornell  w'as  not  a college -bred  man.  But 
when  he  founded  the  institution  which  bears 
his  name,  and  which  has  been  directed  in  the 
modern  spirit,  he  said — and  the  words  well  de- 
scribe a true  university — “ I wish  that  it  should 
be  a school  where  any  student  can  pursue  any 
branch  of  knowledge." 

In  such  a university,  degrees  may  be  both 
general  and  specific.  Classical  proficiency 
may  be  distinguislied  in  a degree,  as  excellence 
in  science,  in  medicine,  in  “ divinity,"  in  phi- 
losophy, or  in  any  other  particular  branch  is 
now  distinguished.  But  a general  degree 
should  attest  equality  of  devotion  and  accom- 
plishment in  a curnculum  of  studies  adjusted 
with  due  reference  to  difficulty  and  labor. 


Avter  Jerusalem,  whose  position  among  the 
cities  of  Christendom  is  unique,  the  three  most 
famous  of  historic  cities  are  Athens,  Rome, 
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and  Florence,  and  a chief  distinction  of 
them  all  is  their  relation  to  art.  The  ^reat 
eras  and  the  great  monuments  of  art  are  iden- 
tified with  these  cities.  The  Partlienon  and 
Phidias  and  the  exquisite  temples ; St.  Peter’s 
and  the  Vatican  and  Raphael  and  Michael  An- 
gelo; the  Duomo  and  the  Medici  and  the 
schools  of  Florence — are  names  that  recall  the 
renown  of  artists  and  the  life  and  supremacy 
of  art  in  the  famous  cities.  The  great  poets 
gladly  confess  this  distinction. 

“ Athens,  the  eye  of  Greece,  mother  of  arts,” 
said  Milton. 

” Earth  proudly  wears  the  Parthenon 
As  the  best  gem  upon  her  zone,” 

and 

‘‘The  hand  that  rounded  Peter’s  dome 

And  groined  the  aisles  of  Christian  Rome,” 

said  Emerson,  naming  Rome  by  its  familiar 
monument 

In  later  days  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  whom 
John  Fiske  calls  “ the  Corsican  barbarian  who 
wielded  for  mischief  the  forces  of  France  in 
1805,”  carried  from  Italy  to  Paris  the  famous 
works  of  famous  artists ; and  England  in  1819 
brought  to  London  the  spoils  of  the  frieze  of  the 
Parthenon,  the  Elgin  marbles,  and  recently  it 
paid  three  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  dollars 
for  one  of  Raphael’s  pictures.  London  and  Par- 
is perpetuate  the  old  traditions  of  great  cities  in 
their  homage  to  art  and  their  pride  in  beauti- 
ful works.  New  York  likes  to  think  itself  a 
great  city.  It  is  very  large,  certainly,  and  very 
rich,  and  its  citizens  are  very  generous,  and  its 
society  is  very  profuse  and  ostentatious.  But 
the  collector  and  owner  of  an  exceedingly  in- 
teresting gallery  of  pictures,  some  of  which  are 
held  by  experts  to  be  originals  by  famous 
painters,  while  others  are  excellent  specimens 
of  the  Byzantine,  Italian,  Flemish,  Dutch,  Ger- 
man, Spanish,  and  French  schools — a collection 
very  valuable  for  study — could  not  persuade 
the  city  of  New  York  to  accept  it  as  a gift. 

Colonel  Rush  Hawkins  tells  the  story  in  a 
recent  letter  to  the  Evening  Post^  and  he  re- 
calls a man  familiar  to  the  New  York  of  thirty 
years  ago — Mr.  Thomas  Jefferson  Bryan,  an  en- 
thusiast who,  with  plenty  of  money,  gratified 
his  taste  in  accumulating  pictures,  which  he 
brought  to  New  York,  and  placed  for  a long 
time  upon  exhibition  in  Broadway  just  below 
Union  Square.  He  was  a small  man  with 
gray  beard  and  pleasant  manners,  and  his  gal- 
lery was  his“hoDby.”  Undoubtedly  the  art- 
ists smiled  a little,  and  said  at  the  Century  that 
no  man  could  stay  for  a few  years  in  Europe 
and  then  bring  homo  five  hundred  genuine 
pictures  of  such  artists  as  figured  in  Bryan’s 
catalogue.  To  suppose  that  he  had  a genuine 
Raphael,  or  Correg^o,  or  Titian,  or  Rembrandt, 
or  Teniers,  or  Ruysdacl,  or  Velasquez,  or  Pous- 
sin, or  a work  of  each  of  these  masters,  was 
preposterous.  Emperors  and  kings  were  al- 
ways on  the  alert  to  buy  them  at  any  price,  and 
Mr.  Bryan — ? 

There  was  no  answer.  The  governments  of 
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Italy  had  refused  to  permit  the  great  pictures 
to  be  taken  from  the  country.  It  was  only 
with  the  greatest  difficulty  and  finesse,  not  to 
say  bribery,  that  MaePheraon  had  conveyed 
his  Sebastian  del  Piombo  to  England,  and  now 
Mr.  Bryan  had  brought  off  Da  Vincis  and  Do- 
menichinos  and  Andrea  del  Sartos  and  Giottos 
and  Cimabues!!  among  hundreds  of  no  less 
fame — ? Really,  there  was  no  answer.  But 
none  the  less  the  urbane  Mr.  Bryan  welcomed 
you  to  his  gallery,  and  pointed  out  his  gems, 
and  sighed  a little  over  the  indifference  to  art 
of  his  native  land. 

He  seemed  to  have  no  mercenary  object. 
But  the  generous  enthusiast  found  himself  in 
an  absurd  predicament.  He  could  not  even 
give  his  pictures  away.  He  ofifered  them  to 
his  native  city  of  Philadelphia,  but  in  vain. 
He  offered  them  to  the  city  of  New  York,  but 
New  York  declined  them  with  thanks;  and 
both  Philadelphia  and  New  York  insinuated 
publicly  that  they  did  not  think  the  pictures 
worthy  of  housc*room.  Mr.  Bryan  obtained 
permission  to  hang  the  Raphaels  and  Titians 
and  Da  Vincis  and  Correggios  and  the  rest  in 
a room  of  the  Cooper  Union,  where  the  pupils 
did  not  treat  them  with  respect,  or  even  keep 
their  hands  ofif ; and  the  proprietor  finally  pre- 
sented them  to  the  Historical  Society,  which, 
with  the  best  will,  has  no  accommodation  for 
such  treasures,  so  that,  for  a quarter  of  a cen- 
tury, they  have  been  scattered  in  dark  rooms 
and  corridors  and  corners,  where  they  are  be- 
ing gradually  ruined,  and  after  thirty  years 
more,  as  Colonel  Hawkins  tells  us,  they  will 
be  quite  destroyed. 

The  old  proverb  is  reversed  when  applied 
to  pictures.  Give  a dog  a bad  name,  and  he 
will  suffer  from  it.  Give  a picture  a good 
name,  and  it  will  suffer  no  less.  Here  are 
the  good  names  in  the  history  of  modem  art 
given  to  these  pictures,  and  the  response  is  a 
smile  of  incredulity : 

‘‘My  face  is  my ‘fortune,  sir,  she  ssdd,” 

in  the  pretty  song.  But  the  Bryan  pictures 
may  truly  say,  Our  names  are  our  misfortune. 
The  truth  seems  to  be  that  they  are  good  illus- 
trations of  various  schools  in  which  the  his- 
toric sequence  of  pictorial  art  may  be  studied. 
If  this  be  indeed  so,  they  are  worthy,  as  Col- 
onel Hawkins  says,  of  proper  care  and  exhibi- 
tion. He  hopes  that  with  the  interest  and  aid 
of  rich  and  public-spirited  citizens  the  Bryan 
collection,  with  that  of  Mr.  Dfirr,  also  in  pos- 
session of  the  Historical  Society,  may  form  the 
nucleus  of  a great  public  gallery,  like  the  Na- 
tional Gallery  in  London.  But  first  it  must 
be  decided  satisfactorily  what  they  really  arc. 

Meanwhile  the  letter  of  Colonel  Hawkins, 
and  the  suggestion  of  Mr.  Clarence  Cook  in 
his  Studio  of  a complete  museum  of  casts  of 
the  great  statues  and  sculptures,  arc  indica- 
tions of  the  feeling  which  would  carry  out  the 
work  of  the  Aletropolitan  Museum  of  Art  (as 
it  should  be,  Mr.  Cook  would  say),  and  begin 
to  supply  the  collections  and  monuments  and 
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resources  of  study  and  enjoyment  in  the  fine 
arts  in  which  all  great  cities  have  abounded, 
and  in  which  New  York  is  poverty-stricken. 


If  the  fine  society  of  to-day  which  cherish- 
es fashion  even  in  roses  smiles  at  the  simplicity 
of  the  society  of  a hundred  years  ago,  not  less 
would  the  belles  and  beaux  of  that  primeval 
period  look  with  lofty  disdain  upon  the  fash- 
ionable world  of  this  hour.  The  “ gentleman 
of  the  old  school,”  of  whom  forty  years  ago 
the  courtly  Harrison  Gray  Otis,  of  Boston,  was 
so  striking  a representative,  would  probably 
look  with  mingled  amusement  and  contempt 
upon  the  young  gentleman  of  the  new  school 
who  puffs  a cigarette  as  he  walks  with  a lady 
in  the  street,  and  speaks  to  her  with  a half-in- 
solent freedom  which  Captain  MacHeath  might 
have  used  with  Polly  Peach  um.  Young  Ciga- 
rette may,  perhaps,  reply,  and  truly,  that  state- 
ly manners  and  lofty  morality  do  not  coincide, 
and  that  the  most  courteous  gentlemen  have 
been  often  the  most  dissolute  rakes. 

But  it  is  none  the  less  true  that  fine  man- 
ners give  a new  charm  to  the  virtues,  and  that 
the  moral  graces  are  enhanced  by  graeeful  de- 
meanor. If  it  be  true  that  the  morality  of  the 
(Eil  de  Boeuf  was  no  higher  than  that  of  the 
Faubourg  Saint  Antoine,  is  there  no  meaning 
in  Burke's  famous  phrase,  as  he  contemplated 
the  glittering  court  which  danced  on,  heed- 
less of  men  and  women  starving  around  it, 
“ Vice  itself  lost  half  its  evil  by  losing  all  its 
grossness”  ? What  a tribute  to  the  power  of 
elegant  manners  and  of  charming  courtesy 
that  they  throw  a spell  upon  conscience  itself! 
When  they  are  the  handmaidens  of  human 
sympathy  and  pity  and  charitable  endeavor, 
goodness  is  no  longer  a plodding,  coarse,  un- 
winning Cinderella;  it  is  a princess  whose 
beauty  lights  the  world,  and  oraws  kings  to 
pay  homage. 

This  is  what  the  French  gentlemen,  fresh 
from  the  very  court  upon  which  Burke  saw 
Marie  Antoinette,  newly  risen,  “ glittering  like 
the  morning  star,  full  of  life  and  splendor  and 
joy,”  felt  when  they  saw  Polly  Lawton  in  New- 
port a hundred  years  ago,  or  when  they  took 
the  instruments  from  the  musicians  and  played 
the  melody  of  “A  Successful  Campaign”  as 
Washington  handed  out  the  beautiful  Miss 
Champlin  in  the  dance.  They  saw  many 
things  and  learned  much  in  America.  But 
no  better  lesson  did  they  learn  than  that  the 
truest  modesty  and  most  self-respecting  wo- 
manliness are  compatible  with  the  most  grace- 
ful gayety  and  fascinating  courtesy.  As  the 
manners  of  the  drawing-room  by  their  freedom 
and  boisterousness  decline  toward  those  of  the 
sailors'  boarding-house,  it  may  be  true  that 
character  and  morals  do  not  decline  with 
them.  But  it  is  certainly  tnio  that  virtue 
loses  half  its  charm  by  losing  all  its  modesty 
and  refinement. 

These  old  belles  have  been  recalled  by  a 
volume  of  Newport  Reminieceneee^  by  George 
Champlin  Mason,  which  is  just  published  m 


that  venerable  city.  The  name  of  the  author 
suggests  his  kindred  with  one  of  the  most 
not^  of  the  families  which  figure  in  the 
French  memoirs  written  by  Rocham beau's  of- 
ficers, and  which  give  us  many  of  the  most  in- 
teresting glimpses  of  the  time  and  the  people. 
There  is  no  place  of  its  size  in  the  country 
which  is  richer  in  various  tradition  than  New- 
port, and  Mr.  Mason  has  had  the  advantage 
of  family  papers,  and  the  relics  of  social  fes- 
tivities in  the  form  of  invitations  and  memo- 
randa, which  give  a freshness  to  his  notes,  and 
his  familiarity  with  the  published  recollections 
of  Newport,  which  are  many  and  of  various 
kinds,  has  enabled  him  to  avoid  repetition. 

The  hours  of  “the  republican  court,”  and 
of  fine  society  in  our  golden  age,  were  most 
reasonable.  President  John  Adams  in  a print- 
ed card  requests  the  pleasure  of  Mr.  Champlin's 
company  to  dine  on  “Thursday  next  at  four 
o’clock”;  and  Mrs.  Bingham,  the  queen  of 
the  Philadelphia  heau  monde^  requests  the  hon- 
or of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Champlin's  company  “ to  a 
ball  on  Monday,  February  10,  at  seven  o’clock,” 
while  Mrs.  Bingham’s  daughter  and  her  hus- 
band, afterward  Jjord  and  Lady  Ashburton, 
give  a dinner  also  at  four  o’clock.  Louis 
Philippe,  in  the  days  of  his  exile,  asked  the 
hand  of  another  daughter  of  Mr.  Bingham,  and 
Mr.  Bingham  replied,  “ Should  you  ever  be  re- 
stored to  your  hereditary  position,  you  would 
be  too  great  a match  for  her ; if  not,  she  is  too 
great  a match  for  you.”  The  belles  and 
beaux  of  to-day  can  not  wisely  toss  their  heads 
at  those  “simple”  old  times  and  manners. 
Dear  madam — or  you.  Miss  Floribel — at  the 
time  when  one  Miss  Bingham  was  marrying  a 
future  peer,  and  another  Miss  Bingham  was 
refusing  a future  king,  was  it  in  the  haber- 
dashery or  hardware  line  that  grandpapa  was 
getting  on  ? 

And  at  the  ball  what  did  they  dance  ? The 
music  was  the  spinet,  the  flute,  and  the  viol, 
and  they  did  not  invite  to  the  waltz,  nor  to 
the  pretty  game  of  the  german,  nor  to  the 
lancers.  The  dances,  it  appears,  were  such  as 
still  survive  in  remote  New  England  villages, 
although  under  other  names.  In  a package 
of  old  papers  our  author  discovers  a list  in  a 
round,  girlish  hand — perhaps  the  hand  that 
Washington  took  in  his  to  dance  “ A Success- 
ful Campaign”  — of  tlie  dances  which  were 
then  most  common.  There  are  more  than  a 
dozen  of  them  : “ The  Flowers  of  Edinburgh,” 
“Boston’s  Delight,”  “Haymaking,”  “Faithful 
Shepherd,”  “Love  and  Opportunity,”  “Lady 
Hancock,”  “Innocent  Maid,”  “3ierry  and 
Wise,”  “ Pea  Straw,”  “ Stony  Point,”  “ A Trip 
to  Carlisle,”  “ Soldier’s  Joy,”  and  “ Pll  be  Mar- 
ried in  my  Old  Clothes.” 

These  are  lost  delights  to  the  ball-room  of 
to-day.  But  they  were  “queer”  people  who 
danced  such  outlandish  jigs,  you  think  ? Yes : 
but  if  it  were  Viomesnil,  or  De  Lauzun,  or 
Yauban,  or  De  Segur,  or  De  Broglie,  who 
ed  you  to  grant  him  the  supreme  honor,  could 
you  not  have  been  persuaded  to  show  those 
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queer  people  of  long  ago  what  dancing  really 
is  ? And  if  those  old  partners  of  princes  and 
dukes  and  marquises,  who  taught  the  gallant 
officers  that  Puritan  and  Quaker  morality  was 
consonant  with  the  loveliest  manners,  should 
look  in  upon  the  ball  of  to-day,  the  “ fast” 
belle  and  her  partner,  young  Cigarette,  would 
it  be  the  belle  of  to-day  or  yesterday  that 
would  think  the  other  **  so  queer,”  and  smile 
with  the  more  amusement  and  wonder  ? 


In  a late  letter  upon  Longfellow,  Dr.  Holmes 
says  tiiat  the  newspaper  reporter  is  to  the  so- 
cial meeting  what  the  phylloxera  is  to  the  vine- 
yard. It  is  not,  however,  the  reporter  as  re- 
porter of  whom  this  is  true,  for  he  is  oflen  ac- 
complished and  courteous,  but  it  is  the  reporter 
as  “interviewer,”  who  ravages  accuracy  and 
desolates  truth.  There  has  been  a contest  re- 
cently os  to  the  date  of  the  first  appearance  of 
the  words  interview  and  interviewer.  It  is, 
like  a speculation  upon  the  first  appearance 
of  the  cholera,  a fact  of  minor  importance,  but 
all  facts  in  relation  to  so  great  a scourge  of 
the  human  race  have  an  interest  of  curiosity. 
Interviewing  is  one  of  the  later  and  most  dis- 
agreeable phenomena  of  a free  press.  It  is 
disagreeable  because  it  tends  to  weaken  the 
newspaper  at  its  most  vital  point.  It  conveys 
the  news  with  suspicion,  and  it  is  in  great  part 
since  the  publication  of  interviews  that  the  re- 
mark has  become  justifiable,  “I  don’t  believe 
it  because  I read  it  in  the  newspaper.” 

The  experienced  newspaper  reader  certain- 
ly finds  himself  awaiting  the  confirmation  of 
most  important  statements.  He  is  conscious 
that  the  mere  fact  of  their  publication  in  his 
paper  is  not  an  adequate  reason  for  believing 
them,  and  his  hesitation  is  due  to  frequent  pre- 
vious deception.  The  most  familiar  form  of  the 
deception  is  the  interview,  in  which  the  thing 
said  and  the  manner  of  saying  it  are  as  gro- 
tesquely distorted  as  a man's  face  in  a convex 
mirror.  The  interview  is  generally  an  amus- 
ing or  exasperating  caricature,  and  the  person 
who  is  ridiculed  is  helpless.  If,  taught  by  severe 
experience,  he  declines  to  speak,  the  interview- 
ing artist,  full  of  resources,  and  appreciating 
the  necessities  of  an  enterprising  newspaper, 
proves  to  be  a true  thaumatnrgist.  He  makes 
the  dumb  speak,  and  the  interviewed,  who  flat- 
tered himself  grimly  that  he  had  outwitted  the 
adversary  by  silence,  finds,  to  his  dismay,  that 
he  has  told  at  great  length  all  that  he  never 
knew,  and  eloquently  asserted  all  that  he  does 
not  think. 

In  the  earlier  days  of  interviewing,  a gen- 
tleman in  Washington  had  been  present  at  a 
cabinet  meeting  at  which  subjects  of  interest 
were  discussed,  and  upon  leaving  the  White 
House  he  was  requested  by  the  reporter  to 
state  what  had  occurred.  The  gentleman 
smiled  blandly,  and  remarked  that  he  had  been 
invited  to  the  meeting,  and  that,  of  course,  the 
conversation  and  discussions  were  entirely  pri- 
vate. The  reporter  could  get  no  farther.  He 


tried  in  many  cunning  ways  to  turn  the  flank 
of  the  guest  and  penetrate  the  secret.  But  the 
guest  had  undergone  a similar  ordeal  before, 
and  he  good-naturedly  baffled  “ the  represent- 
ative of  the  press”  at  every  turn.  The  repre- 
sentative, on  his  part,  constantly  “came  up 
smiling,”  but  at  length  saw  that  the  contest 
was  useless,  and,  still  smiling,  withdrew.  The 
victor  retired,  congratulating  himself  that  he 
had  held  out  stoutly  to  the  end,  and  had  said 
nothing.  But  the  next  day  he  saw  to  his 
amazement  that  the  genius  of  the  interviewer 
and  the  resources  of  an  enterprising  press  had 
left  him  a barren  victory,  for  the  newspaper 
announced  that  Mr.  Blank  was  present  at  the 
cabinet  meeting  yesterday,  and,  upon  coming 
out,  courteously  ^ve  our  representative  the 
following  interesting  account  of  the  details  of 
the  meeting. 

Another  gentleman  recently  told  a reporter 
that  he  thought  well  of  an  address  delivered 
at  the  laying  of  the  corner-stone  of  a public 
building,  and  that  the  designs  for  the  build- 
ing itself  were  excellent.  The  next  morning 
the  newspaper  stated  that  he  had  remarked 
to  its  representative  that  Demosthenes  and 
Cicero  paled  their  ineffectual  fires  before  the 
burning  eloquence  of  the  matchless  address, 
and  that  the  edifice  about  to  be  erected  would 
unquestionably  surpass  the  Coliseum  in  grand- 
eur and  the  Parthenon  in  grace.  The  excel- 
lent man's  predicament  was  pitiful.  His 
words  were  distorted  and  caricatured  into 
grotesque  falsehood.  His  studied  modera- 
tion of  phrase  had  become  mere  gush.  But 
the  mischief  was  done,  and  it  was  not  remedi- 
able, for  a grave  explanation  of  the  matter 
would  have  been  a little  ludicrous. 

The  true  course,  the  reader  thinks,  is  to  say 
nothing,  and  to  show  the  interviewer  the  door, 
to  button  one’s  self  loftily  in  an  ulster  of  si- 
lence, and  to  freeze  the  intruder  with  a stony 
stare.  So,  naturally,  it  seems  to  the  innocent 
reader.  But  the  innocent  reader  does  not 
know  the  craft  of  the  craft.  Interviewing 
would  have  perished  long  ago  if  silence  and 
refusal  and  a freezing  manner  could  have  dis- 
posed of  it.  But  the  interviewer  who  could  be 
bluffed,  or  frozen  out,  or  in  any  manner  dismay- 
ed or  disconcerted,  would  be  dropped  from  the 
ranks  at  once  as  wholly  incapable.  Inter- 
viewing must  be  treated  like  the  sultry  heat 
of  the  dog-days  and  the  zero  weather  of  win- 
ter. They  can  not  be  avoided.  They  l^elong 
to  the  climate.  The  more  impatient  and  an- 
gry and  profane  you  permit  yourself  to  become, 
the  more  keenly  you  will  suffer.  The  inflic- 
tion must  be  treated  reasonably;  in  the  one 
case,  with  thin  clothing  and  shade  and  quiet; 
in  the  other,  with  thick  clothing,  good  fires, 
and  good  sense;  and  in  all  cases  with  good- 
nature. 

But  when  every  provision  is  made,  and  every 
precaution  is  ob^rved,  you  will  still  be  some- 
times too  warm  and  too  cold.  So  with  the 
interview.  It  can  not  be  escaped.  Impatience 
and  anger  and  silence  and  stony  stares  will 
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not  nyail.  Whether  you  speak  or  refuse  to  are  written  down  something  that  you  would 
speak,  remarks  will  be  published  as  yours,  prefer  not  to  be,  your  only  resource  in  a day 
colored  with  such  extravagance  and  superla-  of  great  enterprise  in  the  press  is  to  hope  that 
tives  as  may  please  the  scribe.  And  if  you  you  will  not  be  so  written  down  very  often. 


Ciiitnt’B  I'ihtnttj  Httnch. 


Mr.  JOHN  FISKE^S  Jmerican  Political  Ideas 
Viewed  from  the  Standpoint  of  Universal  His- 
tory^ is  something  more  than  a mere  historical 
retrospect.  It  is,  indeed,  pregnant  with  food  for 
thought  concerning  the  past  of  our  republic, 
and  the  conditions  that  led  up  to  its  establish- 
ment and  consolidation ; and  it  Indicates  with 
great  clearness  and  comprehensiveness  of  in- 
duction the  path  which  it  must  follow  to  reach 
the  great  possibilities  toward  which  it  is  gravi- 
tating by  the  law  of  its  nature.  Its  sketches, 
too,  of  the  town-meeting,  its  original  types  and 
analogues,  and  its  important  influence  in  edu- 
cating our  people  in  the  art  and  practice  of 
self-government;  aud  of  the  foreshadowings 
of  the  Federal  Union,  its  practical  operation, 
and  its  power  to  hold  together  men  and  States 
on  a great  scale — are  rich  in  suggestive 
thoughts.  But  all  this  is  only  the  porch  of 
the  edifice — the  approach  to  a grander  and 
wider  field.  From  the  example  of  the  United 
States,  and  the  practical  results  that  have  been 
reached  through  the  instrumentality  of  its  po- 
litical system,  Sir.  Fiske  deduces  the  conclusion 
that  in  the  expansion  and  wider  application 
of  that  system  lies  the  way  to  one  universal 
government,  aud  that  to  this  the  world  is  tend- 
ing. He  advances  the  theory,  which  is  not  a 
new  one,  that  the  race  which  gained  control 
of  North  America  must  become  the  dominant 
race  of  the  world,  and  that  its  political  ideas 
will  assuredly  prevail  in  the  struggle  for  life. 
This  gives  great  moral  significance  to  the  rapid 
increase  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race  in  America, 
aud  leads  to  the  further  thought  that,  as  the 
most  numerous  and  powerful  representative  of 
that  race,  the  people  of  the  United  States  have 
efifectually  dispelled  the  fallacy  that  central- 
ized governments  are  absolutely  requisite  for 
large  nations,  aud  have  demonstrated  by  their 
own  history  that  it  is  only  through  federalism, 
combined  with  local  self-government,  that  the 
stability  of  a huge  aggregate  can  be  perma- 
nently attained.  Further,  that  eventually  the 
principle  will  be  applied  to  bind  together  the 
stupendous  numbers  of  the  race  in  America, 
Africa,  Australia,  and  the  islands  of  the  Pacific, 
till  ultimately,  aided  by  the  universality'  of  the 
English  language,  the  elimination  of  the  ele- 
ments of  time  aud  distance  from  political  prob- 
lems, and  the  general  drift  of  civilization,  the 
states  of  Europe  will  be  forced  by  the  pressure 
of  circumstances,  which  are  even  now  visibly 

> American  Political  Ideas  Viewed  from  the  Stand- 
point of  Universal  Histof'y.  By  John  I^ssk.  16mo,  pp. 
15S.  Ifew  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


at  work,  into  some  kind  of  federal  union,  and 
a similar  process  will  go  on  until  the  whole  of 
mankind  shall  constitute  a single  political  body, 
and  the  reign  of  universal  peace  be  inaugu- 
rated. Mr.  Fiske  suggests  that  as  this  process 
goes  on,  possibly  after  many  ages  of  political 
experience  shall  have  elapsed,  it  may  become 
apparent  that  there  is  really  no  reason  in  the 
nature  of  things  why  the  whole  of  mankind 
should  not  constitute  one  huge  federation,  each 
little  group  managing  its  local  affairs  in  entire 
Independence,  but  relegating  all  questions  of 
international  interest  to  the  decision  of  one 
central  tribunal  supported  by  the  public  opin- 
ion of  the  entire  human  race.”  And  he  believes 
that  the  time  will  come  when  such  a state 
of  things  will  exist  upon  the  earth,  when  it 
wdll  be  possible  to  speak  of  the  United  States 
as  stretching  from  pole  to  pole.”  Less  opti- 
mistic thinkers  than  Mr.  Fiske  will  intrude  the 
objection  that  there  is  one  potent  factor  which 
stands  in  the  way  of  the  realization  of  his 
splendid  dream — that  while  human  nature  re- 
mains the  same,  and  until  it  and  the  passions 
and  vices  which  are  inseparable  from  it  are 
eliminated,  as  the  elements  of  time  and  space 
and  diversity  of  tongue  are  being  eliminated, 
there  will  be  feuds, rivalries,  ambitious,  usurpa- 
tions, conspiracies,  rebellions,  and  conflicts  of 
interest  among  men  ; in  fine,  that  men  are  not 
any  more  likely  to  be  of  one  mind  in  a nation  or 
congeries  of  nations  than  they  are  in  a house, 
or  even  in  a town-meeting. 


At  length  we  have  a perfect  edition  of  the 
works  of  the  poet  Gray,*  for  w hich  we  are  in- 
debted to  the  author  of  the  excellent  memoir 
of  Gray  published  in  the  ‘^English  Men  of  Let- 
ters” series  in  1682,  Mr.  Edmund  Gosse.  Hither- 
to no  attempt  had  been  made  to  iuclnde  all 
Gray ^8  writings  in  one  publication.  Letters 
and  verses  which  were  to  be  found  in  one  edi- 
tion had  been  omitted  from  another,  so  that,  as 
Mr.  Gosse  correctly  says  in  the  preface  to  his 
edition,  in  order  to  obtain  all  of  them  it  has 
been  necessary  to  procure  four  distinct  publi- 
cations of  various  forms  and  sizes.  It  was  Mr. 
Gosse^s  expectation,  when  be  undertook  the 
collection  of  Gray  *8  writings,  that  he  should  be 
able  to  unearth  some  or  all  of  the  uiiprinted 
verses  and  letters  of  Gray,  of  which  tradition 
has  whispered  more  or  less  loudly  for  the  last 

* The  iVorks  of  Thomas  Gray  in  and  Verse, 

Edited  by  Edmund  Gosse,  Clark  Lecturer  on  English 
Lltemture  at  the  University  of  Cambridge.  In  Four 
Volumes,  12mo.  pp.  409, 409. 406,  and  399.  New  York : 
A.  C.  Armstrong  and  Son. 
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forty  years.  Bat  after  Laving  made  diligent 
research,  he  records  the  disappointing  fact 
that  each  time  when  he  has  seemed  on  the 
brink  of  discovery,  the  prose  has  proved  a cloud 
and  the  poems  a mirage,  and  that  of  the  mat- 
ter actually  hitherto  unprinted  in  some  form 
or  other  the  present  volumes  contain  compara- 
tively little.  This  little,  however,  is  of  no  in- 
considerable value  and  interest,  and  includes 
several  of  Cray’s  humorous  pieces,  now  first 
printed  from  the  poet’s  holograph,  a graceful 
**  Epitaph  on  a Child,”  never  before  published, 
a set  of  copies  of  recently  discovered  Latin 
verses  written  by  Gray  when  a youth,  several 
fine  translations  f from  Propertius  and  Dante 
which  were  written  in  Gray’s  best  poetic  years, 
his  Journal  in  France  in  1739,  and  several  in- 
teresting letters — all  of  which  are  now  first 
given  to  the  public. 

Mr.  Gosse’s  collation  and  arrangement  of  the 
materials,  however,  have  been  his  greatest  and 
most  resxmnsible  work  in  this  new  edition, 
and  can  not  be  too  heartily  commended.  He 
gives  ns  a pure  text,  and  he  has  arranged  the 
material  in  consecutive  order  that  had  been 
scattered  over  various  publications,  with  all 
the  errors  and  interpolations  that  defaced  them 
eliminated.  Among  the  features  of  this  new 
edition,  apart  from  the  newly  printed  matter 
already  spoken  of,  which  have  a lively  interest 
to  literary  scholars,  are  reprints  of  the  first 
edition,  being  that  of  1751,  of  the  “Elegy  in  a 
Country  Church-yard,”  and  of  the  Pembroke 
text  of  the  same,  thus  enabling  the  reader  to 
trace  the  hand  of  the  poet  as  he  pruned  his 
immortal  poem  of  its  defects  or  heightened  its 
beauties.  Another  feature  of  interest  is  the 
restoration  of  the  poet’s  orthography,  so  as  to 
conform  to  Gray’s  holograph,  in  the  case  of 
those  of  his  productions  of  which  there  was  no 
printed  text  in  his  lifetime.  The  edition  con- 
sists of  four  handy  and  elegantly  printed  vol- 
umes, the  first  being  devoted  to  Gray’s  poems, 
journals,  and  essays,  the  second  and  third  to 
his  letters,  and  the  fourth  to  his  notes  on 
Aristophanes  and  Plato ; and  they  are  several- 
ly enriched  with  a silhouette  of  Gray  in  his 
advanced  years,  lately  discovered  in  the  Mas- 
ter’s Lodge  at  Pembroke  College,  a fine  engrav- 
ing from  the  oil-paiutiug  of  Gray  in  his  prime, 
for  which  ho  sat  in  1747  to  John  Giles  Eck- 
hardt,  a reproduction  of  a pencil  drawing  from 
life  by  Mason,  never  before  published,  and  a 
fac-simile  of  the  original  manuscript  of  Gray’s 
sonnet  to  Richard  West.  The  completeness 
of  this  fine  edition,  and  the  abundance  and  ex- 
cellence of  its  critical  and  bibliographical 
notes,  will  undoubtedly  render  it  the  standard 
one  for  scholars.  


A Manual  of  English  Literature,*  prepared 
by  Maude  Gillette  Phillips,  has  just  issued  from 

* A l^opular  Manual  af  English  Literature.  Contain- 
ing Ontllnes  of  the  Literature  of  France,  Germany, 
Italy,  Spain,  and  the  United  States  of  America.  By 
Mauds  OiLi.rrrs  PniLLire.  In  Two  Volumes,  8vo, 
pp.  580  and  560.  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 


the  press  of  the  Messrs.  Harper,  which  com- 
bines many  features  of  great  practical  excel- 
lence. Among  these  are  the  helpful  method 
and  the  simplicity  of  its  arrangement,  the  com- 
prehensiveness and  philosophic  acumen  of  its 
general  surveys,  the  copiousness  of  its  illus- 
trative citations  from  critics  and  scholars,  the 
fine  taste  and  discriminating  judgment  of  its 
original  criticisms,  the  amplitude  of  its  out- 
lines and  summaries,  and  the  thoroughness  of 
its  introduction  of  the  reader  to  the  persons  as 
well  as  the  productions  of  representative  writ- 
ers who  have  exerted  a potential  influence 
upon  English  thought  and  language  in  every 
department  of  literature.  English  literature 
is  treated  under  ten  general  divisions — for  ex- 
ample, the  Anglo-Saxon  Age,  the  Age  of  Chau- 
cer, the  Dark  Age,  the  Elizabethan  Age,  etc. — 
each  representing  a literary  period  that  was 
defined  by  distinct  lines  of  dcraarkation  and 
marked  by  special  characteristics  which  dis- 
tinguish it  from  the  others,  and  all  combined 
furnishing  a very  complete  view  of  the  histor- 
ical development  of  English  literature,  and 
exhibiting  the  successive  stages  of  its  growth 
and  fruitage  from  its  infancy  to  the  present 
day.  Each  of  these  ages  is  considered  as  a 
distinct  unit,  but  its  study  as  such  is  combined 
with  a collateral  study  of  the  contemporaneous 
foreign  literatures  which  exercised  a modify- 
ing influence  upon  English  thought  and  style. 
The  author’s  general  method  may  be  best  ex- 
emplified by  her  presentation  of  any  one  of 
these  ages  taken  at  random,  the  same  general 
system  being  adhered  to  throughout.  Thus, 
the  Puritan  Age  being  under  consideration,  the 
study  of  the  literature  of  that  period  opens 
with  a concise  general  survey  of  those  distin- 
guishing characteristics  of  the  age  which  im- 
pressed themselves  upon  its  literature,  and 
found  utterance  in  the  productions  of  its  great- 
est writers  and  thinkers  — Milton,  Bunyan, 
Baxter,  Jeremy  Taylor,  Thomas  h'nller,  Sir 
Thomas  Browne,  Archbishop  Leighton,  Bar- 
row,  Tillotson,  and  South.  This  is  followed 
by  a similarly  concise  general  survey  of  the 
characteristics  of  the  contemporary  literature 
of  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  Spain.  Then 
comes  a specific  and  elaborate  study  of  Milton, 
who  is  selected  for  the  purpose  in  preference 
to  any  other  of  his  contemporaries  because  he 
was  the  most  illustrious  wTiter  of  that  age,  and 
also  because,  more  completely  than  any  other, 
he  was  the  very  personification  of  Puritanism. 
The  study  comprises  an  account  of  the  por- 
traits and  busts  of  Milton ; descriptions  by  va- 
rious hands  of  his  personal  appearance,  dress, 
etc. ; a collection  of  general  comments  upon 
his  writings  in  prose  and  verse  by  eminent 
poets  and  critics  of  his  own  and  more  recent 
times ; a brief  biographical  sketch  of  his  life ; 
accounts  severally  of  his  homes,  his  personal 
friends,  and  his  political  opinions ; a chrono- 
logical classification  of  his  works  to  illustrate 
the  march  of  his  intellectual  development;  and 
finally  a series  of  separate  analytical  studies 
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of  each  of  bis  productions  in  the  order  of  their 
composition,  each  study  being  accompanied  by 
a selection  of  lines  or  thoughts  which  have 
become  familiar  or  famous,  and  a symposium 
of  critical  and  lesthetical  comment  by  emi- 
nent writers,  addressed  to  the  merits  of  the 
particular  work  that  is  under  consideration. 
This  method  is  applied  to  each  of  the  ten  ages, 
so  that  the  student  at  school  or  college  or  the 
general  reader  may  easily  refer  to  special 
points  in  the  literature  of  a period,  or  to  par- 
ticular features  of  the  life  or  writings  of  the 
central  figure  who  has  been  chosen  to  illus- 
trate it. 


The  present  dispute  concerning  the  ralue 
of  classical  studies  is  but  one  phase  of  a con- 
troversy which  has  lasted  for  ages,  and  is 
likely  to  last  for  ages  to  come.  It  is  amusing 
to  note  the  tone  of  some  loud  disputants, 
assured  that  they  have  just  made  a grand  dis- 
covery, that  the  educational  past  has  been  a 
prejudice  and  a delusion,  and  that  only  vigor- 
ous declamation  is  now  needed  to  drive  fhim 
the  world  its  traditions  of  culture.  Scholars, 
however,  see  without  alarm,  and  even  with 
satisfaction,  that  the  subject  is  attracting  ear- 
nest attention ; for  they  are  sure  that  if  these 
traditions  are  but  tested  fairly,  however  se- 
verely, all  that  is  valuable  in  them  will  be  but 
more  firmly  fixed  in  the  esteem  of  educated 
men.  Certainly  the  best  W'ay  to  try  the  issne 
between  the  old  learning  and  the  new  is  to 
perfect  for  students  the  methods  and  agencies 
of  both,  and  to  let  each  work  out  its  best  re- 
sults in  fair  competition.  In  this  manner  the 
truest  friends  of  classical  learning  are  dealing 
with  the  contn>versy.  The  series  to  which 
Mr.  Merriam’s  book^  belongs  promises  a dis- 
tinct advance  upon  the  text-books  of  Greek 
and  Latin  authors  to  which  American  pupils 
now  have  access.  When  a wide  selection  of 
the  principal  monuments  of  ancient  literature 
shall  have  assumed  this  attractive  form,  with 
an  apparatus  ns  complete,  there  can  no  longer 
be  complaints  that  a course  of  study  in  this 
department  is  wanting  in  intellectual  stimu- 
lus, in  suggest!  veil  ess,  or  in  opportunities  for 
the  varied  exercise  of  the  mind.  Professor  Mer- 
riam  hns  selected  from  Herodotus  the  books 
containing  his  delightful  story  of  the  cam- 
paigns of  Marathon  and  Thermopylie.  He 
makes  its  historical  relations  intelligible  by 
prefixing  a summary  of  the  entire  work  of  the 
Father  of  History,  and  facilitates  the  study  of 
his  dialect  by  a systematic  account  of  its  pe- 
culiarities. Next  comes  the  text,  printed  with 
lieantiful  accuracy,  and  more  carefully  punctu- 
ated than  in  many  earlier  editions.  An  elab- 
orate commentary  follows,  remarkable  at  once 
for  its  fullness  and  its  compression,  giving 

* Tht  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Iferodotus.  With  a 
Life  of  Herodotus,  an  Enitome  of  his  History,  a Sum- 
mary of  the  Dialect,  ana  Explanatory  Notes.  By  Au- 
OC78TU8  C.  Mbrriam,  I*h.D.,  Adjunct  Professor  of  Greek 
in  Columbia  College.  Pp.  xxix.,  809.  New  York : Har- 
per and  Brothers. 


in  the  smaUest  compass,  without  sacrifice  of 
clearuess,  everything  ne^ed  in  a guide  to  the 
thorough  study  of  the  author.  It  is  here  that 
the  learning  and  skill  of  the  editor  find  amplest 
scope  and  are  most  usefully  employed.  The 
grammatical  illustration  is  sufficient  and  ac- 
curate, but  never  tedious,  nor  is  the  attention 
unduly  fixed  upon  verbal  discussion.  The 
reader  is  constantly  provoked  to  widen  his 
range  of  inquiry;  to  consider  the  significance 
and  importance  of  the  events  related,  the  char- 
acter of  the  actors  in  them,  the  condition  of 
society,  the  forms  of  government,  the  processes 
and  influence  of  law,  the  state  of  the  arts,  the 
placo  of  Herodotus  in  literature,  and  the  rela- 
tions of  the  great  struggle  between  Persia  and 
Greece  to  the  history  of  civilization.  All  this 
is  done  with  skill,  so  that  the  faithful  student 
of  the  volume  is  kept  in  perpetual  mental  con- 
tact with  the  simplicity  and  nobleness  of  the 
Greek  historian,  and  is  nowhere  offended  or 
obstructed  by  the  intrnsion  of  the  commenta- 
tor, yet  finds  himself  stimulated  and  aided  to 
follow  np  the  pursuit  of  knowledge  in  almost 
every  direction  in  which  an  enlightened  curi- 
osity seeks  gratification.  If  the  reproaches 
which  have  been  cast  upon  a too  exclusive  at- 
tention to  linguistic  tcacl^ings  in  classical  in- 
stmetion  shall  lead  to  the  general  nso  of  books 
like  this,  which  unite  the  minute  accuracy 
of  scientific  philology  with  the  broadest  and 
most  varied  sources  of  interest  in  every  branch 
of  historic  learning,  the  coming  generations 
will  have  reason  to  be  glad  that  the  placo  of 
*Mhe  humanities*’  in  edneation  has  been  so 
vigorously  challenged. 


“The  true  vision  of  a work  of  literary  art  is 
to  be  gained  by  the  study  of  the  original,  and 
by  that  alone.”  (Introductory  Essay,  p.  xxvii.) 
In  these  w'ords  Dr.  Gildersleeve  makes  his  pro- 
test against  the  delusion  that  from  transla- 
tions and  criticisms  there  can  be  got  a true 
knowledge  of  antique  literature.  But  the 
same  words  cau  be  used  to  mark  the  worth  of 
his  own  edition,  to  show  why  his  vision  and 
his  presentation  of  Pindar*  are  truer,  wo  be- 
lieve, than  any  before  unveiled  to  scholars. 
His  vision  of  Piudar  is  supremely  clear  and 
true,  because  for  half  a lifetiino  of  loving 
study,  for  many  years  of  close  and  concentrated 
contemplation,  the  creations  of  Pindar’s  art 
have  been  steadily  before  bis  eyes.  The  hab- 
its of  Pindar’s  speech,  the  methods  of  his  com- 
position, the  laws  of  his  thinking,  the  se- 
quences of  his  imagination,  have  been  watch- 
ed and  compared  and  recorded  with  that  same 
kind  of  unswerving  accuracy  which  the  scien- 
tific men  of  our  time  are  wont  to  give  to  the 
forms  and  laws  of  life  in  plant  and  animal. 
The  edition  is  the  result  and  the  triumph  of 
the  closest  and  most  loving  scientific  ob^rva- 

• Pindar : ths  Otymrdan  and  Pythian  Odes.  With  an 
Introductory  Essay,  Notes,  and  Indexes.  By  Basil  L. 
On.DBii8LiEEyE,  Professor  of  Greek  In  the  Johns  Hop* 
kins  University,  Baltimore.  Harper's  Classical 
ties.'*  New  York : Harper  and  Brothers. 
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tion.  We  all  know  the  **  Theban  eagle”  of  Qray’s 
Bablime  stanza,  and  the  grandeur  of  the  meta- 
phor loses  nothing  by  following  ont  the  preci- 
sion of  its  details.  The  motion  and  the  power 
of  the  eagle’s  wings,  the  lustre  of  bis  plumage, 
the  strong  sweepof  the  upward  flight,  the  grace 
of  his  gyrations,  the  swift  directness  of  the 
downward  dash — all  these  things  are  here  re- 
vealed to  us  with  a clearness  that  they  never 
had  before.  It  is  a pang  for  old  Greek  schol- 
ars, wijfia  waXcycorov  to  feel,  bad  such 

a revelation  of  Pindar  been  given  to  them  in 
their  youth,  how  much  of  perplexed  and  inef- 
fective labor  bad  been  spared. 

The  edition  falls  into  three  parts.  The  Intro- 
ductory Essay  fills  109  pages.  The  text,*’  beau- 
tifully printed  and  accompanied  by  full  met- 
rical schemes,  fills  122.  The  commentary,  fall, 
and  yet  too  short,  fills  242.  At  the  end  there 
are  25  pages  of  index  matter ; and  this  index, 
especially  in  dealing  with  the  figures  and  with 
the  syntax  of  Pindar,  is  so  full  and  so  ably 
wrought  os  to  have  an  independent  valne  for 
students  of  style.  The  classification  of  the 
metaphors,  pp.  391-2,  is  of  the  deepest  interest. 

In  the  beginning  of  his  preface  the  editor 
wittily  says:  **The  text  of  this  edition  has 
been  constituted  according  to  my  best  jndg- 
ment,  and  that  best  judgment  has  excluded 
all  emendations  of  my  own.”  The  text  is  eclec- 
tic, bnt  the  result  is  a triumph  of  the  editor’s 
Judgment.  It  yields,  wherever  tested,  a con- 
vincing sense.  And  even  where,  as  in  01.  ii., 
62,  the  text  itself  breaks  down,  it  is  better  to 
have  the  break  revealed  to  us  by  the  editor’s 
frankness  than  blurred  over  by  emendations 
that  hide  ignorance  and  suggest  false  concep- 
tions. The  metrical  schemes  that  accompany 
the  text  **  are  due  to  the  generosity  of  Dr.  J. 
H.  Heinrich  Schmidt,  who  kindly  placed  at  my 
disposal  the  MS.  of  his  unpublished  Pindar.” 
(Preface,  v.)  They  are,  indeed,  so  satisfactory 
to  work  with  that  one  can  not  desire  anything 
better.  For  a diligent  student,  not  devoid  of 
rhythmical  sense,  the  understanding  and  the 
recitation  of  Pindar’s  verses  are  now  made  easy. 

The  Introductory  Essay  embraces,  besides 
much  else,  a full  discussion  of  Pindar’s  meters, 
inflection,  syntax,  style,  and  laws  of  composi- 
tion. Apart  from  the  commentary,  this  essay 
is,  we  think,  quite  the  best  piece  of  literary 
criticism  on  Pindar  that  adorns  any  literature. 
Many  passages  are  so  grandly  written,  so  full 
of  insight,  of  new  thought,  of  warm  eloquence, 
as  to  have  high  literary  w^orth.  The  description 
of  PiudaFs  survey  of  Hellas,  pp.  xviii.-xix.,  the 
description  of  the  Olympian  festival  as  revealed 
by  the  late  excavations,  pp.  xix.-xx.,  and  the 
picture  of  Pindar  in  his  decline,  p.  Ixii.,  .nre  ns 
noble  in  manuert  as  in  thought.  Far  different 
from  the  warmth  and  glow  of  such  passages 

♦ Do  the  Greek  coins  by  which  the  text  is  Illustrated 
contain  an  allusion  to  that  love  of  such  coins,  as  poets* 
fees,  which  the  ancients  ascribed  to  Pindar? 

t Tile  style  of  the  essay  and  of  the  commentary  is  very 
rich  and  full  of  literary  cbarin.  Some  of  the  technics 
grammar  terms  savor  too  moeb  of  the  claa«-room.  A 


are  those  others  in  which  acuteness  of  combi- 
nation and  subtlety  of  argument  are  used  to  at- 
tack old  theories  and  to  establish  new  opinions. 
The  vindication  of  the  Boeotian  intellect  against 
the  Attic  sneer,  p.  viii.,  the  novel  view  of  Pin- 
dar’s Hellenic  patriotism,  p.  xii.,  the  humorons 
assault  upon  the  framers  of  Pindaric  analyses 
and  upon  the  worshippers  of  the  o/i<^aXdr,  are 
models  of  that  sharpness  of  skepticism  which 
belongs  to  the  highest  region  of  philological 
Bcieuce.  Above  all,  how'ever,  the  description 
of  Pindar’s  style,  pp.  xxxvi.-xl.,  gives  proof  how 
rich  are  the  results  of  applying  the  methods 
of  the  modern  fcsthetio  criticism,  the  criticism 
of  Saiute-Beuve  and  Matthew  Arnold,  to  the 
works  of  Greek  genius.  It  would  be  hard  to 
find  in  modem  critical  masterpieces  a nobler 
or  keener  analysis  than  that  which  sums  up. 
the  greatness  of  Pindar  in  his  opulence,  swift- 
ness, nud  elevation. 

In  passing  from  the  essay  to  the  commen- 
tary we  pass  from  sssthetic  to  grammatical 
criticism.  In  this  the  method  and  the  iu- 
stroctive  power  of  Dr.  Gildersleere  are  almost 
unequalled  among  scholars.  To  them  that 
have  long  known  his  fine  knowledge  of  Attic 
and  Homeric  Greek  it  is  a joyous  revelation 
to  see  the  Attic  and  the  Homeric  made  the 
two  avenues  of  approach  to  the  Pindaric. 
The  style  of  Pindar  in  every  minute  detail  is 
compared  with  the  usage  of  Homer  and  with 
the  usage  of  the  Attic ; aud  the  delicacy  and 
careful u css  and  subtlety  of  tbe  conijparisou 
are  always  bringing  to  light  new  aud  unsus- 
pected truths.  Especially  valuable  is  tbo  tror 
cing  of  tbe  iufiueuce  of  metrical  form  upon 
tbe  syntax  of  tbe  tenses,  p.  Ixiii.,  etc.,  the  warn- 
ing about  tbe  classification  of  participles,  p. 
109,  and  the  interpretation  of  the  present  used 
for  the  future,  p.  143.  Tbe  only  oversight  seems 
to  be  tbe  adoption  of  \a^€v  into  tbe  text  of 
Pytb.,  viii.,  15,  with  the  recommendation  of 
in  the  conmieutary.  Points  of  detail, 
marked  for  note,  there  is  not  space  to  men- 
tion. The  highest  merits  of  this  commentary 
seem  to  us  the  highest  merits  that  coiumentary 
can  have.  First,  tbe  interpretation  of  Pindar 
ont  of  Pindar  liiinsolf,  the  collation  of  Pindar- 
ic usage  to  make  plain  each  passage,  is  carried 
out  more  thoroughly  than  we  have  ever  seen 
done  before.  Second,  the  translations,  when 
given  at  all,  are  given  with  surpiissiug  accu- 
racy aud  in  gem-like  beauty.  lu  many  places 
the  rendering  vies  with  the  original  in  perfec- 
tion of  phrase ; aud  in  the  longer  passages,  as 
on  p.  147,  the  noble  rhythm  of  the  translation 
is  welcome  proof  that  rhythmical  prose  is  not, 
as  some  seem  to  think,  bad  aud  sing-song 
verse.  Third,  the  highest  merit  of  all,  is  tbe. 
imiietrative  force  of  the  editor’s  imagination, 
the  deep  insight  that  deep  sympathy  gives 

**  plumping  cu>rut^  Is  hardly  presentable.  To  speak  of  the 
life,”  p.  xlv.,  or  of  a man's  weird,  p.  ^2,  g^lres  a 
false  tone.  But  the  vei  b to  jeopard,  p.  xxlz..  has  a rich 
flavor  of  tbe  Old  Testament,  and  tbe  participle  forefelt 
is  well  wortliy  of  being  revived  from  Chapman’s  ilomer, 
p.  xcv. 
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into  the  working  of  Pindar’s  thought  and  into 
the  meaning  of  his  fignres.  Each  fignre  is  felt 
and  interpreted,  and  the  laws  of  figurative  ex- 
pression are  given  with  beautiful  clearness. 
See,  especially,  the  discussion  of  mixed  meta- 
phors, p.  xliii.  In  this  respect  Dr.  Gildersleeve’s 
Pindar  is  likely  to  remain,  we  think,  a lasting 
monument  of  philological  method.  Onr  know- 
ledge of  Pindar’s  dialect,  of  his  meters,  of  his 
syntax,  may  expand  with  the  growth  of  phi- 
lology. But  there  is  not  likely  to  come  to  the 
study  of  the  Theban  poet  a scholar  whose  gift 
of  sympathetic  imagination,  whose  power  of 
imaginative  insight,  shall  be  more  nicely 
adapted  than  Dr.  Gildersleeve’s  to  Pindar’s  in- 
dividuality of  thought  and  feeling. 

Thb  question  of  total  abstinence  from  the 
use  of  intoxicating  drinks  has  been  discussed 
with  so  much  intemperance  by  the  zealous  re- 
formers who  have  been  its  advocates,  their 
earnestness  has  been  so  strongly  tinctured 
with  fanaticism,  and  the  methods  they  have 
proposed  or  devised  to  force  their  benevo- 
lent views  upon  an  unready  public  have  been 
so  radical  and  extreme,  that  the  subject  has 
failed  to  secure  the  dispassionate  hearing 
which  its  grave  importance  and  its  genuine 
philanthropic  aims  deserve.  Anomalous  as  it 
may  seem,  even  the  unfortunates  whom  it  is 
sought  to  rescue — unlike  those  other  unfortu- 
nates, the  blind,  the  deaf,  the  dumb,  the  maim- 
ed, and  the  diseased,  who  are  full  of  gratitude 
for  plans  for  their  amelioration — have  gener- 
ally ranged  themselves  with  their  own  and  its 
dea<lliest  enemies  in  opposing  the  proposed  re- 
form, and  in  ridiculing  it  as  a crotchet  hatch- 
ed in  the  maggoty  brains  of  men  of  one  idea. 
And  this  also  may  be  largely  ascribed  to  the 
intemperance  of  the  temperance  reformers. 
Moreover,  the  subject  itself  is  so  complicated, 
the  proposed  reform  trenches  upon  so  many 
interests,  and  runs  counter  to  so  many  preju- 
dices and  habits  and  prescriptions,  that  it  is 
full  of  difficulty,  which  has  not  been  lessened 
by  the  exceedingly  superficial  manner  in  which 
it  has  been  discussed  by  many  of  its  ablest  and 
most  enthusiastic  advocates.  Nevertheless,  not 
a few  admirable  books  have  been  written  by 
total  abstinence  reformers  to  which  this  cen- 
sure does  not  apply ; but  none  of  them  have 
been  at  all  comparable,  in  their  scope,  in  the 
thoronghness  with  which  their  facts,  argu- 
ments, and  evidence  have  been  presented,  or 
in  the  calmness  and  practical  good  sense  of 
their  reasonings  and  conclusions,  to  an  excel- 
lent work  by  Mr.  Axel  Gustafson,  covering  the 
subject  in  all  its  relations  and  bearings,  and 
to  which  he  has  given  the  title.  The  Foundation 
of  Deaths  Mr.  Gustafson  vindicates  his  choice 
of  this  rather  startling  title  by  showing,  in  the 
course  of  his  treatise,  that  among  the  many 
springs  and  foundations  of  death — of  deaths 

• 7%e  Foundation  Death.  A Study  of  the  Drink 
Question.  By  Axel  GutTAFSON.  ISmo,  pp.  696.  Bos- 
ton : Quin,  Heath,  and  Co. 


national  and  individual,  intellectual  and  mor- 
al, physical  and  spiritual — alcohol  is  pre-em- 
inently a destroyer  in  every  department  of 
life,  and  therefore  is  truly  the  foundation  of 
death.  Proceeding  upon  this  broad  idea,  and 
in  order  that  the  masses  of  plain  people  may 
see  that  their  well-being  is  indissolubly  asso- 
ciated with  total  abstinence  from  intoxicating 
drinks,  Mr.  Gustafson  has  collected  in  his  work 
an  overwhelming  amount  of  evidence — histor- 
ical, philological,  argumentative,  and  experien- 
tial— addressed  to  the  understanding  of  plain 
men,  and  admirably  calculated  to  convince 
them  of  the  perilous  consequences  of  intoxi- 
cating drink  in  all  its  forms.  Mr.  Gustafson  is 
not  an  advocate  of  legislation  at  this  stage. 
He  believes  that  individual  and  social  reform 
must  be  the  basis  of  any  permanently  good 
legislation ; that  it  must  precede  legislation, 
and  prepare  public  opinion  for  it;  that  it  must 
consist  in  abstinence  voluntarily  imposed  upon 
himself  by  man,  under  the  sincere  conviction 
that  intoxicating  drinks  are  evil,  are  so  sure  a 
poison  to  body  and  mind  that,  although  the 
drinker  may  iu  his  own  person  to  all  appear- 
ances escape  baneful  consequences,  his  <diil- 
dren  and  children’s  children  must  often  bear 
them,  and  that  no  man  can  gniltlessl}'^  indulge 
in  that  which,  not  being  a necessity  for  him- 
self, is,  by  his  indulging,  a snare  to  his  brother 
roan.  When  the  people  are  educated  up  to 
this  point,  the  needful  legislation  will  inev- 
itably follow,  and  be  permanent.  The  work  is 
a vade  mecum  of  the  history,  legislation,  litera- 
ture, and  bibliography  of  the  subject,  a re- 
pository of  what  science  has  revealed  as  to  the 
physiological  and  pathological  effects  of  alco- 
holic beverages,  and  a treasury  of  the  reason- 
ings that  have  been  employed  for  and  against 
total  abstinence,  and  of  all  the  expedients  and 
half-way  measures  that  have  been  tried  in  its 
stead  and  found  deplorably  wanting.  The 
treatise  is  an  able  and  impressive  one,  earnest 
and  sympathetic,  without  being  fanatical,  and 
commanding  respect  by  the  fullness  and  im- 
portance of  the  researches  which  it  records, 
and  by  the  dispassionate  candor  and  cogency 
of  its  arguments.  

As  its  sub-title  correctly  announces,  ITie 
Money-Makers'  is  a social  parable  rather  than 
a true  novel;  and  very  naturally,  therefore, 
its  interest  resides  rather  in  the  pointedness 
and  pungency  of  its  similitudes  than  iu  the 
artistic  development  of  the  story,  or  the  fine 
shading  and  evolution  of  character.  Some  of 
its  situations  are  exceedingly  effective,  though 
rarely  reaching  any  exalted  dramatic  heights; 
several  of  its  delineations  of  a segment  of 
American  society  are  brilliant  and  racy,  though 
generally  somewhat  extravagant  in  their  col- 
oring ; and  a few  of  its  lending  characters  are 
clever  but  exaggerated  portraitures  of  indi- 
viduals whose  conduct  and  springs  of  action 

^ The  Money-Makers.  A Social  Parable.  Kkno,  pp. 
887.  New  York : D.  Appleton  and  Co. 
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have  exerted,  and  oontinne  to  exert,  a balefal 
influence  upon  the  society  in  vrhich  they  re- 
Yolve,  no  less  than  upon  the  public  and  busi- 
ness morals  of  the  country.  The  tone  of  the 
story  is  depressing,  even  Yrhere  it  most  aims  to 
be  sprightly  and  amusing.  The  cancerous  ve- 
nality which  it  depicts  as  permeating  and  cor- 
rupting the  press,  the  national  and  State  Legis- 
latures, the  judiciary,  and  almost  every  rami- 
fication of  public  and  private  life  is  painted 
in  the  most  sombre  colors,  and  its  universality 
is  assumed  from  the  existence  of  flagrant  in- 
stances of  it.  It  must  be  admitted,  however, 
while  discrediting  its  universality,  that  these 
special  instances  of  it  are  so  numerons,  their 
influence  is  of  so  great  magnitude,  and  they 
are  usually  so  largely  accompanied  by  that  lust 
of  power  ill  its  baser  forms,  and  the  unscrupu- 
lous use  of  it,  which  are  begot  of  the  greed  of 
money-getting,  as  to  bo  sufficiently  menacing 
to  warrant  the  sounding  of  an  alarum  like  that 
which  peals  out  from  almost  every  page  of 
this  vigorous  and  scathing  performance.  The 
prevailing  dark  ground  of  its  rather  thin  sto- 
ry is  alleviated  by  some  brilliant  and  spicy 
but  rather  heartless  sketches  of  life  and  so- 
ciety in  Bohemian  and  press  circles  and  among 
the  newly  rich ; and  there  are  occasional  epi- 
sodes which  glow  with  generous  and  apprecia- 
tive sympathy  for  pure  womanhood,  and  with 
hearty  admiration  of  that  noble  and  incor- 
ruptible manhood  which  is  fostered  by  lofty 
aspirations  and  honorable  ambitions.  But  the 
general  tenor,  as  wo  have  said,  is  dark  and  de- 
pressing, and  its  tendency  is  to  create  the  im- 
pression that  our  social  and  political  fabric  is 
BO  completely  honey-combed  by  rapacity  on 
the  one  hand  and  venality  on  the  other,  and 
that  the  men  and  women  of  America  are  so 
universally  susceptible  to  base  and  corrupting 
influences,  that  our  cose  is  hopeless  except 
through  some  violent  and  even  revolutionary 
cure.  The  state  of  the  case,  as  between  the 
gaping  millionaires  who  are  debauching  our 
voters  and  rulers,  and  concentrating  in  their 
own  class  the  money,  the  lands,  the  business, 
and  the  power  of  the  country,  and  the  toiling 
masses  who  are  being  sunk  to  a lower  and 
more  hopeless  condition  by  the  tendency  to 
class  supremacy  on  the  basis  of  wealth,  is 
graphically  but  bitterly  outlined  in  connec- 
tion with  the  careers,  and  the  incidents  that 
occur  therein,  of  some  of  the  dramatis  personas 
for  whom  the  reader’s  interest  or  indignation 
is  challenged.  The  production  will  afibrd  food 
for  thought,  and  perhaps  warning,  to  many 
who  do  not  read,  or  who  can  not  understand, 
or  will  not  heed,  the  reasonings  of  political 
economists.  One  of  its  features  which  will 
pique  the  curiosity  of  many  readers  is  its  crisp 
portraitures  of  some  well-known  characters 
under  thinly  disguised  appellatives.  These 
portraitures  are  not  literally  true  to  the  life, 
but  are  clever  travesties,  whose  recognition 
depends  upon  an  exaggerated  rendering  of 
some  imputed  or  real  traits  of  their  originals. 


Until  recently  it  may  have  been  asserted 
with  truth  that  not  since  Charlotte  Bronte 
surprised  the  world  with  her  first  novel,  when 
she  was  only  twenty-three  years  old,  has  any 
work  of  fiction  been  produced  by  any  other 
equally  youthful  writer  at  all  comparable  with 
Jane  Eyre  for  maturity  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion or  for  originality  and  power.  But  this 
may  no  longer  be  averred.  A now  writer  has 
come  upon  the  stage  as  youthful  as  was  Char- 
lotte Bronte  when  she  made  her  dehut  in  1B47, 
and  of  the  same  sex,  whose  literary  workman- 
ship evinces  even  greater  maturity  than  hers, 
and  no  less  imaginative  and  constructive  pow- 
er, combined  with  a freedom  from  morbid  or 
extravagant  fancies  and  a vigor  and  mascu- 
linity of  style  and  thought  that  are  phenom- 
enal in  one  so  young.  Like  the  author  of  Jane 
EyrCf  the  young  author  whose  star  is  now  ris- 
ing above  the  horizon  has  sheltered  herself 
behind  a pseudonym.  Vernon  Lee,  as  is  well 
understood  in  literary  circles,  is  the  assumed 
name  of  a young  lady  of  twenty-two  or  twen- 
ty-three, whose  w ritings  on  Italian  art  and  lit- 
erature have  excited  the  admiration  of  schol- 
ars by  the  taste  and  ability  they  have  display- 
ed ; and  Miss  Brown,*  a remarkable  romance 
just  published  by  the  Messrs.  Har|)er,  is  her 
first  attempt  at  a novel.  Few  would  suspect 
the  youth  or  sox  of  the  author  of  this  novel 
from  the  internal  evidences  that  may  be  glean- 
ed from  it.  Not  that  there  is  anything  in  it 
incompatible  with  cither,  least  of  all  any  ut- 
terances from  which  an  ingenuous  youth  or  a 
pure-minded  woman  would  recoil  in  the  writ- 
ing or  in  the  reading.  But  there  are  visible 
in  its  style  a plenitude  and  a degree  of  free- 
dom and  vigor  such  as  are  commonly  attained 
only  after  long  practice  in  the  literary  art; 
and  in  like  manner  there  are  manifest  in  its 
delineations  of  motives,  moods,  and  emotions, 
and  in  its  presentations  of  character,  a full- 
ness of  knowledge  on  a wide  range  of  large 
subjects,  and  an  affluence  and  reach  of  thought, 
such  as  usually  accompany  prolonged  habits 
of  observation  and  ripe  experience.  Intuition 
of  this  sort — for  it  must  be  intuition  in  a girl 
just  out  of  her  teens — is  very  closely  akin  to 
genius.  It  is  not  desirable  to  forestall  our 
readers’  perusal  of  this  striking  romance  by 
an  extended  outline  of  its  plot  and  a close  de- 
scription of  its  characters.  But  the  story  will 
not  be  robbed  of  its  freshness  and  novelty  if 
we  say  that  it  is  the  most  trenchant  satire 
which  has  yet  appeared  levelled  against  that 
compound  of  cleverness  on  a small  scale  and 
of  fantastic  drivel  and  posturing  on  a large 
one,  the  msthetio  distemper,  which  invaded 
London  not  many  years  ago,  and  later  on  found 
a lodgment  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  and 
that  its  heroine  is  a grandly  conceived  woman 
— grand  in  her  proportions,  her  beauty,  her 
simplicity  and  purity,  her  singleness  and  vig- 
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or  of  mind,  and  her  capacity  for  self-sacrifice 
at  the  shrine  of  gratitade.  The  vivid  contrasts 
of  character  which  occur  in  the  course  of  the 
narrative  as  between  this  calm  and  gracious 
woman,  impervious  to  evil  and  resolute  in 
her  devotion  to  her  clear  conceptions  of  right 
and  wrong,  and  the  generous  but  weak  and 
vacillating  man  who  was  her  benefactor,  and 
also  as  between  her  and  the  frivolous  or  evil 
men  and  women  by  whom  she  was  surround- 
ed but  not  harmed,  are  among  the  most  pow- 
erfully concentrated  limnings  in  our  romantic 
literature.  The  novel  is  further  noteworthy 
for  the  variety  as  well  as  the  naturalness  and 
brilliancy  of  its  dialogues,  and  for  the  boldness 
with  which  it  trenches  on  dangerous  ground 
without  overstepping  true  delicacy.  Some 
minor  defects  might  easily  be  pointed  ont,  but 
these  are  chiefiy  verbal,  and  do  not  materially 
detract  from  the  general  excellence  of  the  per- 
formance. 


Mr.  Farjeon’s  Great  Porter  Square*  is  one 
of  the  most  ultra-realistic  of  our  modem  real- 
istic novels.  Its  story  is  told  with  the  matter- 
of-fact  literalness  of  a newspaper  report,  and 
the  reader  will  look  through  it  in  vain  for  any 
gleam  of  fancy  or  imagination.  A mysterious 
and  carefully  planned  murder  had  been  x>«r- 
petrated  in  a house  in  Great  Porter  Square, 
Loudon,  and  the  novel  is  devoted  to  the  histo- 
ry of  the  means  that  were  employed  to  hunt 
down  the  murderer  and  unravel  the  mystery. 
By  a singular  fatality  the  son  of  the  murdered 
man — though  not  revealed  at  the  outset  as 
such  either  to  the  reader  or  the  public — is 
charged  with  the  crime,  and  after  having  been 
convicted  is  cleared  of  the  accusation.  The 
circumstances  attending  the  implication  of  an 
innocent  man  in  so  gravo  a crime,  and  his  bar- 
barous treatment  by  the  officers  of  the  law, 
and  oven  by  the  court,  while  he  was  a prisoner 
under  suspicion,  are  minutely  and  graphically 
presented  by  Mr.  Faijeon,  in  order  to  empha- 
size the  danger  to  which  every  citizen  is  ex- 
posed by  the  false  theories  and  misdirected 
efiforts  of  the  authorities,  and  generally  to  ex- 
I>ose  the  gross  defects  of  the  English  law  of 
procedure  in  criminal  cases.  Having  narrowly 
escaped  the  peril  that  threatened  him,  the  son 
devotes  himself,  without  revealing  his  identi- 
ty, to  the  discovery  of  the  real  criminal,  and 
aided  by  his  plncky  and  indomitable  as  well 
as  beautiful  and  lovable  sweetheart  and  affi- 
anced wife,  after  long  and  tireless  effort,  suc- 
ceeds in  bringing  the  guilt  home  to  a paramour 
of  his  father’s  young  and  beautiful  second  wife, 
who  had  conspired  with  her  to  alienate  the 
father  from  the  son,  to  get  possession  of  his 
property  and  the  will  that  devised  it,  and  final- 
ly to  murder  him.  The  story  is  told  for  the 
most  part  in  the  form  of  supposititious  ex- 
tracts from  the  newspaper  reports  of  the  case 
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in  its  several  stages,  and  throughout  its  details 
are  given  with  the  minute  circumstantiality 
and  verisimilitude  of  an  accomplished  detect- 
ive. Those  who  relish  this  sort  of  incident 
will  read  Mr.  Faijeon’s  account  of  an  imagi- 
nary mysterious  murder  and  the  complications 
resulting  from  it  with  mneh  the  same  interest 
as  if  it  were  a real  one.  The  story  is  not  ex- 
clusively sombre.  It  has  its  bright,  tender, 
and  even  hnmorons  sides  as  well  as  its  dark 
side,  and  some  of  its  delineations  of  character 
and  of  phases  of  London  life  are  as  piquant 
and  buoyant  as  othersare  murky  and  repulsive. 


Serapis**  is  another  of  the  historical  romances 
written  by  the  eminent  German  archseologist 
Georg  Ebers  in  illustration  of  the  social  life 
and  manners,  the  learning  and  art,  the  philoso- 
phy and  religion,  of  the  ancients  during  the 
centuries  that  preceded  and  followed  the  in- 
ception of  the  Christian  era.  The  period  which 
Dr.  Ebers  has  now  chosen  for  illnstration  is 
that  which  was  coincident  with  the  procla- 
mation of  the  famous  edict  of  Theodosius  the 
Great  (a.d.  381)  against  paganism,  prohibiting 
immolatory  sacrifices,  and  denouncing  them  as 
infamous  as  well  as  criminal,  one  of  the  most 
signal  incidents  attending  which  was  the  de- 
struction of  the  magnificent  temple  of  Serapis 
at  Alexandria,  and  the  demolition  of  the  superb 
work  of  art,  the  colossal  statue  of  the  god,  which 
it  contained.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Alexandria, 
and  the  story  depicts  the  concourse  of  citizens 
and  visitors,  pagans  and  Christians,  philoso- 
phers, monks,  magicians,  singers,  and  soldiers, 
who  were  there  assembled  on  the  eve  of  the 
catastrophe,  together  with  the  contrasted  feel- 
ings and  motives  that  animated  them — pictur- 
ing, on  the  one  hand,  the  fierce  enthusiasm  and 
bitter  intolerance,  alleviated  in  some  instances 
by  the  more  kindly  Christian  graces  and  vir- 
tues, of  the  triumphant  Christians,  supported 
by  the  imperial  cohorts;  and,  on  the  other,  the 
hatred,  consternation,  and  despair  of  the  pa- 
gans, who  had  been  deluded  into  the  belief 
that  the  destruction  of  their  god  involved  a 
universal  collapse  and  the  destruction  of  all 
things.  Amid  all  this  tempest  of  passion  and 
expectation  the  novelist  evolves  a charming 
story  of  love  and  constancy  rising  superior  to 
creed  and  prejudice,  and  of  the  sweet  ameni- 
ties of  social  ties  and  family  affection.  At 
times  the  narrative  is  lofty  and  dramatic, 
and  it  abounds  in  descriptions  and  allusions 
which  are  rife  with  historical  interest.  Like 
its  predecessors  by  the  same  author,  Serapie 
is  a valuable  aid  to  the  just  comprehen- 
sion of  the  history  of  the  times  and  events  to 
which  it  relates,  and  it  is  highly  respectable 
as  a work  of  art.  In  this  latter  respect,  how- 
ever, it  is,  in  onr  judgment,  greatly  inferior  to 
Bnlwer’s  romance  on  a related  theme,  The  Loot 
Days  of  Pompeii, 
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POUnCAL. 

OUR  Record  is  closed  on  thelQtb  of  March. — 
The  Honse  of  Representatives  of  the  For- 
ty-eighth  Congress  adjourned  Hne  die  March  4. 
Almost  the  last  act  'was  the  passage  of  the  Sen- 
ate Grant  Retirement  Bill  by  a vote  of  198  to 
78.  It  was  sent  to  the  President,  who  imme- 
diately signed  it,  and  nominated  General  Grant 
to  be  General  on  the  retired  list  of  the  army, 
with  the  full  pay  of  snch  rank  ($13,500).  The 
Senate  conhrmed  this,  in  open  executive  ses- 
sion, amid  thnnders  of  applause  on  the  floor 
and  in  the  galleries. 

The  following  bills  were  passed : Anti-For- 
eign Contract  Labor,  Senate,  Febmary  18; 
Texas  Pacific  Forfeiture,  Senate,  Febmary  19; 
Agricnltnral  Appropriation,  Senate,  February 
80;  Post-office  Appropriation,  Senate,  Febm- 
ary 23 ; Naval  Appropriation,  House,  February 
23,  Senate,  Febmary  27 ; authorizing  the  Pre- 
sident to  negotiate  for  the  purchase  of  the  In- 
dian rights  in  the  Oklahoma  lands,  Senate, 
February  24 ; Sundry  Civil  Appropriation, 
Honse,  Febmary  27 ; Substitute  for  River  and 
Harbor  Appropriation,  Honse,  February  27 ; 
Fortifications  Appropriation,  House,  Febmary 
28,  Senate,  March  3 ; New  Orleans  Appropria- 
tion (increased  to  |400,000),  Senate,  March  2; 
Pensions  Appropriation  (1^,000,000),  Honse, 
March  3. 

The  Post-office  Appropriation  Bill  makes  the 
following  important  changes,  to  take  effect 
July  1:  The  weight  of  all  single-rate  letters  is 
increased  from  one-half  an  ounce  each  or  frac- 
tion thereof  to  one  ounce  each  or  fraction 
thereof.  All  newspapers  sent  from  the  office 
of  publication,  including  sample  copies,  or 
when  sent  from  a news  agency  to  actual  sub- 
scribers thereto,  or  to  other  news  agents,  shall 
be  entitled  to  transmission  at  the  rate  of  one 
cent  per  pound  or  fraction  thereof,  the  postage 
to  be  prepaid.  A special  stamp  of  the  value  of 
ten  cents  may  be  issued,  which,  when  attached 
to  a letter,  in  addition  to  the  lawful  postage, 
shall  entitle  the  letter  to  immediate  delivery. 

Grover  Cleveland  was  inaugurated  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States  March  4.  In  his 
inaugural  a<ldress  he  urged  all  citizens  to  lay 
aside  partisan  animosities  and  give  the  com- 
mon govermiient  cordial  support;  declared  in 
favor  of  a close  application  of  the  Monroe  doc- 
trine to  foreign  relations,  and  principles  of 
strict  economy  to  domestic  nlfairs ; favored  the 
exclusion  of  foreign  pauper  labor,  the  suppres- 
sion of  Mormon  polygamy,  the  protection  of 
the  Indians  and  their  elevation  to  citizenship, 
and  the  maintenance  of  the  rights  of  the  freed- 
men ; and  demanded  refonn  in  governmental 
methods,  and  the  application  of  civil  service 
reform  prinoiples  to  all  departments,  and  com- 
mended the  nation  to  Divine  wisdom  for  guid- 
ance. 

President  Cleveland’s  cabinet,  announced 


March  5,  was  as  follows : Secretary  of  State, 
Thomas  F.  Bayard,  of  Delaware ; Secretary  of 
the  Treasury,  Daniel  Manning,  of  New  York ; 
Secretary  of  War,  William  C.  Endicott,  of  Mas- 
sachusetts; Secretary  of  the  Navy,  William  C. 
Whitney,  of  New  York;  Secretary  of  the  In- 
terior, L.  Q.  C.  Lamar,  of  Mississippi ; Postmas- 
ter-General, William  F.  Vilas,  of  Wisconsin ; 
Attorney-General,  A.  H.  Garland,  of  Arkansas. 

President  Cleveland,  March  12,  withdrew 
the  Nicaragua  Canal  and  Spanish  Reciprocity 
treaties  from  the  Senate  in  order  that  they 
might  be  considered  by  the  new  administra- 
tion. 

United  States  Senator  Bayard,  of  Delaware, 
is  succeeded  by  Mr.  George  Gray,  and  United 
States  Senator  Lamar,  of  Mississippi,  by  Gen- 
eral E.  C.  Walthall. 

The  Washington  Monument  was  dedicated, 
February  21,  with  appropriate  ceremonies. 

The  motion  to  censure  the  English  govern- 
ment for  its  Soudan  policy  was  rejected  in  the 
Honse  of  Commons  (299  to  277)  and  adopted  in 
the  House  of  Lords  (189  to  68),  February  27. 

DlSASTERa 

February  27. — Six  officers  killed  by  an  ex- 
plosion in  the  School  of  Gunnery  at  Shoebur}'- 
ness,  England. 

March  3. — Explosion  in  Unsworth  Colliery, 
Sunderland,  England.  Thirty-six  men  killed. 

March  6. — Colliery  explosion  at  Korwiii,  Aus- 
trian Silesia,  killing  147  men. 

March  18. — ^More  than  one  hundred  and  fifty 
miners  killed  by  explosion  of  fire-damp  at 
Camphanseu,  Prussia. 

OBITUARY. 

February  17. — In  New  York,  John  Parsellc, 
aged  sixty-eight  years. 

February  21. — In  Brooklyn,  New  York,  Will- 
iam C.  Kingsley,  aged  fifty-two  years. 

February  22. — In  Washington,  D.  C.,  General 
Horace  Capron,  aged  seventy-five  years,  and 
Francis  Samuel  Drake,  aged  fifty-seven  years. 

February  26. — In  Newark,  Ohio,  General 
Charles  R.  W'oods,  U.S.A.,  aged  fifty-four  years. 

March  1. — ^In  Boston,  Massachusetts,  Rear- 
Admiral  George  H.  Preble,  U.S.N.,  aged  sixty- 
nine  years. 

March  6. — In  Philadelphia,  T.  S.  Arthur,  aged 
seventy-six  years. 

March  10. — In  Worcester,  Massachusetts,  Ser- 
geant Thomas  Plankett,  the  armless  hero  of 
Fredericksburg,  aged  forty-four  years. 

March  12. — In  Philadelphia,  General  Thomas 
H.  Neill,  U.8.A.,  aged  fifty-nine  years. 

March  13, — General  Fernandez,  President  of 
Costa  Rica. 

March  14. — In  Buffalo,  New  York,  Charles  W. 
McCone,  in  his  sixty-third  year. 

March  18. — In  New  York,  Gordon  W.  Bum- 
ham,  in  his  eighty-second  year. 
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The  desire  of  the  Englishman  to  marry  his 
Deceased  Wife’s  Sister  is  one  of  the  most 
marked  phenomena  of  the  times.  The  De- 
ceased Wife’s  Sister  Bill  may  be  said  to  bo  his 
steady  occupation.  In  all  his  breathing  spells 
from  emergencies  he  turns  to  that.  When  he 
is  not  being  massacred  by  the  South  Africaus, 
or  slaying  Soudanese,  or  fighting  Afghans,  or 
pacifying  the  Irish,  or  being  blown  np  in  his 
Tower,  he  is  attending  to  the  Deceased  Wife’s 
Sister  Bill.  He  comes  back  to  it  out  of  all  vic- 
tories and  all  defeats  with  unwavering  perti- 
nacity and  courage.  It  appears  to  be  the  pas- 
sion of  his  life  to  marry  bis  Deceased  Wife’s 
Sister.  We  w'ho  live  in  a land  where  nobody 
opposes  such  an  alliance  can  not  conceive  the 
attraction  it  seems  to  have  to  Englishmen. 
And  seeing  how  universal  and  strong  this  de- 
sire is  in  England,  we  can  not  but  inquire  why 
the  Englishman  does  not  marry  the  wife’s  sis- 
ter in  the  first  place.  Why  does  ho  go  on  mar- 
rying the  wrong  one,  and  then  wait  for  death 
and  the  law  to  help  him  out  f 

It  seems  to  us  that  much  os  this  matter  has 
been  agitated,  it  never  has  been  discussed  in  a 
philosophical  spirit.  We  admit  the  fact  of  the 
overmastering  desire  to  marry  the  Deceased 
Wife’s  Sister;  wo  can  see  how  the  prohibition 
of  the  marriage  increases  the  longing  for  it; 
bnt  we  have  not  analyzed  the  origin  of  the  de- 
sire itself.  It  has  been  treated  in  England  as 
a question  of  morals,  when  it  is,  in  fact,  a ques- 
tion of  sociology.  When  we  come  face  to  face 
with  the  question,  is  it  not  this:  Does  not  the 
man  generally  make  a mistake  when  he  mar- 
ries one  of  two  or  more  sisters!  The  world 
often  sees  it  at  the  time,  the  sister  who  is  left 
sees  it,  but  the  man  is  blind  to  what  he  is 
doing.  He  not  only  takes  the  one  who  does 
not  make  him  the  best  wife,  but  the  one  least 
eligible  for  a life-insurance,  and  so  volun- 
tarily, as  one  may  say,  in  the  end  comes  round 
to  bother  the  world  with  his  Deceased  Wife’s 
Sister  Bill.  And  the  reason  of  this  mistake 
lies  a good  deal  in  the  nature  of  man  himself, 
bnt  somewhat,  as  we  shall  show,  iu  the  nature 
of  woman  also.  He  is  so  constituted  that  be 
does  not  recognize  the  qualities  necessary  to 
make  a good  w ife.  He  is  attracted  by  outward 
appearances.  Beauty  goes  for  much  with  him; 
liveliness  counts  for  a good  deal ; even  willful- 
ness (before  marriage)  is  attractive.  In  nine 
cases  out  of  ten  he  will  choose  the  girl  out  of  a 
liouseful  who  is  at  once  the  pet  and  the  tyrant 
of  the  house,  the  spoiled  child,  whose  selfish- 
ness procures  for  her  the  slavish  subserviency 
of  all  the  rest.  Seeing  all  this  devotion,  he 
thinks  he  is  marrying  the  Queen  Bee.  We  are 
intending  to  say  nothing  against  the  woman 
he  makes  bis  wife ; as  women  go,  she  is  well 
enough,  and  if  the  circumstances  continnod  to 
bo  what  they  were  at  home,  she  would  be  for- 
ever attractive  and  adored.  But  when  she  is 
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thrown  upon  her  own  resources,  it  then  be- 
comes evident  how  much  she  owed  to  her  sis- 
ters, whose  unobtrusive  virtues  were  the  ne- 
cessary background  to  all  her  specious  attract- 
iveness. Nine  cases  out  of  ten  the  man  w*ill 
take  the  girl  of  the  family  who  knows  the  least 
about  cooking,  or  the  management  of  a house, 
or  about  nursing,  and  is  the  least  patient  in 
trial,  and  has  the  least  common-sense — that  is, 
the  least  of  those  every-day  qualities  that  make 
life  ail  agreeable  pastime  from  hour  to  hoar 
and  day  to  day.  Hence,  to  cover  his  own  blun- 
ders, the  clamor  for  a Deceased  Wife’s  Sister 
Bill. 

The  man  loves  his  wife — of  course  he  does; 
even  her  faults,  her  little  selfish  demands  o]K>n 
him,  are  better  in  his  eyes  than  the  virtues  of 
other  women.  Bnt  when  real  life  begins,  and 
the  sister  comes  to  live  in  the  house,  as  she 
pretty  certainly  will  come,  then  he  sees  who  it 
is  that  makes  life  go  smoothly,  who  takes  up 
the  hundred  household  burdens,  who  is  always 
kind  and  patient,  and  especially  indulgent  to 
him — for  the  capacity  of  the  wife’s  sister  to  he 
iudulgent  to  all  the  weaknesses  of  her  brotheiv 
in-law  is  one  of  the  circumstances  that  we  most 
take  into  account  in  this  investigation.  Her 
utter  self-sacrifice  and  ability  to  come  into 
confidential  relations  with  him,  and  to  take 
his  part  agaiust  an  authority  which  he  some- 
times feels  the  weight  of,  all  the  novelists  have 
taken  note  of.  It  is  not  she  who  keeps  a tight 
rein  ou  him.  He  is  not  afmid  of  her.  She  ex- 
enses  him,  and  makes  it  easy  for  him  to  get  on 
with  himself.  And  she  has  certain  sterling 
qualities  that  admirably  supplement  the  love- 
liness and  attractiveness  of  the  wife.  He  feels 
this  for  a good  while  without  exactly  seeing  it 
or  knowing  it,  but  when  the  great  bereave- 
ment of  his  lifb  comes,  and  the  world  is  sud- 
denly desolate  to  him,  he  comes  around  with 
the  Deceased  Wife’s  Sister  Bill. 

Look  at  the  world  as  it  is.  Consider  the 
capacity  of  the  sister  for  making  herself  indis- 
pensable in  the  house.  She  may  not  have  bad 
the  power  to  attract  the  man  into  matrimony, 
but  she  has  the  qualities  that  he  finally  recog- 
nizes as  necessary  to  perfect  comfort  iu  it ; and 
in  England,  when  it  is  too  late,  he  wakes  up  to 
the  fact  that  he  should  have  married  the  sister. 
But  this  is  not  the  end  of  the  inquiry.  There 
is  something  in  the  nature  of  woman  herself 
that  brings  about  this  state  of  things.  Iu  or- 
der to  bring  out  the  best  there  is  iu  a woman, 
sacrifice  of  herself  is  always  nectary.  For- 
tunately she  enjoys  this.  She  has  a kiud  of 
pleasure  in  seeing  her  sister  preferred  and  led 
away  to  the  altar.  She  likes  the  man  all  the 
better  for  being  such  a goose  as  to  choose  the 
pretty  and  more  incompetent  one.  And  iu  the 
new  honsehold,  whether  she  is  permanently  a 
part  of  it  or  only  has  an  occasional  saperin- 
teudence  of  it,  she  develops  in  her  sabordina- 
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tion  many  of  the  lovely  virtnes.  In  some  coses 
she  was  not  natorally  so  nnselfisb  or  so  sweet- 
tempered  or  so  tolerant  of  a man’s  unreason- 
ableness as  ber  sister  who  marries,  but  her 
of  self-effacement  is  a training-school,  and 
all  the  sterling  qualities  of  womanhood  are 
evolveil.  The  very  position  of  being  a wife’s 
sister  is  an  invaluable  discipline,  and  we  do 
not  wonder  when  we  see  so  many  households 
where  the  sister,  under  ibis  discipline,  shines 
with  the  steady  radiance  of  a star  of  the  first 
magnitude. 

It  is  probably  useless  to  urge  the  English- 
man to  marry  his  wife’s  sister  in  the  first  place. 
It  would  take  away  one  of  his  grievances ; and 
something  of  this  kind  to  put  into  a Reform 
Bill  he  must  always  have.  Human  nature  is 
contradictory,  and  perhaps  if  he  could  carry 
his  Deceased  Wife’s  Sister  Bill  the  subject 
would  lose  its  attraction  for  him,  and  assume 
the  unimportant  position  the  matter  holds  in 
this  country.  

Wk  do  not  doubt  that  a sound  body  is  ne- 
cessary to  a sound  mind,  but  when  we  read  in 
the  report  of  a Young  Men’s  Christian  Asso- 
ciation published  lost  fall  that  a class  in  light 
gymnastics  ^7as  organized,  and  that  this  was 
conducted  by  your  secretary  for  twenty  weeks, 
and  we  believe  one  boy  was  led  to  Christ,”  we 
are  compelled  to  overhaul  our  conception  of 
athletics  as  a means  of  grace.  This  is  going 
a step  beyond  the  established  fact  that  foot- 
ball is  a moans  of  the  higher  education. 


Still,  we  do  not  underestimate  the  value  of 
faith.  Little  occurrences  show  us  that  it  yet 
survives  in  the  world.  A Boston  child  of  four 
years  (must  all  the  smart  children  be  exactly 
four  years  oldf),  who  had  been  taught  that 
€k>d  made  it  rain  (we  note  with  pleasure  this 
admission  from  Boston),  saw,  the  other  morn- 
ing, a stream  of  water  pouring  down  from  a 
hole  in  the  gutter  in  a house  opposite,  and  ex- 
claimed, Ob,  come  here  quick ; God’s  turned 
the  faucet  on  /”  

AN  EXPUNGED  STANZA. 

For  many  years  during  the  lifetime  of  the 
poet  Longfellow  there  was  upon  the  round 
table  in  his  study,  among  many  other  valued 
mementos,  an  original  edition  of  Coleridge’s 
poems,  containing  ^^The  Rime  of  the  Ancient 
Mariner.”  While  showing  me  some  of  these 
curiosities  one  day,  Mr.  Longfellow  read  from 
this  voluiLie  the  following  thrilling  stanza  (the 
look,  the  tone,  the  impression  it  made  upon  me, 
I shall  not  forget) : 

A fcust  of  wind  sterte  up  behind. 

And  wliistled  thro’  his  bones, 

Thro’  the  holes  of  his  eyes  and  the  hole  of  his  mouth, 
Half  whistles  and  half  ftroans. 

It  is  not  strange  that  when  Coleridge  saw  it 
in  print  he  should  take  his  pencil,  cross  it, 
and  write  in  the  margin  of  this  volume,  as  he 
did,  **  To  be  strnck  out.  S.  T.  C.”  It  does  not 


appear  in  subsequent  editions.  It  was  in  Fart 
III.,  and  came  just  after  the  stanza : 

The  naked  hulk  alonfi^ide  came, 

And  the  twain  were  playing  dice ; 

“The  game  Is  done ! I’ve  won.  I’ve  won  I” 

Quoth  she,  and  whistles  thrice ; 

and  before  the  one  beginning : 

The  sun’s  rim  dips ; the  stars  rush  out ; 

At  one  stride  comes  the  dark. 

There  are  some  interesting  items  concerning 
the  way  in  which  this  poem  came  to  be  writ- 
ten. Morlcy  and  Tyler’s  Manual  of  Englieh 
Literature  says : “In  the  autumn  of  1797,  Cole- 
ridge, wdth  Wordsworth  and  his  sister,  started 
from  Alfoxden  for  Linton,  and  in  the  course  of 
the  walk  ^ The  Ancient  Mariner’ was  planned 
as  a poem  to  be  sent  to  the  London  MagazinCy 
and  bring  five  ponnds  toward  expenses  of  the 
little  holiday.  Coleridge  made  the  story  out 
of  a dream  of  his  friend  Mr.  Cruikshank. 
Wordsworth  suggested  iutroducing  into  it  the 
crime  of  shooting  the  albatross,  because  ho  had 
been  reading  about  albatrosses  in  Shelcocke’s 
Voyage  Round  the  World,  Wordsworth  also 
suggested  the  navigation  of  the  ship  by  dead 
men,  and  furnished  here  and  there  a line.” 
And  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  states  that  Words- 
worth is  credited  with  furnishing  him  with 
the  whole  of  the  first  stanza  in  Part  IV. : 

I fear  thee.  Ancient  Mariner  I 
I fear  thy  skinny  hand ; 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown. 

As  li  the  ribbed  sea-sand.  Goss 


The  following  epitaph  is  on  a monument  in 
Hollywood  Cemetery,  Richmond,  Virginia.  The 
deceased  was  a railroad  engineer : 

In  the  crash  and  the  fall  he  stood 
Unmoved,  and  sacrificed  his  life 
That  he  might  fulfill  his  trust. 

Until  the  brakes  are  turned  on  time, 

Life’s  throttle-valve  shut  down. 

He  works  to  pilot  in  the  crew 
That  wear  the  martyr’s  crown. 

On  schedule  time,  on  upward  grade. 

Along  the  homeward  section 

He  lands  hU  train  at  God’s  round-house. 

The  mom  of  resurrection. 

His  time  all  full,  no  wages  docked. 

His  name  on  God’s  pay-roll, 

And  transportation  through  to  heaven, 

A free  pass  for  his  soul. 


Shortly  after  the  close  of  the  civil  w^ar  a 
large  number  of  army  horses  which  were  af- 
flicted with  the  various  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  equine  race  w’cre  disposed  of  at  auction 
in  a West  Virginia  town,  the  prices  of  many 
of  them  being  merely  nominal,  ranging  from 
a few  cents  to  one  or  two  dollars  X)er  head. 

On  one  occasion  Colonel  M , n typical  old 

Virginia  gentleman,  who  had  a slight  impedi- 
ment in  his  voice,  attended  the  sale,  and  hn- 
moroosly  x>er8i8ted  in  bidding  on  a wind-bro- 
ken, ring-boned,  spavined  animal  wbicb  bad 
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barely  managed  to  escape  tbe  bone-yard,  un- 
til, much  to  bis  chagrin,  it  was  “knocked 
down”  to  him  at  thirty-seven  and  a half  cents. 
Not  having  the  exact  change,  the  Colonel  hand- 
ed out  a dollar  bill. 

“I  can^t  change  this,  Colonel,” said  the  auc- 
tioneer. “ Haven't  you  anything  smaller  I” 

The  Colonel  carefully  scrntinized  his  purse, 
thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  finding 
no  amount  less  than  a dollar,  replied:  “No, 
sah ; nothing  s-s-s-smaller,  sab.  But  since 
I’ve  begun  to  t-t-t-think  about  it,  it  makes  no 
d-d-d-d iflfereiice,  sab.  Just  keep  it,  and  I’ll 
take  the  whole  dollar  out  in  h-h-h-hosses,  sah.” 


I HEARD  this  hymn  (writes  a correspondent) 
sung  very  enthusiastically  at  a Georgia  camp- 
meeting. Each  stanza  (if  it  can  be  called 
such)  was  sung  by  a swarthy  improvisator, 
and  the  refrain  by  the  whole  congregation. 
Many  of  the  couplets  have  escaped  my  mem- 
ory: 

Oh,  Lady,  pull  de  string ! When  de  heab^n  bell  ring. 
Lady,  look  out  fo*  me,  "cos  I’s  gwlne  ’fore  de  King. 
8hmt,  $hout ; Pa  a heah'^n-houn'*  soul— 

Shoutf  should  sfujut ; Fs  a heab'n-boun'  soul, 

Ef  you  gits  to  heab’n  afore  I do. 

Lady,  look  out  fo’  me,  ’cos  I’s  cornin’  dar  too. 

Shout,  etc. 

Order  out  de  wagon,  soon’s  we  meet. 

An’  wo’ll  go  an'  hab  a ride  up  de  golden  street. 
S/u/ut,  etc. 

Bar’s  blessln’s  in  a plenty  an’  pile’  up  in  a heap ; 
But  'tis  time  to  knock  off  work  now ; oh,  it's  time  to 
go  to  sleep. 

Shout,  etc. 

Ef  yon  gits  to  heab'n  afore  I die. 

Oh,  tell  de  sisters.  Lady,  dat  I’s  cornin’  up  on  high. 
Shout,  etc. 

Bar’s  glory  in  ole  Zion ; hallelujah  In  de  land ; 

An’  I’s  er  gwine  to  heab’n  to  jine  de  holy  band. 
Shout,  etc. 

Bar’s  hope  in  blessM  Jesus ; dar's  mercy  in  de  Lord ; 
An*  I’s  u-gwine  to  heab’n  to  claim  my  jest  reward. 
Shout,  etc. 

Oh,  ring  de  bell  ob  glory  an’  let  de  tidings  roll ; 

’Tis  time  for  Marster  Jesus  to  take  my  weary  soul. 
Shout,  etc. 

Be  day  ob  judgment's  cornin’ ; w’en  dey  hears  ole 
Gabr’el’s  horn 

De  sinners  will  be  sayin*  dey  wish  dey  neber  bom. 
Shout,  etc. 

But  dar’ll  be  no  use  a-wishin’  w’en  de  beab’nly  bell 
shall  ring ; 

Bey  Is  boun’  to  stan’  fo’  judgment  befo’  de  awful 
King. 

Shout,  etc. 

And  BO  on,  ad  infinitum. 


STORIES  BY  “A  COUNTRY  PARSON.” 

Years  ago  it  was  customary  for  the  studeuta 
of  Auburn  Seminary  of  the  Junior  Class  to  ex- 
ercise their  talents  at  the  County  House.  This 
did  not  hurt  the  inmates,  and  it  allowed  the 
callow  theologue  to  plume  his  wings.  Well  do 
we  remember,  more  years  ago  than  we  care  to 
state,  the  motley  and  pathetic  audience  the  pre- 


sent writer  addressed ; they  seemed  tired  when 
he  commenced,  but  they  were  unmistakably 
weary  when  he  closed.  It  is  said,  after  one  of 
these  benevolent  efforts  by  a stndent,  one  of 
the  inmates  was  heard  to  remark,  in  a discon- 
solate tone,  “ It’s  bad  enough  to  live  in  this 
place  toithotU  heating  them  fdlaws  preach.*^ 

It  is  related  t hat  a dominie  in  the  land  of  oat 
cakes,  coming  to  a strange  chnrch  wet  and 
weary,  asked  an  old  Scotch  woman,  a function- 
ary of  the  place,  if  she  could  find  him  a glass 
of  wine,  who  replied,  tartly,  “Get  np  into  the 
pulpit  with  you — you’ll  be  drg  enough  there.” 


Last  summer,  during  the  excitement  owing 
to  bank  failures  in  Indianapolis,  I was  watch- 
ing the  anxious  crow'd  besieging  the  doors  of 
a bank  that  was  supposed  to  be  in  danger,  wbeu 
I overheard  the  following  dialogue  betweeu  au 
Irish  woman  and  her  husband : 

“ Nora,  dhraw  yer  money  out.” 

“An’  slinre, Patrick,  I won’t.” 

“ But,  Nora,  you  inusht  dhraw  it  out.” 

“ Faith  au’  I wou’t  dhraw  me  money  out  at 
all.” 

“ Nora,  an’  don’t  yees  know  they’ll  lose  yer 
money  for  yees  ef  yees  don’t  dhraw  it  out  T” 

“ An’  sliure,  Patrick,  ain’t  they  better  able  to 
lose  it  than  we  are  f” 

Patrick  was  evidently  overpowered  with  this 
lost  astonishing  and  unanswerable  argument, 
and  they  both  left  the  scene  apparently  sat- 
isfied. Fortunately  the  bank  survived  the 
pressure,  and  its  ability  to  lose  Xora^s  balance 
was  not  practically  tested. 


THE  PRETTY  ROLLER-SKATER. 

A OROcp  of  merry  skaters  at  the  rink  went  nightly 
round ; 

Like  the  grindiDg  of  a grist-mill  rose  that  dry,  per> 
sistent  sound ; 

And  I nightly  went  to  watch  them  from  the  gallery's 
lofty  place. 

For  the  poetry  of  motion  seemed  to  thrill  each  form 
and  face. 

Some  were  full-grown  men  and  women,  some  W'cre 
youths  and  maidens  fair. 

Some  were  children  of  all  sizes,  penetrating  every- 
where ; 

All  were  stirred  by  sport  and  frolic  as  If  life  were 
ronning  o’er— 

’Twas  a pretty  sight  to  witness  on  the  hard  and 
burnished  floor. 

One,  arrayed  In  bright,  gay  costume,  so  bewitchingly 
did  skate 

That  my  heart  when  she  was  coming  would  most 
wildly  palpitate ; 

Without  doubt  the  village  beauty  was  this  young 
and  rosy  lass, 

And  she  tore  my  heart  to  tatters  every  time  I saw 
her  pass. 

She  could  step  in  any  fashion,  tom  her  feet  each 
dangerous  way, 

Pose  In  figures  quite  coquettish,  backward  sweep 
with  dizzy  sway ; 

On  the  floor  she  fairly  floated,  seeming  free  from 
thought  or  care. 

While  fairy-llke  and  half  enchanted  streamed  the 
ribbons  from  her  hair. 
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Sometimes  In  her  gay  gyrations  upward  beamed  her 
pretty  faoe, 

Wbloh  was  all  aglow  with  roses  from  the  ardor  of 
her  race ; 

Then  I fancied  she  had  seen  me,  for  she  paused  and 
skated  slow, 

Bat  among  so  many  others  how  could  she  my  pas- 
sion know? 

To  that  town  I came  a stranger— no  one  knew  me 
there,  I think, 

Looking  every  night  In  wonder  on  this  siren  of  the 
rink ; 

And  1 marvelled,  when  so  many  were  in  dual  marches 
thrown. 

That  she  got  no  fellow's  offer,  hut  kept  skating  on 
alone. 

Are  the  young  men  all  demented?  thought  I,  as  she 
whirled  along ; 

For  their  coldness  seemed  surprising,  doing  human 
nature  wrong ; 

And  I vowed.  If  she  would  take  me  (though  1 knew 
not  how  to  skate), 

I would  stumble  off  on  rollers  and  whirl  with  her 
UU-d-teU. 

So  I rallied  the  director,  who  was  owner  of  the  rink. 
And  while  proffering  my  credentials,  “ You  are  Mr. 
Smith,  1 think," 

Said  I,  in  the  blandest  manner,  hut  with  diffidence, 
I own. 

“ Would  you  name  me  that  fair  damsel  who  is  skat- 
ing all  alone?" 

Here  I thought  a shrewd  discretion  was  becoming 
on  my  part : 

It  would  never  do  to  tell  him  she  had  skated  through 
my  heart  I 

"What!  that  young  girl  In  gay  costume?"  said  he, 
witliout  stare  or  frown ; 

"She's  our  ‘Champion  Roller* Skater'— she's— u fol- 
tor’s  wife,  in  town 

I have  never  tried  the  rollers,  and  I never  shall,  I 
think ; 

I have  something  else  to  live  for  than  a noisy  skat- 
ing rink. 

People  say  that  all  who  use  them  fall  and  flounder 
on  the  floor ; 

So,  dismissing  all  delusions,  I skipped  straightway 
through  the  door.  JOEL  Benton. 

HOW  A TREATY  WAS  MADE. 

During  the  French  conquest  of  Algeria  ne- 
gotiations for  peace  were  entered  npon  with  the 
sheiks  of  certain  Arab  tribes,  and  a meeting  for 
the  settlement  of  terms  was  arranged  to  take 
place  at  the  French  head-quarters.  The  French 
officers  receiveil  their  guests  of  the  desert  with 
great  hospitality,  and  a banquet  was  given  in 
their  honor.  At  this  the  utmost  splendor  was 
unfolded  in  order  to  dazzle  their  eyes  and  cap- 
tivate their  simple  minds.  At  its  conclusion 
ail  adjournment  to  a large  hall  was  proposed. 
Here  M.  Hoiidin,  the  celebrated  conjurer,  who 
accompanied  the  French  forces,  was  to  give 
them  an  exhibition  of  his  skill,  which  to  them 
seemed  suiiernatural.  They  stared  in  open- 
mouthed  wonder  at  all  the  tricks  that  were 
performed,  and  a feeling  of  awe  crept  over  them 
as  they  saw  the  mysterious  appearings  and  dis- 
appearings  of  varions  objects.  But  the  greatest 
marvel  to  them  was  the  apparent  manufacture 
of  cannon-balls.  The  conjurer  passed  around 
among  them  a high  hat.  This  they  examined 


very  carefully,  but  without  being  able  to  dis- 
cover anything  unusual  in  either  its  make  or 
appearance.  \^en  it  was  returned  to  him,  M. 
Houdiu  placed  it  on  the  floor  in  the  middle  of 
the  stage  in  full  view  of  his  audience.  He  then 
proceeded  to  take  from  that  hat  cannon-balls 
apparently  without  number,  and  rolled  them 
across  the  floor  into  the  wings.  This  termina- 
ted the  performance.  The  chiefs  consulted 
among  themselves,  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  it  was  useless  to  oppose  au  anny  that 
could  turn  out  its  ammunition  in  so  easy  a man- 
ner. They  therefore  signed  the  required  treaty, 
and  departed  to  tell  their  friends  in  the  desert 
of  the  wonderful  power  of  the  iuvaders. 

C.J.  Miller. 

Farmer  Derben  kept  a largo  flock  of  geese. 
His  fences  were  good,  and  his  geese  rarely  es- 
caped from  the  pasture  where  they  were  cou- 
fiued.  His  neighbor,  Farmer  Colo,  also  kept  a 
flock  of  geese ; but  his  fences  were  not  care- 
fully repaired,  and  his  geese  often  strayed  into 
his  neighbor’s  grain  fields.  Last  summer  this 
annoyance  became  intolerable  to  Farmer  Der- 
ben, and  he  resolved  to  make  an  end  of  it. 
Meeting  Farmer  Cole  one  day  in  the  road,  he 
told  him  of  the  annoyance,  and  added,  now 
give  yon  fair  warning  that  if  I again  find  your 
geese  trespassing  on  my  land  I will  kill  them.” 

A few  days  after,  as  Farmer  Derben  was  sit- 
ting at  dinner,  he  chanced  to  look  out  the  win- 
dow, and  there,  on  his  very  lawn,  he  beheld  a 
flock  of  geese  enjoying  themselves.  Not  wait- 
ing to  get  his  hat,  he  seized  bis  cane,  and  rush- 
ing iuto  the  midst  of  the  flock,  ho  laid  about 
him  with  such  vigor  that  several  geese  were 
killed  and  several  more  wounded,  when  his 
daughter,  bounding  up  to  her  irate  parent’s 
side,  screamed  in  his  ear,  Pa,  these  ore  our 
geese !” 

This  story  Is  kept  os  a family  secret. 

THE  AMENDE  HONORABLE. 

CAPTAnr  McQuack  was  a warlike  man. 

And  a positive  man  was  he ; 

He  had  travelled  from  Garrick  to  Killtogoran, 
From  Ballyknocknolly  to  Ballyhoshan, 

And  all  that  he  did  not  see 
Ton  mh^ht  pack  In  a thimble,  or  hide  in  the  pod 
Of  the  tiniest  kind  of  a pea. 

He  was  n warrior  throuirh  and  through, 

And  always  ready  to  fight. 

But  never  trained  with  the  cowardly  crew 
That  war  npon  women  and  children  too 
With  the  deadly  dynamite. 

' Like  many  a warrior  brave  as  he. 

As  facile  in  feats  of  w*ar, 

Whoso  nouns  and  verbs  do  better  agree. 

Who  has  travelled  three  times  ns  far, 

The  Captain  w'ould  sometimes  tell  a tale — 

And  many  a tale  he  told— 

Hard  to  believe,  for  like  a sieve 
The  water  it  would  not  hold. 

Ho  would  tell  of  gondolas  flying  about 
In  the  forest  of  Turkestan  ; 

Of  gargoyles  shot  In  the  very  spot 
W'here  ho  lassoed  a catamaran ; 
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Of  the  seal  that  he  captured  at  Jubbulpoor, 

And  an  hour  later  lost 
In  the  diamond  mine  near  Kindoo  Eoor, 

A hundred  and  seventeen  miles  or  more 
Below  the  limit  of  frost. 

One  day,  in  coverinsf  all  the  ground 
Of  gastronomic  art, 

From  the  roasting  of  an  ibex  round 
To  tho  baking  of  a tart, 

Of  anchovies  he  chanced  to  speak. 

“You’ll  find,”  said  the  travelled  man, 

“ No  better,  if  through  the  world  you  seek, 

From  Mulligan’s  meadow  to  Mozambique, 

Than  thim  that  grows 

In  thropical  snows 

On  the  threes  all  over  Soudan.** 

To  him  a hearer  dared  say,  “Nay, 

Thim  does  not  grow  on  threes ; 

Thim  Is  a fish  that  swums  the  say; 

And  tho  lave  o*  the  wealth  I own  to-day— 

That’s  four  and  sivinpince— I will  lay 
That  Father  Coyle  agrees.** 

“ Bother  tho  praist  1’*  said  brave  MoQuack ; 

“It’s  that  I He,  ye’d  hint.’* 

To  the  field  forthwith  they  took  the  track. 

And  each  man  picked  his  flint. 

Then,  at  the  word,  two  bullets  sped ; 

One  through  the  viewless  air 
Over  tho  ftallant  Captain’s  head ; 

One,  meeting  an  obstacle  rare. 

Was  cleverly  caught,  as  it  were,  on  the  fly. 

By  the  Captain’s  rash  antagonist’s  thigh. 

Then  followed  a season  of  spring  and  swear ; 
For  it's  very  hard,  you  can’t  deny. 

The  pain  of  a bullet’s  sting  to  b^r. 

Without  a yell  and  a spring  In  air. 

E’en  with  your  foeman  standing  by. 

The  Captain’s  second  was  first  to  speak. 

“ How  ho  capers  !’*  said  he,  with  a smile. 

“ Holy  Moses  1”  cried  Mac,  with  a blaze  on  his  cheek ; 
“ It  was  capers  I mint  all  the  while  !’* 

Then,  like  tho  gentleman  true  that  he  was, 

He  offered  his  hand  to  the  foe. 

“Shake,  sir,’’ said  he;  “1  ax  pardon,  because 
Of  a blunder  I'm  guilty,  I know. 

You  war  right ; I war  wrong,  sir ; but  what  should 
we  care? 

In  calling  it  up  there’s  no  profit. 

I’ve  called  you  out,  and  we’ll  both  call  it  square. 
And  uayther  will  think  no  more  of  it.*' 

“ But  what,’’  said  the  wounded  man— “ what  of  my 
thigh  ? 

And  what  of  the  bullet  that’s  in  it?’* 

“ Nlver  moind,’’  said  McQuack ; “ there’s  a docthor 
near  by. 

And  he'll  twist  out  the  ball  in  a minute.** 


A CHILD  of  four  years,  on  being  twitted  with 
having  ’^sucli  a thiu  mamma — ^just  a bag  of 
bones,”  said,  apologetically,  ‘‘Well, she  was  the 
very  best  papa  could  get  for  us.” 


Some  years  ago,  on  a circuit  within  the 
bounds  of  the  B— — Conference,  the  junior 
preacher  (now  deceased)  was  apt  to  indulge 
ill  tho  grandiloquent  stylo  iu  his  discourses. 
Upon  ono  occasion,  after  preaching  a very 
lengthy  sermon  on  the  Judgment- day,  he 
wound  up  his  subject  by  saying;  “Then,  my 
brethren,  will  the  moon  bo  turned  into  blood, 
the  sun  will  expire  in  an  apoplectic  fit,  and  the 
angel  Gabriel,  with  one  foot  npon  tho  sea,  the 


other  on  the  land,  will  seize  his  obstreperous 
mouth-piece  and  blow  a deadening  blast.” 

M. 


“ Shepherd,”  said  a sentimental  young  lady, 
who  fancied  herself  a heroine  in  tho  golden 
groves  of  Arcadia — “ Shepherd,”  said  she  to  a 
rustic  who  was  tending  some  sheep,  “ why  have 
yon  not  got  yoor  pipe  with  you  V* 

^^JBekase,  ma*am,  1 hainH  got  no  ^backerJ* 


The  following  conversation  was  overheard 
one  day  between  two  little  girls : 

“Lucy,  do  you  know  wbat  a hog  isf” 

“ No,  I don’t.  What  is  it  f” 

“Well,  Lucy,  I’ll  tell  yon.  When  a little 
pig  grows  up  to  be  a man,  then  he’s  a hog.” 


HARE  BEEFSTEAK. 

Mr.  Blank  is  fond  of  beefsteak  if  gotten  up 
in  “right  stylo.”  So  one  morning  he  ordered 
Ids  buteber  to  send  “some  of  lirs  best”  up  for 
breakfast.  Upou  its  arrival  Mrs.  B.  said  to 
the  African  queen  who  reigned  in  the  kitch- 
en : “ Patsy,  cook  this  steak.  And  now  don’t 
spoil  it.  Remember,  Mr.  Blank  likes  it  rare 
and  hot.” 

“ Yas ’m,”  said  Patsy ; “ I gwi  fix  it  like  you 
say.” 

“Well,”  replied  Mrs.  B.,  “be  careful,  now; 
don’t  overcook  it,  but  be  certain  to  Lave  it 
rare.” 

“ Yas ’m,”  answered  Patsy ; “ I oiidcrstau’s. 
I’s  gwi  brilo  it  jes’  like  you  done  tell  me.” 

lu  due  time  breakfast  was  announced ; and 
when  the  cover  w'ns  lifted  from  the  dish  of 
steak  the  contents  were  a sight  to  see.  There 
was  the  steak,  to  bo  sure,  but,  ob,  wbat  steak! 
Curled  and  twisted,  knotted  and  dried,  sole- 
leather  was  the  only  thing  to  which  it  could 
l>e  compared,  and  dry  sole -leather  at  that. 
Well,  Mr.  B.  did  not  enjoy  that  steak,  of  course. 

After  breakfast  explanations  were  demand- 
ed and  given,  as  follows : 

Mrs.  B.  “ Ob,  Patsy,  what  did  I tell  yon  T 
Why  did  you  do  the  steak  so  T” 

Patsy.  “Hi!  Mis’  Harri’.t,  I done  like  you 
tell  me  for  to  do.” 

Mrs.  B.  “No,  you  didn’t.  Look  at  that 
steak,  all  overdone,  cooked  out  of  shape,  ru- 
ined. Why,  a shoemaker  could  half-sole  shoes 
with  it.  I told  you  to  have  it  rare.” 

Patsy.  “Yas ’m,  dat’s  so.  I p’intedly  he’d 
jon  say  dem  very  words,  an’ — ” 

Mrs.  B.  “Well,  if  you  heard  me  say  so,  why 
didn’t  yon  obey  mot  What  did  you  send  in 
such  a mess  as  this  fort” 

Patsy.  “ Hi ! Mis’  Harri’t,  what  do  marter 
’long  dat  meat  T Ain’t  it  done  rar’  up  all  over 
de  fryiu’-pan  befo’  I took  it  ofTn  de  fire  f Yon 
tell  me,  ‘ Patsy,’  you  say,  ‘ cook  dat  4teak  tell 
it  rar’.’  An’  I done  do  it  de  bes’  I knows  how 
— dat  I is — an’  angels  conldn’  do  no  mo’.” 

Mrs.  B.  saw  the  point,  and  retired  from  the 
contest.  Percy. 
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